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PROLOGUE. 

CJ*WO  Houjholds,  both  alike  in  Dignity, 

In  fair  Verona,  [where  v:e  lay  our  Scene) 

From  ancient  Grudge  break  to  new  mutiny ; 
Where  civil  blood  makes  civil  hands  unclean. 

From  forth  the  fatal  loins  of  thefe  two  foes, 
A  pair  of  Jlar-croji  lovers  take  their  life  ; 

Whofe  ?nifadventurd  piteous  Overthrows 

Do,  with  their  death,  bury  their  Parents'"  frife* 

The  fearful  pajfage  of  their  death-mark?  d  love, 
And  the  conti?iuance  of  their  Parents^  rage, 

Which  but  their  childrem  End  nought  could  removes- 
Is  novo  the  two  hours  trajffick  of  our  Jlage  : 

The  which  if  you  with  patient  ears  attend, 

What  here  fhall  mifs,  our  Toil  Jhall  Jlriue  to  mendl 


Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


E  S  C  ALU  S,  Prince  of  Verona. 
Paris,  a  young  Nobleman  in  love  with  Juliet,  and  kin/man 
to  the  Prince. 

Montague,  1  Tvoo  Lords  of  ancient  families,  Enemies  to 
Capulet,       J  eac^  other. 

Romeo,  Son  to  Montague. 

Mercutio,  Kin/man  to  the  Prince,  and  Friend  to  Romso, 
Benvolio,  Kin/man  and  Friend  to  Romeo. 
Tybalt,  Kin/man  to  Capulet. 
Friar  Lawrence. 
Friar  John. 

Ealthafar,  Servant  to  Romeo. 
Page  to  Paris. 

Sampfoft,  1    Sertvanu  u  &ptor, 
Gregory,  ) 

Abram,  Servant  to  Montague, 
apothecary. 

fr.imon  Catling,  1 

Hugh  Rebeck,  >     $  Muficians, 

Samuel  Soundboard,  ) 

Peter,  Servant  to  the  Nurfe. 

Lady  Montague,  Wife  to  Montague. 

Lady  Capulet,  Wife  to  Capulet. 

Juliet,  Daughter  to  Capulet,  in  love  with  Romeo. 

Nurfe  to  Juliet. 

CHORUS. 

Citizens  of  Verona,  fewer al  men  and  women  relations 
to  Capulet,  Maskers,  Guards,  Watch,  and  other 
Attendants. 

The  SCENE,  in  the  beginning  of  the  fifth  Att,  is 
in  Mantua ;  during  all  the  refl  of  the  Play,  in 
and  near  Verona. 


R 0 M  E  0  and  J ULIET. 


A    C    T  L 

SCENE,  The  Strut*  in  Yerona, 

EnUr  Sampfon  and  Gregory,  (  with  /words  and 
bucklers, )  two  ftrvanti  of  the  Capukts. 

Sampson. 

RE  GORY,  on  my  word,  well  not 
carry  coals. 

Greg.  No,  for  then  we  mould  be 
colliers. 

Sam.  I  mean,  an'  we  be  in  Cholerr 
we'll  draw. 

Greg.  Ay,  while  you  live,  draw  your 
Neck  out  of  the  Collar. 

Sam.  I  ftrike  quickly,  being  movM. 
Greg.  But  thou  art  not  quickly  mov'd  to  ftrike. 
Sam.  A  dog  of  the  Houfe  of  Montague  moves  me, 
Greg.  To  move,  is  to  ftir ;  and  to  be  valiant,  is  to 
Hand  :  therefore,  if  thou  art  mov'd,  thou  runn'ft  away. 

Sam.  A  dog  of  that  Houfe  mail  move  me  to  Hand :  I 
will  take  the  wall  of  any  man,  or  maid  of  Montague's. 

A-  4  Greg. 
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Greg.  That  mews  thee  a  weak  flave;  for  the  weakef 
goes  to  the  wall. 

Sam.  True,  and  therefore  women,  being  the  wcakeft, 

are  ever  thruft  to  the  wall :  therefore  I  will  pufh 

Montague's  men  from  the  wall,  and  thruft  his  maids  to 
the  wall. 

Greg.  The  quarrel  is  between  our  mafters,  and  us 
their  men. 

Sa?n.  'Us  all  one,  I  will  mew  my  felf  a  tyrant :  when 
I  have  fought  with  the  men,  I  will  be  cruel  with  the 
maids,  and  cut  off  their  heads. 

Greg.  The  heads  of  the  inaids  ? 

Sam.  Ay,  the  heads  of  the  maids,  or  the  maidenheads, 
take  it  in  what  fenfe  thou  wilt. 

Greg.  They  muft  take  it  in  fenfe,  that  feel  it. 

Sam.  Me  they  mall  feel,  while  I  am  able  to  Hand  t 
and  'tis  known  I  am  a  pretty  piece  of  flefh. 

Greg.  'Tis  well  thou  art  not  nfh  :  if  thou  hadft,  thou 
hadft  otcn  Poor  John.  Draw  thy  tool,  here  comes  of 
the  Houfe  of  the  Montagues. 

Enter  Abram  and  Balthafar. 

Sam.  My  naked  weapon  is  out ;  quarrel,  I  will  back 
thee. 

Greg.  How,  tarn  thy  back  and  run  ? 
Sam.  Fear  me  not. 
Greg.  No,  marry:  I  fear  thee  !  — 
Sam.  Let  us  take  the  law  of  our  fides  :  let  them  begin. 
Greg.  I  will  frown  as  I  pafs  by,  and  let  them  take  it 
as  they  lift. 

Sam.  Nay,  as  they  dare.    I  will  bite  my  thumb  at 
them,  which  is  a  difgrace  to  them  if  they  bear  it. 
Abr.  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  Sir  ? 
Sam.  I  do  bite  my  thumb,  Sir. 
Abr.  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  Sir  ? 
Sam.  Is  the  law  on  our  fide,  if  I  fay,  ay  ? 
Greg.  No. 

Sam.  No,  Sir,  I  do  not  bite  my  thumb  at  you,  Sir  : 
but  I  bite  my  thumb,  Sir. 
Greg.  Do  you  quarrel,  Sir? 
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Abr.  Quarrel,  Sir  ?  no,  Sir. 

Sam.  If  you  do,  I  am  for  you  ;  I  ferve  as  good  a 
man,  as  you. 
Abr.  No  better. 
Sam.  Well,  Sir. 

Enter  Benvolio; 

Greg.  Say,  better :  here  comes  one  of  my  matter's 
kinfmen. 

Sam.  Yes,  better,  Sir. 
Abr.  You  lie. 

Sam.  Draw,  if  you  be  men.  Gregory,  remember  thy 
fwafhing  blow.  [They  fight. 

Ben.  Part,  fools,  put  up  your  fwords,  you  know  not 
What  you  do. 

Enter  Tybalt. 

Tyb.  What,  art  thou  drawn  among  thefe  heartlefs 
hinds  ? 

Turn  thee,  Benvolio,  look  upon  thy  death. 

Ben.  I  do  but  keep  the  peace  ;  put  up  thy  fword, 
Or  manage  it  to  part  thefe  men  with  me. 

Tyb.  What  drawn,  and  talk  of  peace?  I  hate  the 
word 

As  I  hate  hell,  all  Montagues  and  thee  : 
Have  at  thee,  coward. 

Enter  three  or  four  citizens  with  clubs. 

Ojjic.  Clubs,  bills,  and  partifans !  flrike !  beat  them 
down  ! 

Down  with  the  Capulet  s,  down  with  the  Montagues  ! 

Enter  old  Capulet  in  his  gonvn,  and  lady  Capulet. 

Cap.  What  noife  is  this  ?  give  me  my  long  fword,  ho  I 
La.  Cap.  A  crutch  :  a  crutch  :  —  why  call  you  for 
a  fword  ? 

Cap.  My  fword,  I  fay  :  old  Montague  is  come, 
And  flourifhes  his  blade  in  fpight  of  me, 

A  S  Enter 
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Enter  old  Montague,  and  Lady  Montague. 

Mon.  Thou  villain,  Capukt  Hold  me  not. 

let  me  go. 

La.  Mon.  Thou  malt  not  ftir  a  foot  to  feek  a  foe. 
Enter  Prince  with  attendants. 

Prin.  Rebellious  Subjects,  enemies  to  peace, 

Prophaners  of  this  neighbour-rtained  Heel  1 

V/ill  they  not  hear  ?  what  ho  !  you  men,  you  beaffs 

That  quench  the  lire  of  your  pernicious  rage  * 

With  purple  fountains  iiTuing  from  your  veins  • 

On  pain  of  torture,  from  thofe  bloody  hands 

Throw  your  mif- tempered  weapons  to  the  ground, 

And  hear  the  fentence  of  your  moved  Prince. 

Three  civil  broils,  bred  of  an  airy  word, 

By  thee,  old  Capukt,  and  Montague, 

Have  thrice  difturb'd  the  Quiet  of  our  ftreets ; 

And  made  Verona's  antient  Citizens 

Caft  by  their  grave,  befeeming,  ornaments ; 

To  wield  old  partizans,  in  hands  as  old, 

Cankred  with  peace,  to  part  your  cankred  hate ; 

If  ever  you  diilurb  our  ilreets  again, 

Your  lives  mail  pay  the  forfeit  of  the  peace. 

For  this  time  all  the  reft  depart  away, 

You  Capuitty  mall  go  along  with  me ; 

And,  Montague,  come  you  this  afternoon. 

To  know  our  further  pleafure  in  this  cafe, 

To  old  Free-town,  our  common  judgment-place  : 

Gnce  more,  on  pain  of  death,  all  men  depart. 

[Exeunt  Prince  and  Capulet,  &tm 

La.  Mon.  Who  fet  this  antient  quarrel  new  abroach  v 
Speak,  nephew,  were  you  by,  when  it  began  ? 

Ben.  Here  were  the  fervants  of  your  adverfafy, 
And  yours,  clofe  fighting,  ere  I  did  approach  ; 
I  drew  to  part  them  :  In  the  inftant  came 
The  fiery  Tybalt,  wkh  his  fword  prepared, 
Which,  as  he  breath'd  de^ance  to  my  ears, 
He  fwung  about  his  head,  and  cut  the  winds: 
Who,  nothing  hurt  withal,  hifs'd  him  in  fcorn. 

While 
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While  we  were  interchanging  thrufts  and  blows, 
Came  more  and  more,  and  fought  on  part  and  part, 
'Till  the  Prince  came,  who  parted  either  Part. 

La.  Mon.  O  where  is  Romeo  !  Saw  you  him  to  day  ? 
Right  glad  am  I,  he  was  not  at  this  fray. 

Ben.  Madam,  an  hour  before  the  worfhipp'd  Sun 
Peered  through  the  golden  window  of  the  Eatt, 
A  troubled  mind  drew  me  to  walk  abroad  : 
Where  underneath  the  grove  of  fycamour, 
That  weflward  rooteth  from  the  City  fide, 
So  early  walking  did  I  fee  your  fon. 
Tow'rds  him  I  made  ;  but  he  was  'ware  of  me, 
And  dole  into  the  covert  of  the  wood. 
I,  meafuring  his  affections  by  my  own, 
(That  moll  are  bufied  when  they're  moll  alone,) 
Purfued  my  humour,  not  purfuing  him  ; 
And  gladly  fhun'd,  who  gladly  fled  from  me. 

Mon.  Many  a  morning  hath  he  there  been  feen 
With  tears  augmenting  the  frcfh  morning-dew ; 
Adding  to  clouds  more  clouds  with  his  deep  fighs : 
But  all  fo  foon  as  the  all-cheering  Sun 
Should,  in  the  fartheft  Eaft,  begin  to  draw 
The  fhady  curtains  from  Aurora  %  bed ; 
Away  from  light  Heals  home  my  heavy  fon, 
And  private  in  his  chamber  pens  himfelf ; 
Shuts  up  his  windows,  locks  fair  day-light  out, 
And  makes  himfelf  an  artificial  night. 
Black  and  portentous  mult,  this  humour  prove, 
Unlefs  good  counfel  may  the  caufe  remove. 

Ben.  My  noble  uncle,  do  you  know  the  caufe  ? 

Mon.  I  neither  know  it,  nor  can  learn  it  of  him. 

Ben.  Have  you  importun'd  him  by  any  means  ? 

Mon.  Both  by  my  ielf  and  many  other  friends; 
But  he,  his  own  affeclions'  counsellor, 
Is  to  himfelf,  I  will  not  fay,  how  true; 
But  to  himfelf  fo  fecret  and  fo  clofe, 
So  far  from  founding  and  difcovery  ; 
As  is  the  bud  bit,  with  an  envious  worm,  (i) 

Ere 

(l)  At  is  the  Bud,  bit  with  an  envious  Worm, 

Ere  be  can  fare  ad  bis  fweet  Leaves  to  tbe  Air9'  Or 
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Ere  he  can  fpread  his  Tweet  wings  to  the  Air, 

Or  dedicate  his  beauty  to  the  Sun. 

Could  we  but  learn  from  whence  his  forrows  growr 

We  would  as  willingly  give  Cure  as  know. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Ben.  See,  where  he  comes :  lb  pleafe  you,  ftep  afide, 
Til  know  his  grievance,  or  be  much  deny'd. 

Mon.  I  would,  thou  wert  fo  happy  by  thy  ftay 
To  hear  true  fhrift.    Come,  Madam,  let's  away.  [Ext* 

Ben.  Good  morrow,  coufm. 

Rom.  Is  the  day  fo  young  ? 

Ben.  But  new  flruck  nine. 

Rom.  Ah  me,  fad  hours  feem  long  f 
Was  that  my  father  that  went  hence  fo  fall  ? 

Ben.  It  was :  what  fadnefs  lengthens  Romeo's  hours  f 

Rom.  Not  having  That,  which,  having,  makes  then* 
Ihort. 

Ben.  In  love  ? 

Rom.  Out  

Ben.  Of  love? 

Rom.  Out  of  her  favour,  where  I  am  in  love. 

Ben.  Alas,  that  love,  fo  gentle  in  his  view, 
Should  be  fo  tyrannous  and  rough  in  proof! 

Rom.  Air,:,  that  love,  whofe  view  is  mufHed  ftill, 
She  .1  vfritnout  eyes  fee  path-ways  to  his  will  ! 

Where  mail  we  dine  ?  O  me  !  What  fray  was- 

here  ? 

Or  dedicate  his  Beauty  to  the  Same.]  T o  the  fame  ?  Sure, 

all  the  Lovers  of  Shakefpeare  and  Peetry  will  agree,  that  this  is 
a  very  idle,  dragging  Paraplcromatic,  as  the  Grammarians  flyle 
it.  But  our  Author  generally  in  his  Similes  is  accurate  in  the 
cioathir.g  of  them,  and  therefore,  I  believe,  would  not  have 
overcharg'd  this  fo  irjipldly.  When  we  come  to  confider,  that 
there  is  fome  power  elfe  btCidcs  balmy  Air,  that  brings  forth,  and 
makes  the  tender  Eucls  fpread  themfelves,  I  do  not  think  it  im- 
probable that  the  Poet  wrote  $ 

Or  dedicate  his  Beauty  to  the  Sun. 
Or,  according  to  the  more  obfolete  Spelling,  Sunne  )  which  brings 
it  nearer  to  the  Traces  of  the  corrupted  Text, 

Yc 
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Yet  tell  me  not,  for  I  have  heard  it  all. 

Here's  much  to  do  with  hate,  but  more  with  love  : 

Why  then,  O  brawling  love  !  O  loving  hate  ! 

Oh,  any  thing  of  nothing  firft  create  f 

O  heavy  lightnefs !  ferious  vanity  \ 

Mif-fhapen  chaos  of  well-feeming  forms ! 

Feather  of  lead,  bright  fmoke,  cold  fire,  fick  health  I 

Still- waking  lleep,  that  is  not  what  it  is  I 

This  love  feel  I,  that  feel  no  love  in  this* 

Doft  thou  not  laugh  ? 

Ben.  No,  coz,  T  rather  weep. 

Rom.  Good  heart,  at  what? 

Ben.  At  thy  good  heart's  oppreflion. 

Rom.  Why,  fuch  is  love's  tranfgreflion,  » 
Griefs  of  mine  own  lie  heavy  in  my  breaft ; 
Which  thou  wilt  propagate,  to  have  them  preft 
With  more  of  thine ;  this  love,  that  thou  haft  fhewrv 
Doth  add  more  grief  to  too  much  of  mine  own. 
Love  is  a  fmoke  rais'd  with  the  fume  of  fighs, 
Being  purg'd,  a  fire  fparkling  in  lovers'  eyes ; 
Being  vext,  a  fea  nourifh'd  with  lovers*  tears ; 
What  is  it  elfe  ?  a  madnefs  moft  difcreet, 
A  choaking  gall,  and  a  preferving  fweet : 
Farewel,  my  coulin.  (Gri*gi 

Ben.  Soft,  I'll  go  along. 
And  if  you  leave  me  fo,  you  do  me  wrong. 

Rom.  Tut,  I  have  loft  my  felf,  I  am  not  here  ; 
This  is  not  Rameo,  he's  fome  other  where. 

Ben.  Tell  me  in  fadnefs,  who  ihe  is  you  love  ? 

Rom.  What,  lhall  I  groan  and  tell  thee  ? 

Ben.  Groan  ?  why,  no  ;  but  fadly  tell  me,  who. 

Rom.  Bid  a  fick  man  infadnefs  make  his  will  ?  — * 

O  word,  ill  urg'd  to  one  that  is  fo  ill  \  

In  fadnefs,  coufin,  I  do  love  a  woman. 

Ben.  I  aim'd  fo  near,  when  I  fuppos'd  you  lov'd. 

Rom.  A  right  good  marks-man  ;  and  fhe's  fair3 

I  love. 

Ben.  A  right  fair  mark,  fair  coz,  is  fooneft  hit. 
Rom.  But,  in  that  hit,  you  mifs ;  —  lhe'll  not  be  hit 
With  Cupid's  arrow  ;  Ihe  hath  Diavs  wit : 

And/ 
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And,  in  ftrong  proof  of  chaftity  well  arm'd. 
From  love's  weak  childiih  bow,  fhe  lives  unharm'd. 
She  will  not  flay  the  fiege  of  loving  terms, 
Nor  'bide  th'  encounter  of  a/Tailing  eyes, 
Nor  ope  her  lap  to  faint- fed ucing  gold. 
O.  /he  is  rich  in  beauty  ;  only  poor, 
Th.it  when  (he  dies,  with  her  dies  Beauty's  Store. 
Ben.  Then  lhe  hath  fworn,  that  me  will  ftill  live 
chafte  ? 

Rom.  She  hath,  and  in  that  Sparing  makes  huge 
wafte. 

For  beauty,  ftarv'd  with  her  feverity, 
Cuts  beauty  oft  from  all  pofterity. 
She  is  too  fair,  too  wife ;  wifely  too  fair, 
To  merit  blifs  by  making  me  defpair  ; 
She  hath  forfworn  to  love,  and  in  that  vow 
Do  I  live  dead,  that  live  to  tell  it  now. 

Ben.  Be  rul'd  by  me,  forget  to  think  of  her, 

Rom.  O,  teach  me  how  I  mould  forget  to  think. 

Ben.  By  giving  liberty  unto  thine  eyes  $ 
Examine  other  Beauties. 

Rom.  'Tis  the  way 
To  call  hers  (exquifite)  in  queftion  more  ; 
Tnofe  happy  masks,  that  kifs  fair  ladies'  brows, 
Being  black,  put  us  in  mind  they  hide  the  fair; 
He  that  is  ftrucken  blind,  cannot  forget 
The  precious  treafure  of  his  eye- fight  loft. 
Shew  me  a  miftrefs,  that  is  pafTing  fair  ; 
What  doth  her  beauty  ferve,  but  as  a  note, 
Where  I  may  read,  who  pafs'd  that  paffing  fair  ? 
Farewel,  thou  canft  not  teach  me  to  forget. 

Ben.  VU  pay  that  doctrine,  cr  elfe  die  in  debt. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Capulet,  Paris,  and  Servant. 

Cap.  And  Montague  is  bound  as  well  as  I, 
In  penalty  alike  ;  and  'tis  not  hard 
For  men  ib  old  as  we  to  keep  the  peace. 

Par.  Of  honourable  reck'ning  are  you  Both, 
And,  pity  'tis,  you  liv'd  at  odds  fo  long  : 

But 
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But  now,  my  lord,  what  fay  you  to  my  Suit  ? 

Cap.  But  laying  o'er  what  I  have  faid  before : 
My  child  is  yet  a  ftranger  in  the  world, 
She  hath  not  feen  the  Change  of  fourteen  years ; 
Let  two  more  fummers  wither  in  their  pride, 
Ere  we  may  think  her  ripe  to  be  a  bride. 

Par.  Younger  than  fhe  are  happy  mothers  made. 

Cap.  And  too  foon  marr'd  are  thofe  fo  early  made  t 
The  earth  hath  fwallow'd  all  my  hopes  but  fhe. 
She  is  the  hopeful  lady  of  my  earth  : 
But  woo  her,  gentle  Pan's,  get  her  heart, 
My  will  to  her  confent  is  but  a  part; 
If  fhe  agree,  within  her  fcope  of  choice 
Lies  my  confent,  and  fair  according  voice : 
This  night,  I  hold  an  old-accuftom'd  Fealr, 
Whereto  I  have  invited  many  a  gueft, 
Such  as  I  love;  and  you,  among  the  ftore, 
One  more,  moll  welcome,  makes  my  number  more, 
At  my  poor  houfe,  look  to  behold  this  night 
Earth-treading  ftars  that  make  dark  heaven's  light. 
Such  comfort  as  do  lufty  young  men  feel, 
When  well-apparePd  April  on  the  heel 
Of  limping  Winter  treads,  even  fuch  delight 
Among  freih  female- buds  fhall  you  this  night; 
Inherit  at  my  houfe  ;  hear  all,  all  fee, 
And  like  her  moft,  whofe  merit  mod  (hall  be  : 
Which  on  more  view  of  many,  mine,  being  one,. 
May  fland  in  number,  tho'  in  reckoning  none. 
Come,  go  with  me.    Go,  firrah,  trudge  about,. 
Through  fair  Verona ;  find  thofe  perfons  out, 
Whofe  names  are  written  there ;  and  to  them  fay, 
My  houfe  and  welcome  on  their  pleafure  flay. 

[Exeunt  Capulet  and  Paris-. 

Ser.  Find  them  out,  whofe  names  are  written  here  ?  ~ 
It  is  written,  that  the  Shoe-maker  mould  meddle  with 
his  Yard,  and  the  Tailor  with  his  L  aft,  the  Fifner  with 
his  Pencil,  and  the  Painter  with  his  Nets.  But  I  am 
fent  to  find  thofe  Perfons,  whofe  names  are  here  writ; 
and  can  never  find  what  names  the  writing  perfon  hath 
here  writ.  I  muft  to  the  Learned. ...  In  good 
time,—  Enter 
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Enter  Benrolio  and  Romeo. 

Ben.  Tut,  man  !  one  fire  burns  out  another's  burnings 
One  pain  is  leflen'd  by  another's  Anguifh  : 
Turn  giddy,  and  be  help'd  by  backward  turning  ; 

One  defperate  grief  cure  with  another's  Languifli : 
Take  thou  fome  new  infection  to  the  eye, 
And  the  rank  poyfon  of  the  old  will  die. 

Rom.  Your  plantan  leaf  is  excellent  for  That, 
Ben,  For  what,  I  pray  thee  ? 
Rom.  For  your  broken  fhin> 
Ben.  Why,  Romeo,  art  thou  mad  ? 
Rom.  Not  mad,  but  bound  more  than  a  mad-man  is : 
Shut  up  in  prifon,  kept  without  my  food, 

Whipt  and  tormented:   and  Good-e'en,  good' 

fellow.  [To  the  Servant.- 

Ser.  God  gi'  good  e'en  :  I  pray,  Sir,  can  you  read  ? 
Rom.  Ay,  mine  own  fortune  in  my  mifery. 
Set.  Perhaps,  you  have  learn'd  it  without  book  :  but, 
I  pray, 

Can  you  read  any  thing  you  fee? 

Rom.  Ay,  if  I  know  the  letters  and  the  language, 

Ser.  Ye  fay  honeftly,  reft  you  merry. — =  * 

Rom.  Stay,  fellow,  I  can  read. 

[He  reads  the  letter.] 
j^lgnicr  Martino,  and  his  wife  and  daughters:  Count 
Anfeim  and  his  beauteous  fifters ;  the  lady  widow  of 
Vitruvio  ;  Signior  Placentio,  and  his  lovely  neices  \  Mer- 
cutio  and  his  brother  Valentine  ;  mine  uncle  Capulet,  his 
wife  and  daughters  ;  my  fair  neice  Rofaline  ;  Li  via  ;  Sig- 
nior Valentio,  and  his  confin  Tybalt;  Lucio,  and  the 
lively  Helena. 

A  fair  affembly;  whither  mould  they  come?  (2) 

(2)  A  fo  'ir  Affembly:  Whither  Jhould  they  come? 
Serv.  Up. 

Rom.  Whither  f  to  Supper  ? 

Serv.  To  cur  Houfc.~\  Romeo  had  read  over  the  Lift  of  invited 
Guefts;  but  he  muft  be  a  Prophet,  to  know  they  were  invited 
to  Supper.  This  comes  much  more  aptly  from  the  Servant** 
Anfwer,  than  Romeo's  Queftion  j  and  muft  undoubtedly  be  placed 
to  him.  Mr.  Warlurtw.  Scr, 
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Sen  Up.  ■ 

Rom.  Whither? 

Ser.  To  (upper,  to  our  houfe. 

Rom.  Whofe  houfe  ? 

Ser.  My  mailer's. 

Rom.  Indeed,  I  mould  have  askt  you  that  before. 

Ser.  Now  FH  tell  you  without  asking.  My  matter  is 
the  great  rich  Cxpulet,  and  if  you  be  not  of  the  Houfe 
of  Montagues,  I  pray,  come  and  crufh  a  cup  of  wine. 
Reft  you  merry.  [Exit, 

Ben.  At  this  fame  anttent  Fea&  of  Capultfs 
Sups  the  fair  Roj aline,  whom  thou  fo  lov'ft ; 
With  all  th'  admired  beauties  of  Verona. 
Go  thither,  and,  with  unattainted  eye, 
Compare  her  face  with  fome  that  I  (hall  mow, 
And  1  will  make  thee  think  thy  Swan  a  Crow. 

Rom.  When  the  devout  religion  of  mine  eye 

Maintains  fuch  falfehoods,  then  turn  tears  to  fires ! 
And  thefe,  who,  often  drown  d,  could  never  die, 

Tranfparent  hereticks,  be  burnt  for  liars ! 
One  fairer  than  my  love  !  th'  all-feeing  Sun 
Ne'er  faw  her  match,  iince  firft  the  world  begun. 

Ben.  Tut !  tut !  you  faw  her  fair,  none  elfe  being  by  £ 
Her  felf  pois'd  with  her  felf,  in  either  eye : 
But  in  thofe  cryftal  fcales,  let  there  be  weigh'd 
Your  Lady-love  againft  fome  other  maid,  (3) 
That  I  will  mew  you,  mining  at  this  feaft ; 
And  Ihe  will  Ihew  fcant  well,  that  now  mews  belt. 

Rom.  I'll  go  along*,  no  fuch  fight  to  be  ihewn ; 
But  to  rejoice  in  fplendor  of  mine  own,  \Exeunt* 

(3)  1  ^  let  there  be  weigh' J 

Tour  Lady's  Love  againft  fome  other  Maid.]  But  the  Cbmpa- 
rifon  was  not  betwixt  the  Love  that  Romeo's  Miftrefs  paid  him, 
and  the  Perfon  of  any  other  young  Woman :  but  betwixt  Ro- 
meo's Miftrefs  herfelf,  and  fome  other  that  mould  be  matched 
againft  her.  The  Poet  therefore  muft  certainly  have  wrote  j 
Tour  Lady-love  againft  fome  other  Maid. 

So  the  Comparifon  ftands  right,  and  fenfibly. 
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SCENE  changes  to  Capulet'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Lady  Capulet,  and  Nurfe. 

La,  Cap.  XTURSE,  where's  my  daughter?  call  her 
JJN        forth  to  me. 
Nur/e.  Now  (by  my  maiden-head,  at  twelve  Years 
old)  I  bade  her  come  ;  what,  lamb,  —  what,  lady-bird, 
God  forbid  !  where's  this  girl  ?  what,  Juliet  ? 

Enter  Juliet. 

Jul.  How  now,  who  calls  ? 
Nur/e.  Your  mother. 

Jul.  Madam,  I  am  here,  what  is  your  will  ? 

La.  Cap.  This  is  the  matter  -Nurfe,  give  leave  a 

while,  wernufttalkinfecret;  Nurfe,  come  back  again, 
I  have  remembered  me,  thou  (halt  hear  our  counfel ; 
thou  know'ft,  my  daughter's  of  a  pretty  age. 

Nurfe.  Faith,  I  can  tell  her  age  unto  an  hour. 

La.  Cap.  She's  not  fourteen. 

Nurfe.  I'll  lay  fourteen  of  my  teeth,  (and  yet  to  my 
teen  be  it  fpoken,  I  have  but  four ;)  (he's  not  fourteen  5 
how  long  is  it  now  to  Lammas-tide  ? 

La.  Cap.  A  fortnight  and  odd  days. 

Nurfe.  'Even  or  odd,  of  all  days  in  the  year,  come 
Lammas-eve  at  night,  mall  (he  be  fourteen.  Sufan  and 
(he  (God  reft  all  chriftian  fouls!)  were  of  an  age.  Well, 
Sufan  fa  wftfc  Gpd,  fhe  was  too  good  forme.  But  as  I 
faid,  on  Lammas-eve  at  night  (hall  (he  be  fourteen,  that 
fhall  (lie,  marry,  I  remember  it  well.  Tis  fince  the 
earthquake  now  eleven  years,  and  lhe  was  wean'd  ;  I 
never  (hall  forget  it,  of  all  the  days  in  the  year,  upon 
that  day;  for  I  had  then  laid  worm- wood  to  my  dug, 
fitting  in  the  Sun  under  the  Dove -houfe  wall,  my  lord 

and  you  were  then  at  Mantua  -  nay,  I  do  bear  a 

brain.  But,  as  I  faid,  when  it  did  tafte  the  worm- wood 
on  the  nipple  of  my  dug,  and  felt  it  bitter,  pretty  fool, 
to  fee  it  teachy,  and  fall  out  with  the  dug.  Shake,  quoth 
the  Dove-houfe  'twas  no  need,  I  trow,  to  bid 

me 
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me  trudge ;  and  fince  that  time  it  is  eleven  years,  for 
then  file  could  Hand  alone ;  nay,  by  th'  rood,  fhe  could 
have  run,  and  waddled  all  about;  for  even  the  day  be- 
fore fhe  broke  her  brow,  and  then  my  husband,  (God 
be  with  his  foul,  a'  was  a  merry  man ;)  took  up  the 
child ;  yea,  quoth  he,  doft  thou  fall  upon  thy  face  ? 
thou  wilt  fall  backward  when  thou  hail  more  wit, 
wilt  thou  not,  JuleP  and  by  my  holy  dam,  the  pretty 
wretch  left  crying,  and  faid,  ay;  To  fee  now,  how  a 

jeft  fhall  come  about.  1  warrant,  an'  I  mould 

live  a  thoufand  years,  I  fhould  not  forget  it :  Wih  thou 
not,  Jule,  quoth  he  ?  and,  pretty  fool,  it  {tinted,  and 
faid,  ay. 

La.  Cap,  Enough  of  this,  I  pray  thee,  hold  thy 
peace. 

Nurfe.  Yes,  Madam ;  yet  I  cannot  chufe  but  laugh, 
to  think  it  fhould  leave  crying,  and  fay,  ay ;  and  yer, 
I  warrant,  it  had  upon  its  brow  a  bump  as  big  as  a 
young  cockrel's  ftone :  a  perilous  knock,  and  it  cried 
bitterly.  Yea,  quoth  my  husband,  falffl  upon  thy 
face  ?  thou  wilt  fall  backward  when  thou  com  ell  to  age, 
wilt  thou  not,  Jule?  it  runted,  and  faid,  ay. 

Jul.  And  flint  thee  too,  I  pray  thee,  nurfe,  fay  I. 

Nurfe.  Peace,  I  have  done  :  God  mark  thee  to  hb 
grace ! 

Thou  waft  the  prettiert  Babe,  that  e'er  I  nurft 
An'  I  might  live  to  fee  thee  married  once, 
I  have  my  wifh. 

La.  Cap.  And  that  fame  marriage  is  the  very  theam 
I  came  to  talk  of.    Tell  me,  daughter  Juliet^ 
How  (lands  your  difporltion  to  be  married  ? 

Jul.  It  is  an  honour  that  I  dream  not  of. 

'Nurfe.  An  honour  ?  were  not  I  thine  only  nurfe, 
Pd  fay,  thou  hadft  fcnck'd  wifdom  from  thy  teat. 

La.  Cap.  Well,  think  of  marriage  now  \  younger 
than  you 
Here  in  Verona^  ladies  of  efteem, 
Are  made  already  mothers.    By  my  count, 
I  was  your  mother  much  upon  thefe  years 
That  you  are  now  a  maid.    Thus,  then,  in  brief; 
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The  valiant  Pan,  feeks  you  for  his  love. 

A<  JA  Amfi1'  y0"^1^.  IadX>  fuchaman 
As  ail  the  world  Why,  he's  a  man  of  wax. 

v  '  rt     T"'S  fti,mmer  hath  noc  fuch  a  flower. 
rfr  ?a^uhe  ra  flower;  in  faith>  a  veT  flower. 
La.  Cap.  What  fay  you,  can  you  like  the  Gentle- 
man  ? 

This >  Night  you  mall  behold  him  at  our  Feaft  • 
^  \ i /?rihf.  Volume  of  young  /W  Face,  ' 
And  find  Delight  writ  there  with  Beauty V  pen  • 
Examine  ev'ry  fev'ral  Lineament,  ' 
And  fee,  how  one  another  lends  Content : 
And  what  obicur'd  in -this  fair  Volume  lies, 
Find  written  in  the  Margent  of  his  Eyes. 
This  precious  book  of  Love,  this  unbound  Lover, 
I  o  beautify  him  only  lacks  a  Cover. 
The  fifh  lives  in  the  Sea,  and  'tis  much  pride, 
For  I<air  without  the  Fair  within  to  hide. 
That  Book  in  many  Eyes  doth  ihare  the  Glory, 
That  in  gold  clafps  locks  in  the  golden  Story. 
So,  mall  you  ihare  all  that  he  doth  poffefs, 
By  having  him,  making  your  felf  no  lefs. 

Nurfe  No  lefs  ?  Nay,  bigger ;  Women  grow  by  Me*. 
La.  Cap  Speak  briefly,  can  you  like  of  Paris'  love  I 
Jul.  I 11  look  to  like,  if  looking  liking  move. 
But  no  more  deep  will  I  indart  mine  eye, 
Than  your  confent  gives  ftrength  to  make  it  fly. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Ser.  Madam,  the  guefts  are  come,  fupper  fcrv'd  up, 
you  call'd,  my  young  lady  ask'd  for,  the  nurfe  curft  in 
the  pantry,  and  every  thing  in  extremity.  I  mult  hence 
to  wait ;  I  befeech  you,  follow  ftrait. 

La.  Cap.  We  follow  thee.  Juliet,  the  County  flays. 
Aurfe.  Go,  girl,  feek  happy  nights  to  happy  days. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE,  a  Street  be/ere  Capulet'j  houfe. 

Enter  Romeo,  Mercutio,  Benvolio,  with  five  or  fix 
other  maskers,  torch-bearers,  and  drums. 

Rom.  TT7HAT,  fhall  this  fpeech  be  fpoke  for  our 

VV  excufe? 
Or  fhall  we  on  without  apology  ? 

Ben.  The  date  is  out  of  fuch  prolixity. 
Well  have  no  Cupid,  hood-wink'd  with  a  fcarf, 
Bearing  a  Tartar's  painted  bow  of  lath, 
Scaring  the  ladies  like  a  crow-keeper : 
Nor  a  without-book  prologue  faintly  fpoke 
After  the  prompter,  for  our  entrance. 
But  let  them  meafure  us  by  what  they  will, 
We'll  meafure  them  a  meafure,  and  be  gone. 

Rom.  Give  me  a  torch,  I  am  not  for  this  ambling. 
Being  but  heavy,  I  will  bear  the  Light. 

Mer.  Nay,  gentle  Romeo,  we  muft  have  you  dance. 

Rom.  Not  I,  believe  me ;  you  have  dancing  fhoes 
With  nimble  foles ;  I  have  a  foul  of  lead, 
So  flakes  me  to  the  ground,  I  cannot  move. 

Mer.  You  are  a  Lover ;  borrow  Cupid's  Wings, 
And  foar  with  them  above  a  common  Bound. 

Rom.  I  am  too  fore  enpearced  with  his  Shaft, 
To  foar  with  his  light  Feathers :  and  fo  bound, 
I  cannot  bound  a  pitch  above  dull  Woe : 
Und-er  Love's  heavy  burthen  do  I  fink. 

Mer.  And  to  fink  in  it,  mould  you  burthen  Love : 
Too  great  OpprefTion  for  a  tender  Thing ! 

Rom.  Is  Love  a  tender  Thing  ?  It  is  too  rough, 
Too  rude,  too  boifVrous ;  and  it  pricks  like  Thorn. 

Mer.  If  Love  be  rough  with  you,  be  rough  with 
Love ; 

Prick  Love  for  pricking,  and  you  beat  Love  down. 
Give  me  a  Cafe  to  put  my  vifage  in ; 

[Pulling  off  his  Mask. 
A  Vifor  for  a  Vifor  !  —  what  care  I, 
What  curious  eye  doth  quote  deformities  ? 

Here 
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Here  are  the  beetle-brows  ihall  blufh  for  me. 

Ben.  Come,  knock  and  enter ;  and  no  fooner  hi, 
But  ev'ry  man  betake  him  to  his  legs. 

Rom.  A  torch  for  me.    Let  wantons,  light  of  heart, 
Tickle  the  fenfelefs  rufhes  with  their  heels ; 
For  I  am  proverb'd  with  a  grandfire-phrafo ; 
I'll  be  a  candle- holder,  and  look  on. 
The  game  was  ne'er  fo  fair,  and  I  am  done. 

Mer.  Tut  I  dun's  the  moufe,  the  conftable's  own  word, 
If  thou  art  dun,  we'll  draw  thee  from  the  mire; 
Or,  fave  your  reverence,  Love,  wherein  thou  ftickeft 
Up  to  thine  ears  :  come,  we  burn  day-light,  ho. 

Rom.  Nay,  that's  not  fo. 

Mer.  1  mean,  Sir,  in  delay 
We  burn  our  lights  by  light,  and  lamps  by  day. 
Take  our  good  meaning,  for  our  judgment  fits 
Five  times  in  That,  ere  once  in  our  fine  wits. 

Rom.  And  we  mean  well  in  going  to  this^nask ; 
But  'tis  no  v/it  to  go. 

Mer.  Why,  may  one  ask  ? 

Ram.  I  dreamt  a  dream  to  night. 

Mer.  And  fo  did  I. 

Rom.  Well ;  what  was  yours  ? 

Mer.  That  dreamers  often  lie. 

Rom.  —  In  bed  afleep ;  while  they  do  dream  things 
true. 

Mer.  O,  then  I  fee,  Queen  Mab  hath  been  with 
you.  (4) 

She 

(4)  0,  then  I  fee,  Qtieen  Mab  hath  been  with  you  : 

She  is  the  Fairies1  Midwife."]  Thus  begins  that  admi- 
rable Speech  upon  the  Effects  of  the  Imagination  in  Dreams. 
But,  Queen  Mab  the  Fairies'  Midwife?  What  is  fhe  then  Queen 
of?  Why,  the  Fairies.  What!  and  their  Midwife  too'?  Sure, 
this  is  a  wonderful  Condefcenfion  in  her  Royal  Highnefs.  But 
this  is  not  the  greateft  of  the  Abfurdities.  Let  us  fee  upon 
what  Occafion  fhe  is  introduced,  and  under  what  Quality. 
Why,  as  a  Being  that  has  great  Power  over  human  Imagina- 
tions. But  then,  according  to  the  Laws  of  common  Senfe,  if 
ihe  has  any  Title  given  her,  jnyft  not  that  Title  have  refe- 
rence 
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She  is  the  Fancy's  mid-wife,  and  me  comes 

In  (hape  no  bigger  than  an  agat-ftone 

On  the  fore-finger  of  an  alderman ; 

Drawn  with  a  team  of  little  atomies, 

Athwart  mens*  nofes  as  they  lie  afleep : 

Her  waggon-fpokes  made  of  long  fpinners'  legs ; 

The  cover,  of  the  wings  of  grafhoppers ; 

The  traces,  of  the  fmalleft  fpider's  web ; 

The  collars,  of  the  moonlhine's  watry  beams ; 

Her  whip,  of  crickets'  bone ;  the  lam,  of  film  j 

Her  waggoner  a  fmall  grey-coated  gnat, 

Not  half  fo  big  as  a  round  little  worm, 

Prickt  from  the  lazy  finger  of  a  maid. 

Her  chariot  is  an  empty  hazel-nut, 

Made  by  the  joyner  fquirrel,  or  old  grub, 

Time  out  of  mind  the  fairies'  coach-makers : 

And  in  this  State  fhe  gallops  night  by  night, 

Through  lovers'  brains,  and  then  they  dream  of  love : 

On  courtiers'  knees,  that  dream  on  curtfies  ftrait : 

O'er  lawyers'  fingers,  who  ftrait  dream  on  fees : 

O'er  ladies  lips,  who  ftrait  on  kifies  dream, 

Which  oft  the  angry  Mab  with  blifters  plagues, 

Becaufe  their  breaths  with  fweet-meats  tainted  are. 

Sometimes  fhe  gallops  o'er  a  lawyer's  nofe, 

And  then  dreams  he  of  fmelling  out  a  fuit : 

rence  to  the  Employment  fhe  is  put  upon  ?  Firft,  then,  me  is 
called  Queen :  which  is  very  pertinent ;  for  that  defigns  her 
Power:  Then  Ihe  is  called  the  Fairies*  Midwife;  but  what 
has  that  to  do  with  the  Point  in  hand  ?  If  we  would  think 
that  Sbakefpeare  wrote  Senfe,  we  muft  fay,  he  wrote  ■ 
the  Fancy'*  Midwife  :  and  this  is  a  Title  the  moft  a  fropot 
in  the  World,  as  it  introduces  ail  that  is  faid  afterwards 
of  her  Vagaries.  Befide*,  it  exaclly  quadrates  with  theft 
Xines : 

■   I  talk  of  Dreams  ; 

Which  are  the  Children  of  an  Idle  Brain, 
Begot  of  nothing  but  <vain  Fantafie. 
Thefe  Dreams  are  begot  upon  Fantafe,  and  Mai  is  the  Mid- 
wife to  bring  them  forth.   And  Fancy's  Midwife  is  a  Phrafe 
altogether  in  the  Manner  of  owr  Author.  Mr.  Warburton. 

And 
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And  fometimes  comes  fhe  with  a  tithe-pig's  tail, 
Tickling  the  parfon  as  he  lies  afleep; 
Then  dreams  he  of  another  Benefice. 
Sometimes  fhe  driveth  o'er  a  foldier's  neck, 
And  then  he  dreams  of  cutting  foreign  throats 
Of  breaches,  ambufcadoes,  Spanijh  blades, 
Of  healths  five  fathom  deep ;  and  then  anon 
Drums  in  his  ears,  at  which  he  ftarts  and  wakes ; 
And,  being  thus  frighted,  fwears  a  prayer  or  two, 
And  fleeps  again.    This  is  that  very  Mab, 
That  plats  the  manes  of  horfes  in  the  night, 
And  cakes  the  elf-locks  in  foul  fluttifh  hairs, 
Which,  once  untangled,  much  misfortune  bodes. 
This  is  the  hag,  when  maids  lie  on  their  backs, 

That  prefTes  them,  and  learns  them  flrft  to  bear  j 

Making  them  women  of  good  carriage : 

This  is  Ihe  

Rom.  Peace,  peace,  Mercutio,  j>eace; 

Thou  talk' ft  of  nothing. 

Mer.  True,  I  talk  of  dreams ; 

Which  are  the  children  of  an  idle  brain, 

Begot  of  nothing,  but  vain  phantafie ; 

Which  is  as  thin  of  fubftance  as  the  air, 

And  more  unconftant  than  the  wind ;  who  wooes 

Ev'n  now  the  frozen  bofom  of  the  north, 

And,  being  angered,  puffs  away  from  thence, 

Turning  his  face  to  the  dew-dropping  fouth. 

Ben.  This  wind,  you  talk  of,  blows  .us  from  ou* 
felves ; 

Supper  is  done,  and  we  mail  come  too  late. 

Rom.  I  fear,  too  early  ;  for  my  mind  mifgives, 
Some  confequence,  yet  hanging  in  the  Stars, 
Shall  bitterly  begin  his  fearful  date 
With  this  night's  revels ;  and  expire  the  term 
Of  a  defpifed  life  clos'd  in  my  breaft, 
By  fome  vile  forfeit  of  untimely  death. 
But  he,  that  hath  the  fteerage  of  my  courfe, 
Direct  my  fuit !  On,  lufty  Gentlemen. 

Ben.  Strike,  drum. 

[They  march  about  the  Stage,  and  Exeunt. 
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SCENE  changes  to  a  Hall  in  Capulet'j  Hcufe. 

Enter  Servants,  with  Napkins. 

I  Sen  TT  THERE'S  Potpan,  that  he  helps  n&t  to 
V  V    ta^e  away  ;  he  fhift  a  trencher !  he  fcrape 
a  trencher  ! 

2  Ser.  When  good  manners  mail  lie  all  in  one  or  two 
mens'  hands,  and  they  unwafh'd  too,  'tis  a  foul  thing. 

1  Ser.  Away  with  the  joint-ftools,  remove  the  court- 
cup-board,  look  to  the  plate :  good  thou,  fave  me  a 
piece  of  march-pane ;  and  as  thou  loveft  me,  let  the 
porter  let  in  Stifan  Grindjlone,  and  Nell.  Antony,  and 
Potpan  

2  Ser.  Ay,  boy,  ready. 

1  Ser.  You  are  look'd  for,  call'd  for,  ask'd  for,  and 
fought  for,  in  the  great  chamber. 

2  Ser.  VVe  cannot  be  here  and  there  too;  cheerly, 
boys ;  be  brisk  a  while,  and  the  longer  liver  take  all. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  all  the  Guefis  and  Ladies,  with  the  maskers. 

i  Cap.  Welcome,  Gentlemen.     Ladies,  that  have 
your  feet 

Unplagu'd  with  corns,  we'll  have  a  bout  with  you. 

Ah  me,  my  miftrefles,  which  of  you  all 

Will  now  deny  to  dance  ?  Ihe  that  makes  dainty, 

I'll  fwear,  hath  corns ;  am  I  come  near  you  now  ? 

Welcome,  all,  Gentlemen ;  I've  feen  the  day 

That  I  have  worn  a  vifor,  and  could  tell 

A  whifpering  tale  in  a  fair  lady's  ear, 

Such  as  would  pleafe  :  'tis  gone  \  'tis  gone  ;  'tis  gone  ? 

\_MuJick  plays,  and  they  dance. 
More  light,  ye  knaves,  and  turn  the  tables  up  ; 
And  quench  the  fire,  the  room  is  grown  too  hot. 
Ah,  Sirrah,  this  unlook'd-for  fport  comes  well. 
Nay,  fit ;  nay,  fit,  good  coufin  Capulet, 
For  you  and  I  are  pad  our  dancing  days : 
How  long  is't  now  filtie  laft  vour  ielf  and  I 
Vol.  VIII.  B  Were 
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Were  in  a  mask  ? 

2  Cap.  By'r  lady,  thirty  years. 

1  Cap.  What,  man  !  'tis  not  fo  much,  'tis  not  fo 

much  ; 

*Tis  fince  the  nuptial  of  Luce?itio, 

Come  Pentecoft  as  quickly  as  it  will, 

Some  five  and  twenty  years,  and  then  we  mask'd. 

2  Cap.  'Tis  more,  'tis  more ;  his  fon  is  elder,  Sir  : 
His  fon  is  thirty. 

i  Cap.  Will  you  tell  me  that  ? 
His  fon  was  but  a  ward  two  years  ago. 

Rem.  What  lady's  That,  which  doth  enrich  the  hand 
Of  yonder  knight  ? 

Ser.  I  know  not,  Sir. 

Rom.  O,  lhe  doth  teach  the  torches  to  burn  bright-; 
Her  beauty  hangs  upon  the  cheek  of  night, 
Like  a  rich  jewel  in  an  ^*Ethiop\  ear  : 
Beauty  too  rich  for  ufe,  for  earth  too  dear  ! 
So  fhews  a  fnowy  dove  trooping  with  crows, 
As  yonder  lady  o'er  her  fellows  mows. 
The  meafure  done,  I'll  watch  her  place  of  Stand, 
And,  touching  hers,  make  happy  my  rude  hand. 
Did  my  heart  love  'till  now  ?  fcrfwear  it,  fight ; 
I  never  faw  true  beauty  'till  this  night. 

Tyb.  This  by  his  voice  fhould  bz  a  Montague. 
Fetch  me  my  rapier,  boy  :  what!  dares  the  flave 
Come  hither  cover'd  with  an  antick  face, 
To  fleer  and  fcorn  at  our  folemnity  ? 
Now  by  the  ftock  and  honour  of  my  kin, 
To  ftrike  him  dead  I  hold  it  not  a  fin. 

Cap.  Why,  how  now,  kinfman,  wherefore  ftorm 
you  fo  ? 

fyb.  Uncle,  this  is  a  Montague,  our  foe  : 
A  villain,  that  is  hither  come  in  fpight, 
To  fcorn  at  our  folemnity  this  night. 

Cap.  Young  Romeo  y  is't  ? 

Tyb.  That  villain  Rcmeo. 

Cap.  Content  thee,  gentle  coz,  let  him  alone  \ 
He  bears  him  like  a  portly  Gentleman  : 
And,  to  fay  truth,  Verona  brags  of  him, 

To 
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To  be  a  virtuous  and  well- governed  youth. 
I  would  not  for  the  wealth  of  all  this  town, 
Here  in  my  houfe,  do  him  difparagement. 
Therefore  be  patient,  take  no  note  of  him  ; 
It  is  my  will,  the  which  if  thou  refpecl, 
Shew  a  fair  prefence,  and  put  off  thefe  frowns, 
An  ill  befeeming  femblance  for  a  feaft. 

Tjb.  It  fits,  when  fuch  a  villain  is  a  gueft. 
I'll  not  endure  him. 

Cap.  He  fhall  be  endur'd. 
What,  goodman  boy — I  fay,  he  mail.  Goto— • 

Am  I  the  mafter  here,  or  you  ?  go  to  

You'll  not  endure  him  !  God  mail  mend  my  foul, 

You'll  make  a  mutiny  among  my  guefts  ! 

You  will  fet  cock-a-hoop  ?  you'll  be  the  man  ? 

Tyb.  Why,  uncle,  'tis  a  fhame. 

Cap.  Go  to,  go  to. 
You  are  a  fawcy  boy — is't  fo,  indeed?  ■ 
This  trick  may  chance  to  fcathe  you  ;  I  know  what, 
You  muil  contrary  me  !  Marry,  'tis  time. 

Well  faid,  my  hearts :  You  are  a  Princox,  go  :  — 

Be  quiet,  or  (more  light,  more  light,  for  mame) 
I'll  make  you  quiet — What  ?  cheerly,  my  hearts. 

Tyb.  Patience  perforce,  with  wilful  choler  meeting, 
Makes  my  flefh  tremble  in  their  different  Greeting, 
I  will  withdraw;  but  this  intrufion  fhall, 
Now  feeming  fweet,  convert  to  bitter  gall. 

Rom.  If  1  profane  with  my  unworthy  hand  (5) 

[To  Juliet. 

(5)  If  I  profane  with  my  unworthy  band 
'This  holy  Shrine,  the  gentle  Sin  is  this, 

My  Lips,  two  blujbing  Pilgrims,  &c]  All  Profanations 
are  fuppos'd  to  be  expiated  either  by  fome  meritorious  Action,, 
or  by  fome  Penance  undergone  and  Puniftiment  fubmitted  to* 
So,  Romeo  would  here  fay,  if  I  have  been  profane  in  the  rude 
Touch  of  my  Hand,  my  Lips  ftand  ready,  as  two  biuming  Pil- 
grims, to  take  off  that  Offence,  to  atene  for  it,  by  a  fweet 
Penance.    Cur  Poet  therefore  muft  have  wrote, 

>  1  »  ■    ■  ■   the  gentle  Fine  is  this*  Mr,  JVarburton, 
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This  holy  fhrine,  the  gentle  Fine  is  this ; 
My  lips,  two  blufhing  pilgrims,  ready  Hand, 

To  fmooth  that  rough  Touch  with  a  tender  kifs. 
Jul.  Good  pilgrim,  you  do  wrong  your  hand  too  much, 
Which  mannerly  devotion  (hews  in  this ; 
For  Saints  have  hands  that  pilgrims'  hands  do  touch, 
And  palm  to  palm  is  holy  palmers'  kifs. 
Rom.  Have  not  faints  lips,  and  holy  palmers  too  ? 

Jul.  Ay,  pilgrim,  lips  that  they  mull  ufe  in  prayer. 
Rem.  O  then,  dear  faint,  let  lips  do  what  hands  do  : 

They  pray,  (grant  thou)  left  faith  turn  to  defpair. 
Jul.  Saints  do  not  move,  yet  grant  for  prayers'  fake. 
Rom.  Then  move  not,  while  my  prayers'  effect  I  take  : 
Thus  from  my  lips,  by  thine,  my  fin  is  purg'd. 

[KiJJlng  her. 

Jul.  Then  have  my  lips  the  fin  that  late  they  tcok. 
Rom.  Sin  from  my  lips !  O  trefpafs,  fvveetly  urg'd  ! 
Give  me  my  fin  again. 
Jul.  You  kifs  by  th'  book. 

Nurfi.  Madam,  your  mother  craves  a  word  with  you. 

Rom.  What  is  her  mother  ?  [To  her  Nurje. 

Nurfe.  Marry,  batchelor, 
Her  mother  is  the  lady  of  the  houfe, 
And  a  good  lady,  and  a  wife  and  virtuous. 
I  nurs'd  her  daughter,  that  you  talkt  withal : 
I  tell  you,  he,  that  can  lay  hold  of  her, 
Shall" have  the  chink. 

Rom.  Is  me  a  Capulet  ? 

0  dear  account !  my  life  is  my  foe's  debt. 
Ben.  Avyay,  be  gone,  the  fport  is  at  the  bell. 
Rom.  Ay,'fo  I  fear,  the  more  is  my  unreit. 
Cap.  Nay,  Gentlemen,  prepare  not  to  be  gone, 

We  have  a 'trifling  foolilh  banquet  towards. 
Is  it  e'en  fo  ?  why,  then,  I  thank  you  all. 

1  thank  you,  honeft  Gentlemen,  good  night  : 
More  torches  here— come  on,  then  let's  to  bed, 
Ah,  firrah,  bv  my  fay,  it  waxes  late. 

Ill  to  mv  Reft.  [Exeunt, 
Jul.  Come  hither,  nurfe.  What  is  yon  gentleman  ? 
Nurfe*  The  Ion  and  heir  cf  old  Tiierio, 

Jul. 
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Jul.  What's  he,  that  now  is  going  out  of  door  ? 

Nurfe.  That,  as  I  think,  is  young  Petruchio, 

Jul.  What's  he,  that  follows  here,  that  would  not 

dance  ? 
Nurfe.  I  know  not. 

Jul.  Go,  ask  his  name. — If  he  be  married, 
My  Grave  is  like  to  be  my  wedding-bed. 

Nurfe.  His  name  is  Romeo,  and  a  Montague, 
The  only  fon  of  your  great  enemy. 

JuL  My  only  love  fprung  from  my  only  hate  ! 
Too  early  feen,  unknown  ;  and  known  too  late  ; 
Prodigious  birth  of  love  it  is  to  me, 
That  I  mull  love  a  loathed  enemy. 

Nurfe.  What's  this  ?  what's  this  ? 

JuL  A  rhime  I  learn'd  e'en  now 
Of  one  I  danc'd  withal.  [One  calls  within,  Juliet. 

Nurfe,  Anon,  anon  

Come,  let's  away,  the  Grangers  all  are  gone.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  CHORUS. 

Now  old  Defire  doth  on  his  death-bed  lie, 

And  young  Affection  gapes  to  be  his  heir  : 
That  Fair,  for  which  love  groan'd  fore,  and  would  die, 

With  tender  Juliet  match 'd,  is  now  not  fair. 
Now  Romeo  is  belov'd,  and  loves  again, 

Alike  bewitched  by  the  charm  of  looks : 
But  to  his  foe  fuppos'd  he  mud  complain, 

And  me  fteal  love's  fweet  bait  from  fearful  hooks. 
Being  held  a  foe,  he  may  not  have  accefs 

To  breathe  fuch  vows  as  lovers  ufe  to  fwear ; 
And  fhe,  as  much  in  love,  her  means  much  lefs, 

To  meet  her  new-beloved  any  where  : 
But  Paffion  lends  them  power,  Time  means,  to  meet; 
Temp'ring  extremities  with  extream  fweet. 

[Exit  Chorus- 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE,    The  STREET. 

Enter  Romeo  alone. 
Romeo. 

CA  N  I  go  forward  when  my  heart  is  here  ? 
Turn  back,  dull  earth,  and  find  thy  center  out. 

Enter  Benvolio,  nmtb  Mercutio. 

Ben.  Romeo,  my  coufin  Romeo. 

Mer.  He  is  wife, 
And,  on  my  life,  hath  ftoln  him  home  to  bed. 

Ben.  He  ran  this  way,  and  leap'd  this  orchard-wall. 
Call,  good  Mercutio. 

Mer.  Nay,  I'll  conjure  too. 
Why,  Romeo  !  humours !  madman  !  paflion  !  lover  \ 
Appear  thou  in  the  likenefs  of  a  Sigh, 
Speak  but  one  Rhime,  and  I  am  fatisrled. 
Cry  but  Ah  me!  couple  but  h<ve  and  dove, 
Speak  to  my  goflip  Venus  one  fair  word, 
One  nick-name  to  her  pur-blind  fon  and  heir : 
(Young  Abraham  Cupid,  he  that  mot  fo  true, 

When  King  Copbetua  lov'd  the  beggar-maid  ) 

He  heareth  not,  he  ftirreth  not,  he  moveth  not, 

The  ape  is  dead,  and  I  mult  conjure  him. 

I  conjure  thee  by  Rofaline\  bright  eyes, 

By  her  high  fore-head,  and  her  fcarlet  lip, 

By  her  fine  foot,  ftraight  leg,  and  quivering  thigh, 

And  the  demeafns  that  there  adjacent  lie, 

That  in  thy  likenefs  thou  appear  to  us. 

Ben.  An'  if  he  hear  thee,  thou  wilt  anger  him. 

Mer.  This  cannot  anger  him  :  'twould  anger  him, 
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To  raife  a  fpirit  in  his  miftrefs'  circle, 
,Of  fome  ftrange  nature,  letting  it  there  ftand 
'Till  me  had  laid  it,  and  conjur'd  it  down  ; 
That  were  fome  fpight.    My  invocation  is 
Honeft  and  fair,  and,  in  his  miftrefs'  name, 
I  conjure  only  but  to  raife  up  him. 

Ben.  Come,  he  hath  hid  himfelf  among  thefe  trees,. 
To  be  conforted  with  the  hum'rous  night : 
Blind  is  his  love,  and  bell  bents  the  dark. 

Mer.  If  love  be  blind,  love  cannot  hit  the  mark. 
Now  will  he  fit  under  a  medlar-tree, 
And  wifti  his  miftrefs  were  that  kind  of  fruit, 

Which  maids  call  medlars,  when  they  laugh  alone  

Ro??ieo..  good-night;  Ffl  to  my  truckle- bed, 
This  field-bed  is  too  cold  for  me  to  fleep  : 
Come,  frail  we  go  : 

Ben.  Go  then,  for  'tis  in  vain 
To  feek  him  here  that  means  not  to  be  found.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  changes  to  Capulet'i  Garden. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Rom.  TTE  jefts  at  fears,  that  never  felt  a  wound  

Xi  But,  foft !  what  light  thro'  yonder  window 
breaks  ? 

It  is  the  Eaft,  and  Juliet  is  the  Sun  ! 

[Juliet  appears  above,  at  a  nmndenu* 
Arife,  fair  Sun,  and  kill  the  envious  moon, 
Who  is  already  fick  and  pale  with  grief, 
That  thou,  her  maid,  art  far  more  fair  than  fhe. 
Be  not  her  maid,  fince  fne  is  envious : 
Her  veflal  livery  is  but  fick  and  green, 
And  none  but  fools  do  wear  it ;  call  it  off— — 
She  fpeaks,  yet  fhe  fays  nothing  ;  what  of  that  ? 
Her  eye  difcourfes ;  I  will  anfwer  it 
I  am  too  bold,  'tis  not  to  me  me  fpeaks : 
Two  of  the  faireft  liars  of  ail  the  heav'n, 
Having  fome  bufmefs,  do  intreat  her  eyes 
To  twinkle  in  their  fpheres  'till  they  return. 

B  4  What 
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What  if  her  eyes  were  there,  they  in  her  head  ? 
The  brightness  of  her  cheek  would  fhame  thofe  ftars, 
As  day-light  doth  a  lamp;  her  eyes  in  heav'n 
Would  through  the  airy  region  ftream  fo  bright, 
That  birds  would  fing,  and  think  it  were  not  night : 
See,  how  me  leans  her  cheek  upon  her  hand  ! 
O  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand, 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek  ! 

Jul.  Ah  me  ! 

Rom.  She  fpeaks. 
Oh,  fpeak  again,  bright  angel !  for  thou  art  (6) 
As  glorious  to  this  Sight,  being  o'er  my  head, 
As  is  a  winged  melTenger  from  heav'n, 
Unto  the  white-upturned,  wondring,  eyei 
Of  mortals,  that  fall  back  to  gaze  on  him  5 
When  he  beftrides  the  lazy-pacing  clouds, 
And  fails  upon  the  bofom  of  the  air. 

Jul.  O  Romeo,  Romeo — wherefore  art  thou  Romeo  ? 
Deny  thy  father,  and  refufe  thy  name  : 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  not,  be  but  fworn  my  love, 
And  ril  no  longer  be  a  Capulet. 

Rom.  Shall  I  hear  more,  or  mail  I  fpeak  at  this  ? 

•  [Jfide. 

Jul.  'Tis  but  thy  name  that  is  my  enemy  : 
Thou  art  thy  felf,  though  not  a  Montague. 
What's  Montague?  it  is  nor  hand,  nor  foot, 

Nor  arm,  nor  face  nor  any  other  part. 

What's  in  a  name  ?  that  which  we  call' a  rofe, 
By  any  other  name  would  fmell  as  fweet. 
So  Romeo  would,  were  he  not  Romeo  call'd, 

(6)  0,  fpeak  again,  bright  Angel !  for  thou  art 

As  glorious  to  this  night,]  Tho'  all  the  printed  Copies 
concur  in  this  Reading,  yet  the  latter  part  of  the  Simile  feems 
to  require, 

As  glorious  to  this  Sight ; 
and  therefore  I  have  ventured  to  alter  the  Tfxt  fo.  u  e.  Thou 
appear'ft,  over  my  Head,  as  glorious  to  my  Eyes,  as  an  An- 
gel in  the  Clouds  to  Mortals  that  ftare  up  at  him  with  Ad- 
miration. 


Retain 


Romeo  and  Juliet.  33 

Retain  that  dear  perfection  which  he  owes, 
Without  that  title;  Romeo,  quit  thy  name  ;. 
And  for  thy  name,  which  is  no  part  of  thee, 
Take  all  myfelf. 

Rom.  I  take  thee  at  thy  word  : 
Call  me  but  love,  and  I'll  be  new  baptiz'd, 
Henceforth  I  never  will  be  Romeo. 

Jul.  What  man  art  thou,  that  thus,  befcreen'd  in 
night, 

So  ftumbleft  on  my  counfel  ? 

Rom.  By  a  name 
I  know  npt  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am :  - 
My  name,  dear  Saint,  is  hateful  to  my  felf, 
Becaufe  it  is  an  enemy  to  thee. 
Had  I  it  written,  I  would  tear  the  word. 

Jul.  My  ears  have  yet  not  drunk  a  hundred  words 
Of  that  tongue's  uttering,  yet  I  know  the  found. 
Art  thou  not  Romeo,  and  a  Montague  ? 

Rom.  Neither,  fair  Saint,  if  either  thee  diflike. 

Jul.  Howcam'll  thou  hither,  tell  me,  and  wherefore? 
The  orchard-walls  are  high,  and  hard  to  climb  ; 
And  the  place  death,  confidering  who  thou  art, 
If  any  of  my  kinfmen  find  thee  here. 

Rom.  With  love's  light  wings  did  I  o'er- perch  thefe 
walls, 

For  ftony  limits  cannot  hold  love  out ; 

And  what  love  can  do,  that  dares  love  attempt : 

Therefore  thy  kinfmen  are  no  Hop  to  me. 

Jul.  If  they  do  fee  thee,  they  will  murther  thee, 
Rom.  Alack !  there  lies  more  peril  in  thine  eye, 

Than  twenty  of  their  fvvords ;  look  thou  but  fweet,  . 

And  I  am  proof  againft  their,  enmity. 

Jul.  I  would  not  for  the  world,  they  faw  thee  here;.  . 
Rom.  I  have  night's  cloak  to  hide  me  from  their  eyes.. 

And  but  thou  love  me,  let  them  find  me  here ; 

My  life  were  better  ended  by  their  hate, 

Than  death  prorogued,  wanting  of  thy  love. 

Jul.  By  whofe  direction  found'fl  thou  out  this  place  ?  s 
Rom.  By  love,  that  iirffc  did  prompt  me  to  enquire  ; 

He  lent  me  counfel,  and  I  lent  him  eyes : 
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I  am  no  Pilot,  yet  wert  thou  as  far 

As  that  vaft  more,  wafh'd  with  the  fartheft  fea, 

I  would  adventure  for  fuch  merchandife. 

Jul.  Thou  know'ft,  the  mask  of  night  is  on  my  face, 
Elie  would  a  maiden- blufh  bepaint  my  cheek 
For  that  which  thou  haft  heard  me  fpeak  to  night. 
Fain  would  I  dwell  on  form ;  fain,  fain,  deny 

What  I  have  fpoke  but  farcwel  compliment  f 

Doft  thou  love  me  ?  I  know,  thou  wilt  fay,  ay  ; 

And  I  will  take  thy  word  yet  if  thou  fwear'ft, 

Thou  may 'ft  prove  falfe  ;  at  lovers'  perjuries, 
They  fay,  Jove  laughs.    Oh,  gentle  Romeo, 
If  thou  doll  love,  pronounce  it  faithfully  : 
Or  if  you  think,  I  am  too  quickly  won, 
I'll  frown  and  be  perverfe,  and  fay  thee  nay, 
So  thou  wilt  wooe  :  but,  elfe,  not  for  the  world. 
In  truth,  fair  Montague,  I  am  too  fond  ; 
And  therefore  thou  may'ft  think  my  'haviour  light : 
But  truft  me,  Gentleman,  ¥11  prove  more  true, 
Than  thofe  that  have  more  cunning  to  be  ftrange. 
I  mould  have  been  more  ftrange,  I  muft  confefs, 
But  that  thou  over-heard'ft,  ere  I  was  'ware, 
My  true  love's  Paffion ;  therefore  pardon  me, 
And  not  impute  this  yielding  to  light  fove, 
Which  the  dark  night  hath  fo  discovered. 

Rem.  Lady,  by  yonder  blefled  moon  I  vow, 
That  tips  with  filver  all  thefe  fruit-tree  tops  — — 

Jul.  O  fwear  not  by  the  moon,  th'  inconftant  moon, 
That  monthly  changes  in  her  circled  orb; 
Left  that  thy  love  prove  like  wife  variable. 

Rom.  What  mail  I  fwear  by  ? 

Jul.  Do  not  fwear  at  all ; 
Or,  if  thou  wilt,  fwear  by  thy  gracious  felf, 
Which  is  the  God  of  my  idolatry, 
And  I'll  believe  thee. 

Rom.  If  my  true  heart's  love— — 

Jul.  Well,  do  not  fwear  —  although  I  joy  in  thee, 
I  have  no  joy  of  this  contract  to  night ; 
Jt  is  too  rafli,  too  unadvis'd,  too  fudden, 
Too  like  the  lightning,  which  doth  ceafe  to  be, 
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Ere  onacan  fay,  it  lightens  Sweet,  goodnight. 

This  bud  of  love  by  fummer's  ripening  breath 
May  prove  a  beauteous  flower,  when  next  we  meet : 
Good  night,  good  night — as  fweet  Repofe  and  Reft 
Come  to  thy  heart,  as  that  within  my  bread  ! 

Rom.  O,  wilt  thou  leave  me  fo  unfatisfied  ? 

Jul.  What  fatisfaclion  canfl:  thou  have  to  night  ? 

Rom.  Th'  exchange  of  thy  love's  faithful  vow  for 
mine. 

Jul.  I  gave  thee  mine,  before  thou  did'ft  requeft  it : 
And  yet  I  would,  it  were  to  give  again. 

Rom.  Wouldft  thou  withdraw  it  ?  for  what  purpofe, 
love  ? 

Jul.  But  to  be  frank,  and  give  it  thee  again, 
And  yet  I  wifli  but  for  the  thing  I  have  : 
My  bounty  is  as  boundlefs  as  the  fea, 
My  love  as  deep ;  the  more  I  give  to  thee, 
The  more  I  have,  for  both  are  infinite. 
I  hear  fome  noife  within  ;  dear  love,. adieu ! 

\Nurfe  calls  within. 

Anon,  good  nurfe  :  Sweet  Montague  be  true : 

Stay  but  a  little,  I  will  come  again.  [Exit~> 

Rom.  O  bleiTed,  bleffed  night !  I  am  afraid, 
Being  in  night,  all  this  is  but  a  dream  ;. 
Too  flattering-fweet  to  be  fubitantial. 

Re-enter  Juliet  abo<ve. 

JuL  Three  words,  dear  Romeo,  and  good  night,  iiu 
deed  : 

If  that  thy  bent  of  love  be  honourable, 

Thy  purpofe  marriage,  fend  me  word  to  morrow, 

By  one  that  Fll  procure  to  come  to  thee, 

Where  and  what  time  thou  wilt  perform  the  rite  ; 

And  all  my  fortunes  at  thy  foot  Til  lay, 

And  follow  thee,  my  love,  throughout  the  world. 

[IVithin  :  Madam 
I  come,  anon — but  if  thou  meanlt  not  well, 
I  do  befeechthee  —  \}Vithin:  Madam.]  By  and  bvs 

I  come  

To  ceafe  thy  £iit,  and  leave  me  to  my  grief. 


36         Romeo  and  Juliet, 

To  morrow  will  I  fend. 
Rom.  So  thrive  my  foul,  < 

Jul.  A  thoufand  times,  good  night.  [Exit. 

Rom.  A  thoufand  times  the  worfe,  to  want  thy  light. 
Love  goes  tow'rd  love,  as  fchool-boys  from  their  books ; 
But  love  from  love,  tovvVds  fchool  with  heavy  looks. 

Enter  Juliet  again. 

Jul.  Hifi: !  Romeo,  hift  !  O  for  a  falkner's  voice, 

To  lure  this  TalTel  gentle  back  again  •  

Bondage  is  hoarfe,  and  may  not  fpeak  aloud ; 
Elfe  would  I  tear  the  cave  where  Echo  lies, 
And  make  her  airy  tongue  more  hoarfe  than  mine, 
With  repetition  of  my  Romeo. 

Rom.  It  is  my  love  that  calls  upon  my  name, 
How  filver-fweet  found  lovers'  tongues  by  night, 
Like  fofteft  mufick  to  attending  ears  I 

Jul.  Romeo  ! 

Rom.  My  Sweet ! 

Jul.  At  what  o'  clock  to  morrow 
Shall  I  fend  to  thee  ? 

Rom.  By  the  hour  of  nine. 

Jul.  I  will  not  fail,  'tis  twenty  years  'till  then,—* 
I  have  forgot  why  I  did  call  thee  back. 

Rom.  Let  me  ftand  here  'till  thou  remember  it. 

Jul.  I  mall  forget,  to  have  thee  Hill  Hand  there; 
Remembring  how  I  love  thy  company. 

Rom.  And  I'll  ftill  Hay  to  have  thee  flill  forget, 
Forgetting  any  other  home  but  this. 

Jul.  'Tis  almoft  morning.    1  would  have  thee  gone, 
And  yet  no  further  than  a  Wanton's  bird, 
That  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  her  hand, 
Like  a  poor  prifoner  in  his  twitted  gyves, 
And  with  a  filk  thread  plucks  it  back  again, 
So  loving-jealous  of  his  liberty. 

Rom.  I  would,  I  were  thy  bird. 

Jul.  Sweet,  fo  would  I; 
Yet  I  mould  kill  thee  with  much  cheriming. 
Good  night,  good  night.    Parting  is  fuch  fweet  forrow, 
That  I  mail  fay  good  night,  'till  it  be  morrow.  [Exit. 
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Rom.  Sleep  dwell  upon  thine  eyes,  peace  in  thy  bread ! 
'Would  I  were  fleep  and  peace,  fo  fweet  to  reft ! 
Hence  will  I  to  my  ghoflly  Friar's  clofe  Cell, 
His  help  to  crave,  and  my  dear  hap  to  tell.  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Mono/levy* 
Enter  Friar  Lawrence,  <with  a  basket. 
Tri.  *       H  E  grey-ey'd  morn  fmiles  on  the  frowning 

Checking  the  eaftern  clouds  with  ftreaks  of  light : 

And  darknefs  flecker'd,  like  a  drunkard,  reels 

From  forth  day's  path,  and  Titan  %  burning  wheels, 

Now  ere  the  Sun  advance  his  burning  eye, 

The  day  to  chear,  and  night's  dank  dew  to  dry, 

I  muft  nil  up  this  ofier-cage  of  ours 

With  baleful  weeds,  and  precious- juiced  flowers. 

The  earth,  that's  Nature's  mother,  is  her  tomb ; 

What  is  her  burying  Grave,  that  is  her  womb ; 

And  from  her  womb  children  of  divers  kind 

We  fucking  on  her  natural  bofom  find 

Many  for  many  virtues  excellent, 

None  but  for  fome,  and  yet  all  different* 

O,  mickle  is  the  powerful  grace,  that  lies 

In  plants,  herbs,  ftones,  and  their  true  qualities. 

Nor  nought  fo  vile,  that  on  the  earth  doth  live, 

But  to  the  earth  fome  fpecial  good  doth  give  : 

Nor  aught  fo  good,  but,  ftrain'd  from  that  fair  ufe^ 

Revolts  from  true  Birth,  {tumbling  on  abufe. 

Virtue  it  felf  turns  vice,  being  mifapplied  ; 

And  vice  fometime  by  action's  dignified. 

Within  the  infant  rind  of  this  fmall  flower 

Poifon  hath  refidence,  and  medicine  power : 

For  this  being  fmelt,  with  that  fenfe  chears  each  part ; 

Being  tatted,  fiays  all  fenfes  with  the  heart. 

Two  fuch  oppofed  foes  encamp  them  ftill 

In  man,  as  well  as  herbs,  Grace  and  rude  Will : 

And  where  the  worfer  is  predominant, 

Full-foon  the  canker  death  eats  up  that  plant. 

Enter 
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Enter  Romeo. 

Rom.  Good  morrow,  father. 

Fri.  Benedicite  ! 
What  early  tongue  fo  fweet  faluteth  me  ? 
Young  Ton,  it  argues  a  diftemper'd  head 
So  foon  to  bid  good  morrow  to  thy  bed  : 
Care  keeps  his  watch  in  every  old  man's  eye, 
And,  where  care  lodgeth,  fleep  will  never  lye : 
But  where  unbruifed  youth  with  unftuft  brain 
Doth  couch  his  limbs,  there  golden  fleep  doth  reign. 
Therefore  thy  earlinefs  doth  me  aflure, 
Thou  art  uprouz'd  by  fome  diftemp'rature ; 
Or  if  not  fo,  then  here  I  hit  it  right, 
Our  Romeo  hath  not  been  in  bed  to  night. 

Rom.  That  lail  is  true,  the  fweeter  Reft  was  mine. 

Fri.  God  pardon  fin  !  waft  thou  with  Rofaline  ? 

Rom.  With  Rofaline,  my  ghoftly  father  ?  no. 
I  have  forgot  that  name,  and  that  name's  woe. 

Fri.  That's  my  good  fon  :  but  where  haft  thou  been 
then  ? 

Rom.  I'll  tell  thee,  ere  thou  ask  it  me  again ; 
I  have  been  feafting  with  mine  enemy ; 
Where,  on  a  fudden,  one  hath  wounded  me, 
That's  by  me  wounded ;  both  our  remedies 
Within  thy  help  and  holy  phyfick  lies ; 
I  bear  no  hatred,  bleffed  man,  for,  lo, 
My  intercelhon  likewife  fteads  my  foe. 

Fri.  Be  plain,  good  fon,  and  homely  in  thy  drift  y 
Riddling  confeffion  finds  but  riddling  fhrift. 

Rom.  Then  plainly  know,  my  heart's  dear  love  is  fet. 
On  the  fair  daughter  of  rich  Capulet ; 
As  mine  on  hers,  fo  hers  is  fet  on  mine  ; 
And  all  combin'd  ;  fave  what  thou  muft  combine 
By  holy  marriage :  When,  and  where,  and  how, 
We  met,  we  woo'd,  and  made  exchange  of  vow, 
I'll  tell  thee  as  we  pafs ;  but  this  I  pray, 
That  thou  confent  to  marry  us  this  day. 

Fri.  Holy  faint  Francis,  what  a  change  is  here  ! 
Is  Rofalincy  whom  thou  didit  love  fo  dear, 

So 
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So  foon  forfaken  ?  young  mens'  love  then  lyes 

Not  truly  in  their  hearts,  but  in  their  eyes. 

Jefu  Maria  !  what  a  deal  of  brine 

Hath  vvafht  thy  fallow  cheeks  for  Rofaline? 

How  much  falt-water  thrown  away  in  wafte, 

To  feafon  love,  that  of  it  doth  not  tafte  ? 

The  Sun  not  yet  thy  fighs  from  heaven  clears, 

Thy  old  groans  ring  yet  in  my  antient  ears  : 

Lo,  here  upon  thy  cheek  the  ftain  doth  fit 

Of  an  old  tear,  that  is  not  wanVd  off  yet. 

If  e'er  thou  waft  thy  felf,  and  thefe  woes  thine, 

Thou  and  thefe  woes  were  all  for  Rofaline, 

And  art  thou  chang'd  ?  pronounce  this  fentence  then, 

Women  may  fall,  when  there's  no  ftrength  in  men. 

Rom.  Thou  chidd'ft  me  oft  for  loving  Rofaline, 

Fri.  Fordoating,  not  for  loving,  Pupil  mine, 

Rom.  And  bad'ft  me  bury  love. 

Fri.  Not  in  a  Grave, 
To  lay  one  in,  another  out  to  have. 

Rom.  I  pray  thee,  chide  not :  me,  whom  I  love  now* 
Doth  grace  for  grace,  and  love  for  love  allow  : 
The  other  did  not  fo. 

Fri.  Oh,  fhe  knew  well, 
Thy  love  did  read  by  rote,  and  could  not  fpelL 
But  come,  young  waverer,  come  and  go  with  me, 
In  one  refped  I'll  thy  afliftant  be  : 
For  this  alliance  may  fo  happy  prove, 
To  turn  your  houfhold-rancour  to  pure  love. 

Rom.  O  let  us  hence,  I  ftand  on  fudden  hade. 

Fri.  Wifely  and  flow ;  they  ftumble,  that  run  faft. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Street. 
Enter  Benvolio  and  Mercutio. 

Mer.  tTTHERE  the  devil  mould  this  Romeo  be? 
VV    came  ne  not  home  to  night  ? 
Ben.  Not  to  his  father's,  I  fpoke  with  his  man. 
Mer.  Why,  that  fame  paie,  hard-hearted,  wench, 

that 
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that  Ro/aline,  torments  him  fo,  that  he  will,  fure,  run 
mad. 

Ben.  Tybalt,  the  kinfman  to  old  Capulet, 
Hath  fent  a  letter  to  his  father's  houfe. 
Mer.  A  challenge,  on  my  life. 
Ben.  Romeo  will  anfwer  it. 

Mer.  Any  man,  that  can  write,  may  anfwer  a  letter; 

Ben.  Nay,  he  will  anfwer  the  letter's  mafter,  how 
he  dares,  being  dar'd. 

Mer.  Alas,  poor  Romeo,  he  is  already  dead !  ftabb'd 
with  a  white  wench's  black  eye,  run  through  the  ear 
with  a  love-fong ;  the  very  pin  of  his  heart  cleft  with 
the  blind  bow-boy's  but-fhaft ;  and  is  he  a  man  to  en- 
counter Tybalt  ? 

Ben.  Why,  what  is  Tybalt  ? 

Mer.  More  than  prince  of  cats  ? — Oh,  he's  the  cou- 
ragious  captain  of  compliments ;  he  fights  as  you  fing 
prick-fongs,  keeps  time,  diftance,  and  proportion ;  refls 
his  minum,  one,  two,  and  the  third  in  your  bofom ;  the 
very  butcher  of  a  filk  button,  a  duellift,  a  duellifl ;  a 
gentleman  of  the  very  firft  houfe,  of  the  firft  and  fecond 
caufe ;  ah,  the  immortal  pafTado,  the  punto  reverfo^ . 
the,  hay! 

Ben.  The  what  ? 

Mer.  The  pox  of  fuch  antick,  lifping,  affe&ed  phan- 
tafies,  thefe  new  tuners  of  accents: —  "  Jefu !  a  very 

"  good  blade  !  —  a  very  tall  man  !  a  very  good 

"  whore  !  Why,  is  not  this  a  lamentable  thing, 

grandfire,  that  we  mould  be  thus  afflicted  with  thefe. 
Itrange  flies,  thefe  fafhion-mongers,  thefe  pardonnez- 
may's,  who  Hand  fo  much  on  the  new  form  that  they 
cannot  fit  at  eafe  on  the  old  bench?  O,  their  bans 
their  bonsl  {7) 

Enter 

(7)  Of  their  bones!  their  bones i  ]  Mcrcutio  is  here  ridiculing  • 
thofe  frencbifed  fantaftical  Coxcombs  whom  he  calls  pfirdonnex- 
may's:  and  therefore,  I  fufpect,  here  he  meant  to  write  French 
too. 

O,  their  bonsl  their  botfs  ! 

i.  e.  How 
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Enter  Romeo. 

Ben.  Here  comes  Romeo,  here  comes  Romeo. 

Mer.  Without  his  roe,  like  a  dried  herring.  O  flelh, 
flelh,  how  art  thou  fifhified  ?  Now  is  he  for  the  numbers 
that  Petrarch  flowed  in  :  Laura  to  his  lady  was  but  a 
kitchen-wench ;  marry,  (lie  had  a  better  love  to  berime 
her:  Dido  a  dowdy,  Cleopatra  a  gipfle,  Helen  and  Hero 
hildings  and  harlots :  Thisbe  a  grey  eye  or  fo,  but  not  to 
the  purpofe.  Signior  Romeo,  bonjour ;  there's  a  French 
falutation  to  your  French  Slop.  You  gave  us  the  coun- 
terfeit fairly  laft  night. 

Rom,  Good  morrow  to  you  Both  :  What  counterfeit 
did  I  give  you  ? 

Mer.  The  flip,  Sir,  the  flip:  can  you  not  conceive? 

Rom.  Pardon,  good  Mercutio,  my  bufinefs  was 
great ;  and,  in  fuch  a  cafe  as  mine,  a  man  may  firain 
courtefy. 

Mer.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  fuch  a  cafe  as  your§ 
conftrains  a  man  to  bow  in  the  hams. 
Rom.  Meaning,  to  curt'lie. 
Mer.  Thou  haft  moft  kindly  hit  it. 
Rom.  A  moft  courteous  expofltion. 
Mer.  Nay,  I  am  the  very  pink  of  courtefie. 

Rom.  Pink  for  flower.  

Mer.  Right. 

Rom.  Why,  then  is  my  pump  well  flower'd. 

Mer.  Sure  wit  —  follow  me  this  jeft,  now,  till  thour 
haft  worn  out  thy  pump,  that  when  the  fingle  fole  of 
it  is  worn,  the  jeft  may  remain,  after  the  wearing,  fole- 
ly-fmgular. 

Rom.  O  fingle-folrd  jeft, 
Solely  Angular,  for  the  finglenefs  \ 

Mer.  Come  between  us,  good  Benvolio,  my  wit  faints, 

Rom.  Switch  and  fpurs, 

i.  e.  How  ridiculous  they  make  themfelves  in  crying  out  Geed, 
and  being  in  Ecftafies  with  every  Trifle:  as  he  has  juft  de- 
fcrib'd  them  before, 

—  Jefu !  a  very  good  blade  !  &c. 

Switck 
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Switch  and  fpurs,  or  I'll  cry  a  match. 

Mer.  Nay,  if  our  wits  run  the  wild-goofe  chafe,  I  am 
done :  for  thou  haft  more  of  the  wild-goofe  in  one  of 
thy  wits,  than,  I  am  fure,  I  have  in  my  whole  live. 
Was  I  with  you  there  for  the  goofe  ? 

Rom.  Thou  waft  never  with  me  for  any  thing,  when 
Jfcou  waft  not  there  for  the  goofe. 

Mer.  I  will  bite  thee  by  the  ear  for  that  jeft. 

Rom.  Nay,  good  goofe,  bite  not. 

Mer,  Thy  wit  is  a  very  bitter  fweeting, 
It  is  a  mod  fharp  fawce. 

Rom.  And  is  it  not  well  ferv'd  in  to  a  fweet  goofe  ? 

Mer.  O,  here's  a  wit  of  cheverel,  that  ftretches  from 
an  inch  narrow  to  an  ell  broad. 

Rom.  I  ftretch  it  out  for  that  word  bread,  which  add- 
ed to  the  goofe,  proves  thee  far  and  wide  a  broad  goofe. 

Mer.  Why,  is  not  this  better,  than  groaning  for  iove? 
Now  thou  art  fociable;  now  art  thou  Romeo;  now  art 
thou  what  thou  art,  by  art,  as  well  as  by  nature ;  for 
this  driveling  love  is  like  a  great  Natural,  that  runs 
lolling  up  and  down  to  hide  his  bauble  in  a  hole. 

Ben.  Stop  there,  flop  there. 

Mer,  Thou  defireft  me  to  flop  in  my  tale,  againft  the 
hair. 

Ben,  Thou  wouldft  elfe  have  made  thy  tale  large. 

Mer.  O,  thou  art  deceiv'd,  I  would  have  made  it 
ihort ;  for  I  was  come  to  the  whole  depth  of  my  tale, 
and  meant,  indeed,  to  occupy  the  argument  no  longer. 

Enter  Nurfe,  and  Peter  her  Man, 
Rom.  Here's  goodly  Geer  :  a  Sayle  !  a  Sayle  ! 
Mer,  Two,  two,  a  Shirt  and  a  Smock. 

Nurfe,  Peter,  

Peter.  Anon  ? 

Nurfe.  My  Fan,  Peter, 

Mer.  Do,  good  Peter,  to  hide  her  face ;  for  her  fan's 
the  fairer  of  the  two. 

Nurfe.  God  ye  good  morrow,  gentlemen. 
Mer,  God  ye  good  den,  fair  gentlewoman. 
Nurfe,  Is  it  good  den  ? 

Mer. 
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Mer.  Tis  no  lefs,  I  tell  you  ;  for  the  bawdy  hand  of 
the  dial  is  now  upon  the  prick  of  noon. 

Nurfe.  Out  upon  you  !  what  a  man  are  you? 

Rom.  One,  gentlewoman,  that  God  hath  made  him- 
felf  to  mar. 

Nurfe.  By  my  troth,  it  is  well  faid :  for  himfelf  to 
mar,  quotha  ?  Gentlemen,  can  any  of  you  tell  me  where 
I  may  find  the  young  Romeo. 

Rom.  I  can  tell  you  :  but  young  Romeo  will  be  older 
when  you  have  found  him,  than  he  was  when  you  fought 
him  :  I  am  the  youngeft  of  that  name,  for  fault  of  a 
worfe. 

Nurfe.  You  fay  well. 

Mer.  Yea,  is  the  worft  well  ? 
Very  well  took,  i'faith,  wifely,  wifely. 

Nurfe.  If  you  be  he,  Sir, 
I  defire  fome  confidence  with  you, 

Ben.  She  v/ill  indite  him  to  fome  fupper. 

Mer.  A  bawd,  a  bawd,  a  bawd.    So  ho  !  — — 

Rom.  What  haft  thou  found  ? 

Mer.  No  hare,  Sir,  unlefs  a  hare,  Sir,  in  a  lenten  pye, 
that  is  fomething  ftale  and  hoar  ere  it  be  fpent. 
An  old  hare  hoar,  and  an  old  hare  hoar,  is  very  good 
meat  in  Lent. 

But  a  hare,  that  is  hoar,  is  too  much  for  a  fcore,  when 

it  hoars  ere  it  be  fpent. 
Romeo,  will  you  come  to  your  father's  ?  we'll  to  dinner 
thither. 

Rom.  I  will  follow  you. 

Mer.  Farewel,  antient  lady  : 
Farewel,  lady,  lady,  lady.    [Exeunt  Mercutio,  Benvolio, 

Nurfe.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  what  faucy  merchant  was  this, 
that  was  fo  full  of  his  ropery  ? 

Rom.  A  gentleman,  nurfe,  that  loves  to  hear  himfelf 
talk,  and  will  fpeak  more  in  a  minute,  than  he  will  ftand 
to  in  a  month. 

Nurfe.  An  a  fpeak  any  thing  againft  me,  I'll  take  him. 
down  an'  he  were  luftier  than  he  is,  and  twenty  fuch 
Jacks:  and  if  I  cannot,  I'll  find  thofe  that  fhall.  Scurvy 
knave,  I  am  none  of  his  flirt-gills  j  I  am  none  of  his 

skains- 
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skains-mates.  And  thou  muft  fland  by  too,  and  fufFer 
every  knave  to  ufe  me  at  his  pleafure  f       [To  her  ?nan. 

Pet.  I  favv  no  man  ufe  you  at  his  pleafure  :  if  I  had, 
my  weapon  mould  quickly  have  been  out,  I  warrant 
you.  I  dare  draw  as  foon  as  another  man,  if  I  fee  occa- 
fion  in  a  good  quarrel,  and  the  law  on  my  fide. 

Nurfe.  Now,  afore  God,  I  am  fo  vext,  that  every 
part  about  me  quivers  Scurvy  knave  !  Pray  you, 

Sir,  a  word  :  and  as  I  told  you,  my  young  lady  bid  me 
enquire  you  out ;  what  fhe  bid  me  fay,  I  will  keep  to 
my  felf:  but  firft  let  me  tell  ye,  if  ye  fhould  lead  her 
into  a  fool's  paradife,  as  they  fay,  it  were  a  very  grofs 
kind  of  behaviour,  as  they  fay,  for  the  gentlewoman  is 
young ;  and  therefore  if  you  mould  deal  double  with 
her,  truly,  it  were  an  ill  thing  to  be  offered  to  any  gen- 
tlewoman, and  very  weak  dealing. 

Rom.  Commend  me  to  thy  lady  and  miflrefs,  I  pro- 
tefl  unto  thee  

Nurfe.  Good  heart,  and,  i'faith,  I  will  tell  her  as 
much  :  Lord,  lord,  me  will  be  a  joyful  woman. 

Rom.  What  wilt  thou  tell  her,  nurfe  ?  thou  dofl  not 
mark  me. 

Nurfe.  I  will  tell  her,  Sir,  that  you  do  proteft ;  which, 
as  I  take  it,  is  a  gentleman-like  offer. 

Rom.  Bid  her  devife  fome  means  to  come  to  fhrift 
this  afternoon ; 

And  there  fhe  fhall  at  friar  Lawrence'1  Cell 
Be  fhriv'd  and  married  :  here  is  for  thy  pains. 

Nurfe.  No,  truly,  Sir,  not  a  penny. 

Rom.  Go  to,  I  fay,  you  fhall. 

Nurfe.  This  afternoon,  Sir  ?  well,  fhe  fhall  be  there. 

Rom.  And  flay,  good  nurfe,  behind  the  abby-wall : 
Within  this  hour  my  man  fhall  be  with  thee, 
And  bring  thee  cords,  made  like  a  tackled  flair, 
Which  to  the  high  top- gallant  of  my  joy 
Mufl  be  my.  convoy  in  the  fecret  night. 
Farewel,  be  trufly,  and  Til  quit  thy  pains. 

Nurfe.  Now,  Godinheav'nblefs  thee!  hark  you,  Sir. 

Rom.  What  fayefl  thou,  my  dear  nurfe  ? 

Nurfe.  Is  your  man  fecret  ?  did  you  ne'er  hear  fay, 

Two 
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Two  may  keep  counfel,  putting  one  away  ? 

Rom.  I  warrant  thee,  my  man's  as  true  as  fleel. 

Nurfe.  Well,  Sir,  my  miftrefs  is  the  fweeteft  lady; 
lord,  lord!  when 'twas  a  little  prating  thing  —  O,  — — 
there  is  a  noble  man  in  town,  one  Paris,  that  would 
fain  lay  knife  aboard ;  but  fhe,  good  foul,  had  as 
lieve  fee  a  toad,  a  very  toad,  as  fee  him :  I  anger  her 
fbmetimes,  and  tell  her,  that  Paris  is  the  properer  man  ; 
but  Til  warrant  you,  when  I  fay  fo,  fhe  looks  as  pale 
as  any  clout  in  the  varfal  world.  Doth  not  Rofemary 
and  Romeo  begin  both  with  a  letter. 

Rom.  Ay,  nurfe,  what  of  that?  both  with  an  R.  (8) 

Nurfe.  Ah,  mocker  !  that's  the  dog's  name.  R.  is  for 
Thee  ?  No ;  I  know,  it  begins  with  another  letter ;  and 
fhe  hath  the  prettied  fententious  of  it,  of  you  and  rofe- 
mary, that  it  would  do  you  good  to  hear  it. 

Rom.  Commend  me  to  thy  lady  — -      {Exit  Rom. 

(8)  Rom.  Ay,  Nurfe,  what  of  That  ?  Both  with  an  R. 

Nurfe.  Ah  mocker  I  that's  the  Dog's  Name.  R.  is  for  the 
no,  I  know  it  .begins  with  no  ether  Letter,]  I  believe,  I  have 
rectified  this  odd  Stuff ;  but  it  is  a  little  mortifying,  that  the 
Senfe,  when  'tis  found  out,  mould  hardly  be  worth  the  pains 
of  retrieving  it.  The  Nurfe  is  reprefented  as  a  prating  filly 
Creature ;  She  fays,  She  will  tell  Romeo  a  good  Joke  about  his 
Miftrefs,  and  asks  him,  whether  Rofemary  and  Romeo  do  not 
begin  both  with  a  Letter:  He  fays,  Yes,  an  R.  She,  who,  we 
muft  fuppofe,  eould  not  read,  thought  he  had  mock'd  her, 
and  fays,  No,  fure,  I  know  better  :  our  Dog's  name  is  R.  Yours 
begins  with  another  Letter.  This  is  natural  enough,  and 
very  much  in  Character  for  this  inrlpid  prating  Creature.  R. 
put  her  in  mind  of  that  Sound  which  is  made  by  Dogs  when 
they  fnarl :  and  therefore,  I  prefume,  fhe  fays,  that  is  the  Dog's 
Name.  A  Quotation  from  Ben  Johnfons  Alcbemifl  will  clear 
np  this  Allufion. 

 He  fhall  have  a  Bell,  that's  Abel ; 

And,  by  it,  ftanding  One  whofe  Name  is  D 

In  a  rug  Goivn  ;  there's  D  and  rug,  that's  Drug  ; 

And  right  anenft  him  a  dog  fnarling,         err  ; 

There's  Drugger,  Abel  Drugger.         Mr.  Warburton. 

Nurfi. 
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Nurfe.  Ay,  a  thoafand  times.  Peter,—— 
Pet.  Anon? 

Nurfe.  Take  my  fan,  and  go  before.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Capulet'j  Houfe. 
Enter  Juliet. 

Jul.  T"^  H  E  clock  ftruck  nine,  when  I  did  fend  the 

X         nurfe : 
In  half  an  hour  me  promis'd  to  return, 
perchance,  me  cannot  meet  him  —  That's  not  fo 
Oh,  fhe  is  lame  :  love's  heralds  mould  be  thoughts, 
Which  ten  times  fafter  glide  than  the  fun-beams, 
Driving  back  fhadows  over  lowring  hills. 
Therefore  do  nimble-pinion'd  doves  draw  love, 
And  therefore  hath  the  wind-fwift  Cupid  wings. 
Now  is  the  Sun  upon  the  highmoft  hill 
Of  this  day's  journey  ;  and  from  nine  'till  twelve 
Is  three  long  hours  —  and  yet  me  is  not  come  ; 
Had  fhe  affe&ions  and  warm  youthful  blood, 
She'd  be  as  fwift  in  motion  as  a  ball ; 
My  words  would  bandy  her  to  my  fweet  love, 
And  his  to  me ; 

Enter  Nurfe,  with  Peter. 

OGod,  fhe  comes.    O  honey  Nurfe,  what  news  ? 
Haft  thou  met  with  him  ?  fend  thy  man  away. 

Nurfe .  Peter,  flay  at  the  gate.  {Exit  Peter. 

Jul.  Now,  good'  fweet  Nurfe,  ■ 
O  lord,  why  look'ft  thou  fad? 
Tho'  news  be  fad,  yet  tell  them  merrily : 
If  good,  thou  lham'ft  the  mufick  of  fweet  news, 
By  playing 't  to  me  with  fo  fowre  a  face. 

Nurfe.  I  am  a  weary,  let  me  reft  a  while ; 
Fy,  how  my  bones  ake,  what  a  jaunt  have  I  had  ? 

Jul.  1  would,  thou  had  ft  my  bones,  and  I  thy  news! 

Nay,  come,  I  pray  thee,  fpeak  Good,  good  nurfe, 

fpeak. 

Nurff. 
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Nurfe.  Jefu  !  what  hafte  ?  Can  you  not  flay  a  while? 
Do  you  not  fee,  that  I  am  out  of  breath  ? 

Jul.  How  art  thou  out  of  breath,  when  thou  haft 

breath 

To  fay  to  me,  that  thou  art  out  of  breath  ? 
Th'  Excufe,  that  thou  doft  make  in  this  delay, 
Is  longer  than  the  Tale  thou  doft  excufe. 
Is  thy  news  good  or  bad  :  anfwer  to  that ; 
Say  either,  and  I'll  ftay  the  circumftance : 
Let  me  be  fatisfied,  is't  good  or  bad  ? 

Nurfe.  Well,  you  have  made  a  fimple  choice;  you 
know  not  how  to  chufe  a  man  :  Roweo,  no,  not  he ; 
though  his  face  be  better  than  any  man's,  yet  his  legs 
excel  all  men's;  and  for  a  hand,  and  a  foot,  and  a  body, 
tho'  they  be  not  to  be  talk'd  on,  yet  they  are  paft  com- 
pare.  He  is  not  the  flower  of  courtefie,  but,  1  warrant 

Kim,  as  gentle  as  a  lamb  Go  thy  ways,  wench, 

ferve  God  —  What,  have  you  dined  at  home  ? 

Jul.  No,  no  —  but  all  this  did  I  know  before  : 
What  fays  he  of  our  marriage  ?  what  of  that  ? 

Nurfe.  Lord,  how  my  head  akes !  what  a  head  have  I  ? 
It  beats  as  it  would  fall  in  twenty  pieces. 
My  back  o'  th'  other  fide  —  O  my  back,  my  back : 
Beihrew  your  heart,  for  fending  me  about 
To  catch  my  death  with  jaunting  up  and  down. 

Jul.  Tfaith,  I  am  forry  that  thou  art  fo  ill. 
Sweet,  fweet,  fweet  nurfe,  tell  me,  what  fays  my  love  ? 

Nurfe.  Your  love  fays  like  an  honeft  gentleman, 
And  a  courteous,  and  a  kind,  and  a  handfome, 
And,  I  warrant,  a  virtuous  —  where  is  your  mother? 

Jul.  Where  is  my  mother  ?  —  why,  me  is  within  ; 
Where  mould  me  be  ?  how  odly  thou  reply'ft 
Ycur  love  fays  like  an  honeft  ge?ztleman :  ■ 
IV here  is  your  mother?  ■ 

Nurfe.  O,  God's  lady  dear, 
Are  you  fo  hot?  marry  come  up,  I  trow, 
Is  this  the  poulfis  for  my  aking  bones  ? 
Hence- forward  do  your  meffages  your  felf. 

Jul.  Here's  fuch  a  coil ;  come,  what  fays  Romeo  ? 

Nurfe.  Have  you  got  leave  to  go  to  fhrift  to  day  ? 

Jul 
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Jul.  I  have. 

Nurfe.  Then  hie  you  hence  to  friar  Laurence  cell, 
There  ftays  a  husband  to  make  you  a  wife. 
Now  comes  the  wanton  blood  up  in  your  cheeks, 
They'll  be  in  fcarlet  ftraight  at  any  news. 
Hie  you  to  church,  I  muft  another  way, 
To  fetch  a  ladder,  by  the  which  your  love 
Muft  climb  a  bird's- neft  foon,  when  it  is  dark. 
I  am  the  drudge  and  toil  in  your  delight, 
But  you  mail  bear  the  burthen  foon  at  night. 
Go,  J'll  to  dinner,  hie  you  to  the  cell. 

Jul.  Hie  to  high  fortune ;  honeft  nurfe,  farewel. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Monajlery. 
Enter  friar  Lawrence,  and  Romeo. 

Fri.  O  O  fmile  the  heav'ns  upon  this  holy  Ac"l, 
\J  That  after-hours  with  forrow  chide  us  not ! 

Rom.  Amen,  amen  !  but  come  what  forrow  can, 
It  cannot  countervail  th'  exchange  of  joy, 
That  one  fhort  minute  gives  me  in  her  fight : 
Do  thou  but  clofe  our  hands  with  holy  words, 
Then  love  devouring  death  do  what  he  dare, 
Jt  is  enough,  I  may  but  call  her  mine. 

Fri.  Thefe  violent  delights  have  violent  ends, 
And  in  their  triumph  die ;  like  fire  and  powder, 
Which,  as  they  meet,  confume.    The  fweeteft  honey 
Is  loathfome  in  its  own  dclicioufnefs, 
And  in  the  tafte  confounds  the  appetite  ; 
Therefore  love  mod'rately,  long  love  doth  fo : 
Too  fwift  arrives  as  tardy  as  too  flow. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Here  comes  the  lady.    O,  fo  light  a  foot 
Will  ne'er  wear  out  the  everlafting  flint ; 
A  lover  may  beftride  the  goflamour, 
That  idles  in  the  wanton  fummer  air, 
And  yet  not  fall,  fo  light  is  vanity. 

Jul.  Good  even  to  my  gboftly  Confeffor, 

Fri. 
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Fri.  Romeo  ftiall  thank  thee,  daughter,  for  us  both. 

Jul.  As  much  to  him,  elfe  are  his  thanks  too  much. 

Ro?neo.  Ah  !  Juliet,  if  the  meafure  of  thy  joy 
Be  heap'd  like  mine,  and  that  thy  skill  be  more 
To  blazon  it,  then  fweeten  with  thy  breath 
This  neighbour  air  ;  and  let  rich  mufick's  tongue 
Unfold  tn'  imagin'd  happinefs,  that  Both 
Receive  in  either,  by  this  dear  encounter. 

Jul.  Conceit,  more  rich  in  matter  than  in  words, 
Brags  of  his  fubftance,  not  of  ornament : 
They  are  but  beggars,  that  can  count  their  worth ; 
But  my  true  love  is  grown  to  fuch  Excefs, 
I  cannot  fum  up  one  half  of  my  wealth. 

Fri,  Come,  come  with  me,  and  we  will  make  fhort 
work ; 

For,  by  your  leaves,  you  mall  not  ftay  alone, 

'Till  Holy  Church  incorpVate  two  in  one.  \Exeunh 

A    C    T  III. 
SCENE,    The  STREET. 
Enter  Mercutio,  Benvolio,  and  Servants.  . 

Be  nvo  li  o. 

I Pray  thee,  good  Mercutio,  let's  retire ; 
The  day  is  hot,  the  Capulets  abroad  ; 
And,  if  we  meet,  we  mail  not  Ycape  a  brawl ; 
For  now  thefe  hot  days  is  the  mad  blood  ftirring. 

Met\  Thou  art  like  one  of  thofe  fellows,  that,  when 
he  enters  the  confines  of  a  tavern,  claps  me  his  fword 
upon  the  table,  and  fays,  God  fend  me  no  need  of  thee ! 
and,  by  the  operation  of  the  fecond  cup,  draws  it  on 
the  Drawer,  when,  indeed,  there  is  no  need. 
Ben.  Am  I  like  fuch  a  fellow  ? 
Mer.  Come,  come,  thou  art  as  hot  a  Jack  in  thy 
Vol.  VII L  C  mood 
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mood  as  any  in  7ta/y ;  and  as  foon  mov'd  to  be  moody, 
and  as  foon  moody  to  be  mov'd, 
Ben.  And  what  to  ? 

Mer.  Nay,  an'  there  were  two  fuch,  we  mould  have 
none  Ihortly,  for  one  would  kill  the  other.  Thou !  why 
thou  wilt  quarrel  with  a  man  that  hath  a  hair  more,  or  a 
hair  lefs  in  his  beard,  than  thou  haft :  thou  wilt  quarrel 
with  a  man  for  cracking  nuts,  having  no  other  reafon 
but  becaufe  thou  haft  hafel  eyes ;  what  eye,  but  fuch  an 
eye,  would  fpy  out  fuch  a  quarrel  ?  thy  head  is  as  full  of 
quarrels,  as  an  egg  is  full  of  meat ;  and  yet  thy  head 
hath  been  beaten  as  addle  as  an  egg,  for  quarrelling  : 
thou  haft  quarrel'd  with  a  man  for  coughing  in  the  ftreet, 
becaufe  he  hath  wakened  thy  dog  that  hath  lain  afleep 
in  the  Sun.  Didft  thou  not  fall  out  with  a  tailor  for 
wearing  his  new  doublet  before  E after  ?  with  another, 
for  tying  bis  new  (hoes  with  old  ribband  ?  and  yet  thou 
wilt  tutor  me  for  quarrelling ! 

Ben.  If  I  were  fo  apt  to  quarrel  as  thou  art,  any  man 
mould  buy  the  fee-fimple  of  my  life  for  an  hour  and  a 
quarter. 

Mar.  The  fee-fimple  ?  O  fimple  ! 

Enter  Tybalt,  Petruchio,  and  others. 

Ben.  By  my  head,  here  come  the  Capulets. 

Mer.  By  my  heel,  I  care  not. 

Tyb.  Follow  me  clofe,  for  I  will  fpeak  to  them. 
Gentlemen,  good-den,  a  word  with  one  of  you. 

Mer.  And  but  one  word  with  one  of  us  ?  couple  it 
with  fomething,  make  it  a  word  and  a  blow. 

Tyb.  You  fhall  find  me  apt  enough  to  that,  Sir,  if 
you  will  give  me  occafion. 

Mer.  Could  you  not  take  fome  occafion  without  giving  ? 

Tyb.  M.  rcutio,  thou  confort'ft  with  Romeo  

Mir.  Confoft!  what  doft  thou  make  us  minftrels !  if 
thou  make  minftrels  of  us,  look  to  hear  nothing  but  dif- 
cords:  here's  my  fiddleftick  ;  here's  That,  fhall  make 
you  dance.    Zounds  !  contort  ! 

[Lttying  his  hand  on  his  pword. 

Ben.  We  talk  here  in  the  pubhck  haunt  of  men  : 

Either 


Romeo  and  Juliet.  51 

Either  withdraw  unto  fome  private  place, 

Or  reafon  coldly  of  your  grievances, 

Or  elfe  depart ;  here  all  eyes  gaze  on  us. 

Mer.  Men's  eyes  were  made  to  look,  and  let  theai 
gaze. 

I  will  not  budge  for  no  man's  pleafure,  L 
Enter  Romeo. 

Tyb.  Well,  peace  be  with  you,  Sir  !  here  comes  my 
man. 

Mer.  But  Til  be  hang'd,  Sir,  if  he  wear  your  livery  : 
Marry,  go  firft  to  field,  he'll  be  your  follower; 
Your  Worlhip  in  that  fenfe  may  call  him  man. 

Tyb.  Romeo,  the  love,  I  bear  thee,  can  afford 
No  better  term  than  this,  thou  art  a  villain.  

Rom.  Tybalt,  the  reafon  that  I  have  to  love  thee 
Doth  much  excufe  the  appertaining  rage 
To  fuch  a  Greeting  :  villain  I  am  none, 
Therefore,  farewel ;  I  fee,  thou  know'ft  me  net. 

Tyb.  Boy,  this  mail  not  excufe  the  Injuries 
That  thou  haft  done  me,  therefore  .turn  and  draw, 

Rom.  I  do  proteft,  I  never  injur'd  thee, 
But  love  thee  better  than  thou  canft  devife ; 
'Till  thou  malt  know  the  reafon  of  my  love. 
And  fo,  good  Capulet,  (whofe  name  1  tender 
As  dearly  as  my  own,)  be  fatisfied. 

Mer,  O  calm,  difhonourable,  vile  fubmiffion  ! 
Ah  I  la  S  toe  cat  a  carries  it  away. 
Tybalt,  you  rat-catcher,  will  you  walk  ? 

Tyb.  What  would  ft  thou  have  with  me  f 

Mer.  Good  King  of  cats,  nothing  but  one  of  your 
fiine  lives,  that  I  mean  to  make  bold  withal ;  and  as  you 
fhall  ufe  me  hereafter,  dry-beat  the  reft  of  the  eight. 
Will  you  pluck  your  fword  out  of  his  pilcher  by  the 
ears  ?  Make  hafte,  left  mine  be  about  your  ears  ere  it. 
be  out. 

TyL  I  am  for  you.  \&rmtiing* 
Rom.  Gentle  Mercutio,  put  thy  rapier  up. 
Mer,  Come,  Sir,  your  palfado. 

[Mercutio  WTvbalt  fig&t. 

C  z  Rem. 
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Rem.  Draw,  Benvolio——  beat  down  their  weapons— 

Gentlemen  for  ihame,  forbear  this  outrage  

'Tybalt  Mercutio— the  Prince  exprelly  hath 

Forbidden  bandying  in  Verona  ftreets. 

Hold,  Tybalt  good  Mercutio.  {Exit  Tybalt. 

Mer.  I  am  hurt 
A  plague  of  both  the  houfes !  I  am  fped  : 
Is  he  gone,  and  hath  nothing  ? 

Ben.  What,  art  thou  hurt  ? 

Mer.  Ay,  ay,  a  fcratch,  a  fcratch ;  marry, 'tis  enough. 
Where  is  my  page  ?  go,  villain,  fetch  a  furgeon. 

Rom.  Courage,  man,  the  hurt  cannot  be  much. 

Mer,  No,  'tis  not  fo  deep  as  a  well,  nor  fo  wide  as  a 
church-door,  but  'tis  enough,  'twill  ferve  :  ask  for  me 
to  morrow,  and  you  fhall  find  me  a  grave  man.  I  am 
pepper'd,  I  warrant,  for  this  world  :  a  plague  of  both 
your  houfes !  What  ?  a  dog,  a  rat,  a  mouie,  a  cat,  to 
fcratch  a  man  to  death  ?  a  braggart,  a  rogue,  a  villain, 
that  fights  by  the  book  of  arithmetick  ?  why  the  devil 
came  you  between  us  ?  I  was  hurt  under  your  arm. 

Rom.  I  thought  all  for  the  bell. 

Mer.  Help  me  into  fome  houfe,  Benvolio, 
Or  I  mall  faint ;  a  plague  o'  both  your  houfes ! 
They  have  made  worms-meat  of  me, 
I  have  it,  and  foundly  too.    Plague  o'  your  houfes ! 

[Exeunt  Mer.  Ben. 

Rom.  This  Gentleman,  the  Prince's  near  allie, 
My  very  friend,  hath  got  his  mortal  hurt 
In  my  behalf ;  my  reputation  ftain'd 
With  Tybalt's  flander;  Tybalt,  that  an  hour 
Hath  been  my  coufin  :  O  fweet  Juliet^ 
Thy  beauty  hath  made  me  effeminate, 
And  in  my  temper  foftned  valour's  Heel. 

Enter  Benvolio. 

Ben.  O  Romeo,  Romeo,  brave  Mercutio  s  dead ; 
Tuat  gallant  fpirit  hath  afpir'd  the  clouds, 
Which  loo  untimely  here  did  fcorn  the  earth. 

Rom. 
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Rem.  This  day's  black  fete  on  more  days  does  depend  ; 
This  but  begins  the  woe,  others  muft  end. 

Enter  Tybalt. 

Ben.  Here  comes  the  furious  Tybalt  back  again, 
Rom.  Alive  ?  in  Triumph  ?  and  Mercutio  flain  ? 

Away  to  heav'n,  refpe&ive  lenity, 

And  fire-ey'd  fury  be  my  conduct  now  ! 

Now,  Tybalty  take  the  villain  back  again, 

That  late  thou  gav'ft  me  ;  for  Mercutio*  foul 

Is  but  a  little  way  above  our  heads, 

Staying  for  thine  to  keep  him  companv  : 

Or  thou  or  I,  or  both,  muft  go  with  him. 

Tyb.  Thou,  wretched  boy,  that  didft  confort  him 
here, 

Shalt  with  him  hence. 

Rom.  This  lhall  determine  that. 

[They  fight,  Tybalt/*//-, 

Ben.  Romeo,  away,  begone : 

The  citizens  are  up,  and  Tybalt  flain  

Stand  notf  amaz'd  ;  the  Prince  will  doom  thee  death, 
If  thou  art  taken  :  hence,  be  gone,  away. 

Rom.  O  !  I  am  fortune's  fool. 

Ben.  Why  dolt  thou  flay  ?  [Exit  Romeo. 

Enter  Citizens. 

Cit.  Which  way  ran  he  that  kill'd  Mercutio  f 
Tybalt,  that  murtherer,  which  way  ran  he  ? 

Ben.  There  lyes  that  Tybalt. 

Cit.  Up,  Sir,  go  with  me: 
I  charge  thee  in  the  Prince's  name,  obey. 

Enter  Prince,  Montague,  Capulet,  their  Wives,  &c. 

Prin.  Where  are  the  vile  beginners  of  this  fray  ? 

Ben.  O  noble  Prince,  I  can  difcover  all 
Th'  unlucky  manage  of  this  fatal  brawl : 
There  lies  the  man,  flain  by  young  Romeo, 
That  flew  thy  kinfman,  brave  Mercutio. 

C  3  L** 
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La.  Cap.  Tybalt y  my  coufin  !  O  my  brother's  child  ! — 
Unhappy  fight !  alas,  the  blood  is  ipill'd 
Of  my  dear  kinfman — Prince,  as  thou  art  true, 
For  blood  of  ours,  fhed  blood  of  Montague. 
Prin.  Ben-colioy  who  began  this  fray  r 
Ben.  Tybalt  here  flain,  whom  Romeo's  hand  did  flay  : 
Romeo,  that  fpoke  him  fair,  bid  him  bethink 
How  nice  the  quarrel  was,  and  urg'd  withal 
Ycurhigh  difpleafure  :  all  this  uttered 
With  gentle  breath,  calm  look,  knees  humbly  bow'd, 
Could  not  take  truce  with  the  unruly  fpleen 
Of  Tybalt,  deaf  to  peace;  but  that  he  tilts 
With  piercing  fleel  at  bold  Mercutios  breafl ; 
Who,  all  as  hot,  turns  deadly  point  to  point, 
And  with  a  martial  fcorn,  with  one  hand  beats 
Cold  death  afide,  and  with  the  other  fends 
It  back  to  Tybalt,  whofe  dexterity 
Retorts  it :  Romeo  he  cries  aloud, 

Hold,  friends !  friends,  part !  and,  fvvifter  than  his  tongue, 

His  agil  arm  beats  down  their  fatal  points, 

And  'twixt  them  ruflies ;  underneath  whofe  arm 

An  envious  thrufl  from  Tybalt  hit  the  life 

Of  flout  Mercutio,  and  then  Tybalt  fled  ; 

But  by  and  by  comes  back  to  Romeo, 

Who  had  but  newly  entertain* d  Revenge, 

And  to't  they  go  like  lightning  :  for  ere  I 

Could  draw  to  part  them,  was  flout  Tybalt  flain  ; 

And  as  he  fell,  did  Romeo  turn  to  fly: 

This  is  the  truth,  or  let  Bcrjolio  die. 

la.  Cap.  He  is  a  kinfman  to  the  Montague. 
Affection  makes  him  falfe,  he  fpeaks  not  true. 
Some  twenty  of  them  fought  in  this  black  llrife, 
And  all  thofe  twenty  could  but  kill  one  life. 
J  be^  for  juflice,  which  thou,  Prince,  mufl  give  ; 
Romeo  flew  Tybalt,  Romeo  mufl  not  live. 

Prin,  Romeo  flew  him,  he  flew  Mereutio; 
Who  now  the  price  of  his  dear  blood  doth  owe  ? 

La.  Mont.  Not  Romeo,  Prince,  he  was  Mereutio- !| 
friend  ; 

His  fault  concludes  but  what  the  law  fhould  end, 

The 
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The  life  of  7)  A*//. 

Prin.  And  for  that  offence, 
Immediately  we  do  exile  him  hence  : 
I  have  an  intereft  in  your  hearts'  proceeding, 
My  blood  for  your  rude  brawls  doth  lye  a  bleeding  ; 
But  I'll  amerce  you  with  fo  ftrong  a  fine, 
That  you  fhall  all  repent  the  lofs  of  mine. 
I  will  be  deaf  to  pleading  and  excufes, 
Nor  tears  nor  prayers  fhall  purchafe  out  abufes 
Therefore  ufe  none  ;  let  Romeo  hence  in  hafte, 
Elfe,  when  he's  found,  that  hour  is  his  laft.  (9) 
Bear  hence  this  body,  and  attend  our  will  : 
u  Mercy  but  murthers,  pardoning  thole  that  kill.^ 

[Exiukt. 

SCENE    changes  to  an  Apartment  in  Capukt*? 
Houfc. 

Enter  Juliet  alone, 
Jul  IT**  ALLOP  apace,  you  fiery-footed  fteeds, 

\j  Tow'rds  P^iff/manfion  ;  fuch  a  waggoner, 
As  Phaeton,  would  whip  you  to  the  weft, 
And  bring  in  cloudy  night  immediately. 
Spread  thy  clofe  curtain,  love- performing  night,  (10) 

That 

(9)  Elfe,  when  he  is  found,  that  hour  h  bis  laft.]  It  is  wonder- 
ful that  Mr.  Pope  fhould  retort  the  Wantoi Ear  upon  any  body, 
and  pafs  fuch  an  inharmonious,  unfeanning,  Verfe  in  his  own 
Ear:  a  Verfe  that  cannot  run  off  from  the  Tongue  with  any  Ca- 
dence of  Mufick,  the  fticrt  and  long  Syllables  ftand  fo  perverfely. 
We  muft  read, 

Elfe,  when  he's  found,  that  Hour  is  bis  laft. 
Every  diligent  and  knowing  Reader  of  our  Poet  mud  have 
obferv'd,  that  Hour  and  Fire  are  almoft  perpetually  diJJ'yllabks  in 
the  Pronunciation  and  Scanfion  of  his  Verfes. 

(10)  Spread  thy  clofe  Curtain,  love-per forming  Night, 

That  runaways  Eyes  may  <wink-f\  What  Runaways  are 
thefe,  whofe  Eyes  Juliet  is  wifhing  to  have  ftopt  ?  Macbeth,  we 
may  remember,  makes  an  Invocation  to  Night,  much  in  the 
fame  Strain  : 

C  4   Coxt, 
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That  th'  Run-away's  eyes  may  wink  ;  and  Romeo 

Leap  to  thefe  arms,  untalkt  of  and  unfeen. 

Lovers  can  fee  to  do  their  am'rous  rites 

By  their  own  beauties:  or,  if  love  be  blind, 

It  belt  agrees  with  night.    Come,  civil  night, 

Thou  fober-fuited  matron,  all  in  black, 

And  learn  me  how  to  lofe  a  winning  match, 

Plaid  for  a  pair  of  llainlefs  maidenheads. 

Hood  my  unmann'd  blood  baiting  in  my  cheeks, 

With  thy  black  mantle ;  'till  ftrange  love,  grown  bold, 

Thinks  true  love  acted,  Ample  modefty. 

Come,  night,  come,  Romeo!  come,  thou  day  in  night ! 

For  thou  wilt  lye  upon  the  wings  of  night, 

Whiter  than  fnow  upon  a  raven's  back  : 

Come,  gentle  night  5  come,  loving,  black-brow'd  night ! 

Give  me  my  Romeo,  and,  when  he  mail  die, 

Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  ftars, 

And  he  will  make  the  face  of  heav'n  fo  fine, 

That  all  the  world  fhall  be  in  love  with  night, 

And  pay  no  worfhip  to  the  garifh  fun. 

O,  I  have  bought  the  manfion  of  a  love, 

But  not  porTefs'd  it ;  and  though  I  am  fold, 

Not  yet  enjoy'd;  fo  tedious  is  this  day, 

As  is  the  night  before  feme  feftival, 

To  an  impatient  child  that  hath  new  robes, 

And  may  not  wear  them.    O,  here  comes  my  nurfe ! 

Enter  'Nurfe  nmth  cords. 

And  me  brings  news ;  and  every  tongue,  that  fpeak* 
But  Romeo's  name,  fpeaks  heav'nly  eloquence  ; 

 Come,  feeling  Night, 

Scarf  tip  the  tender  Eye  of  pitiful  day,  &c. 
So  Juliet  here  would  have  Night's  Darknefs  obfeure  the  great 
Eye  of  the  Day,  the  Sun  ;  whom  confidering  in  a  poetical  Light 
wPbeebus,  drawn  in  his  Car  with  fiery  footed  Steeds,  and  pofiing 
thro'  the  Heav'ns,  She  very  properly  calls  him,  with  regard  to 
theSvviftnefs  of  his  Courfe,  the  Runaway.  In  the  like  Manner 
our  Poet  fpeaks  of  the  Night,  in  the  Merchant  ^/Venice. 

For  the  (lofe  Night  dttb  play  the  Runaway.         Mr.  Warburton. 

Now, 
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Now,  nurfc,  what  news?  what  haft  thou  there? 
The  cords  that  Romeo  bid  thee  fetch  ? 

Nurfe.  Ay,  ay,  the  cords. 

Jul.  Ah  me,  what  news  ? 
Why  doft  thou  wring  thy  hands  ? 

Nurfe.  Ah  welladay,  he's  dead,  he's  dead,  he's  dead  !; 

We  are  undone,  lady,  we  are  undone.  

Alack  the  day  \  he's  gone,  he's  kill'd,  he's  dead. 

Jul.  Can  heaven  be  fo  envious  ? 

Nurfe.  Romeo  can, 
Though  heav'n  cannot.    O  Romeo  !  Romeo  ! 
Who  ever  would  have  thought  it,  Romeo  ? 

Jul.  What  devil  art  thou,  that  doft  torment  me  thus  ? 
This  torture  mould  be  roar'd  in  difmal  hell. 
Hath  Romeo  flain  himfelf  ?  fay  thou  but,  I ; 
And  that  bear  vowel,  I,  mall  poifon  more  (u) 
Than  the  death-darting  eye  of  cockatrice. 

Nurfe.  I  faw  the  wound,  I  faw  it  with  mine  eyes, 
(God  fave  the  mark,)  here  on  his  manly  breaft. 
A  piteous  coarfe,  a  bloody  piteous  coarfe  ; 
Pale,  pale  as  afhes,  all  bedawb'd  in  blood, 
All  in  gore  blood;  I  fvvooned  at  the  fight. 

Jul.  O  break,  my  heart !  poor  bankrupt,  break: 

at  once ! 

To  prifon,  eyes !  ne*er  look  on  liberty  -y 
Vile  earth  to  earth  refign,  end  motion  here, 
And  thou  and  Romeo  prefs  one  heavy  bier ! 

Nurfe.  O  Tybalt,  Tybalt,  the  beft  friend  I  had 
O  courteous  Tybalt,  honeft  gentleman, 
That  ever  I  mould  live  to  fee  thee  dead  ! 

(u)  And  that  bare  vowel,  ay,  Jhall  poifon  more 

Than  the  death-darting  Eye  of  Cockatrice.']  I  queftioa 
much  whethsr  the  Grammarians  will  take  this  new  Vowel  on 
Trurt  from  Mr.  Pope,  without  fufpecling  it  rather  for  a  Diphthong.. 
Ln  fliort,  we  muftreftore.  the  Spelling  of  the  Old  Books,  or  We 
lofe  the  Poet's  Conceit.  At  his  time  of  day,  the  affirmative 
Adverb  Ay  was  generally  written,  I:  and  by  this  means  it  bofh 
becomes  a  Vowel,  and  anfwers  in  Sound  to  Eye,  upon  which  the 
Conceit  turns,  in  the  Second  Line. 

C  J  Jul. 
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Jul.  What  florin  is  this,  that  blows  fo  contrary  ! 
Is  Romeo  flaughter'd  ?  and  is  Tybalt  dead  ? 
My  dear-lov'd  couiin,  and  my  dearer  lord  ? 
Then  let  the  trumpet  found  the  general  Doom, 
For  who  is  living,  if  thofe  two  are  gone  ? 

Nurfe.  Hybalt  is  dead,  and  Romeo  banifhed, 
Romeo,  that  kiil'd  him,  he  is  banifned. 

Jul.  O  God!  did  Romeo  s  hand  fhed  Tybalt's  blood  t 

Nurfe.  It  did,  it  did,  alas,  the  day  !  it  did. 

Jul.  O  ferpent-heart,  hid  with  a  flowVing  face  ! 
Did  ever  dragon  keep  fo  fair  a  cave  ? 
Beautiful  tyrant,  fiend  angelical ! 
JDove-feather'd  raven  !  Wol  villi- rav'ning  Lamb  I  ( i  2) 
Defpifed  fubftance,  of  divineft  fliow  ! 
Juft  oppofite  to  what  thou  juftly  feem'ft, 
A  damned  Saint,  an  honourable  villain ! 
O  nature  !  what  hadft  thou  to  do  in  hell, 
When  thou  didft  bower  the  Spirit  of  a  fiend 
In  mortal  Paradife  of  fuch  fweet  fleih  ? 
Was  ever  book,  containing  fuch  vile  matter, 
So  fairly  bound  ?  O,  that  deceit  mould  dwell 
In  fuch  a  gorgeous  palace  ! 

Nurfe.  There's  no  truft, 
No  faith,  no  honefty,  in  men  ;  all  perjur'd  ; 
All,  all  forfworn;  all  naught ;  and  all  dilTemblers. 

Ah,  where'*  my  man  ?  give  me  fome  Aqua  wiht  

Thefe  griefs,  thefe  woes,  thefe  forrows  make  me  old  ! 

(12)  Ravenous  Dove,  feathered  Raven, 

JVolviJIo  ravening  J^amb.  ]  This  pafifage  Mr.  Pope  has 
thrown  out  of  the  Text,  partly,  I  prefume,  becaufe  thefe  two 
noble  Hemijlichs  are,  indeed,  inharmonious:  [But  chiefly,  be- 
caufe they  are  obfcureand  unintelligible  at  the  firft  view.]  Eut  is 
there  no  fuch  thing  as  a  Crutch  for  a  labouring,  halting,  Verfe  ? 
I'll  venture  to  reftore  to  the  Poet  a  Line  that  was  certainly  his, 
that  is  in  his  own  Mode  of  Thinking,  and  truly  worthy  of  him. 
The  firft  word,  ravenous,  I  have  no  Doubt,  was  blunderingly 
coin'd  out  of  Raven  and  ravening,  which  follow  ;  and,  if  we 
only  throw  it  out,  we  gain  at  once  an  harmonious  Verfe,  and  a 
proper  Contraft  of  Epithets  and  Images. 

Dove-feather" d  Raven  !  Wolvifh-ravning  Lamb  I 

Shame 
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Shame  come  to  Romeo  ! 

Jul.  Blifter'd  be  thy  tongue, 
For  fuch  a  wifh!  he  was  not  born  to  fhame  ; 
Upon  his  brow  hhame  is  afham'd  to  fit : 
For  'tis  a  throne  where  honour  may  be  crown'd 
Sole  monarch  of  the  univerfal  earth. 
O,  what  a  beaft  was  I  to  chide  him  fo  ? 

Nurfe.  Will  you  fpeak  well  of  him,  that  kill'd  your 
coulin  r 

Jul.  Shall  I  fpeak  ill  of  him,  that  is  my  husband  ? 
Ah,  poor  my  lord,  what  tongue  (hall  fmooth  thy  name, 
When  I,  thy  three-hours-wife,  have  mangled  it ! 
But  wherefore,  villain,  didft  thou  kill  my  coufin  ? 
That  villain  coufin  would  have  kill'd  my  husband, 
Back,  foolifh  tears,  back  to  your  native  fpring ; 
Your  tributary  drops  belong  to  woe, 
Which  you,  miitaking,  offer  up  to  joy. 
My  husband  lives,  that  Tybalt  would  have  flain  ; 
And  Tybalt's  dead,  that  would  have  kill'd  my  husband 
All  this  is  comfort ;  wherefore  weep  I  then  ? 
Some  word  there  was,  worfer  than  Tybalt's  death. 
That  murther'd  me  ;  I  would  forget  it,  fain  ; 
But,  oh  !  it  prefTes  to  my  memory, 
Like  damned  guilty  deeds  to  finners'  mind: ; 
Tybalt  is  dead,  and  Romeo  lanifved  ! 
That  banijhed,  that  one  word  banified, 
Hath  flain  ten  thoufand  Tybalts:  Tybalt's  dsatb 
Was  woe  enough,  if  it  had  ended  there  : 
Or  if  fow'r  woe  delights  in  fellowlhip, 
And  needly  will  be  rank'd  with  other  grieflv 
Why  folio w'd  not,  when  (he  faid  Tybalt's  dead, 
Thy  Father  or  thy  Mother,  nay,  or  both  P 
But  with  a  rear-ward  following  Tybalt's  death, 

Romeo  is  banified  to  fpeak  that  word, 

Is,  father,  mother,  Tybalt,  Romeo,  Julut, 
All  flain,  all  dead  !  -  ■        Romeo  is  bsmiflrtd  / 
There  is  no  end,  no  limit,  meaftire,  bound, 
In  that  word's  death  ;  no  words  can  that  woe  four  v- 
Where  is  my  father,  and  my  mother,  nurfe  ? 

Nurfe.  Weeping  and  wailing  over  Tybalt" '<  coarfe.  •  • 
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Will  you  go  to  them  ?  I  will  bring  you  thither. 

Jul.  Warn  they  his  wounds  with  tears  ?  mine  fliall  be 

fpent, 

When  theirs  are  dry,  for  Romeo's  banilhment. 

Take  up  thofe  Cords ;  poor  Ropes,  you  are  beguil'd ; 

Both  You  and  I ;  for  Romeo  is  exiPd. 

He  made  You  for  a  high-way  to  my  Bed  : 

But  I,  a  maid,  dye  Maiden  widowed. 

Come,  Cord;  come,  Nurfe;  I'll  to  my  wedding-Bed  : 

And  Death,  not  Romeo,  take  my  Maidenhead  ! 

Nurfe.  Hie  to  your  chamber,  Til  find  Romeo 
To  comfort  you.    I  wot  well,  where  he  is. 
Hark  ye,  your  Romeo  will  be  here  at  night ; 
I'll  to  him,  he  is  hid  at  Lawrence'  cell. 

Jul.  Oh  find  him,  give  this  ring  to  my  true  knight, 
And  bid  him  come,  to  take  his  laft  farewel.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Monajlcry. 

Enter  Friar  Lawrence  ana7  Romeo. 

*W.  7? 0  ME  O,  come  forth;  come  forth,  thou  fearful 
man, ; 

Affliction  is  enamour'd  of  thy  parts, 
And  thou  art  wedded  to  calamity. 

Rom.  Father,  what  news  ?  what  is  the  Prince's  doom  ? 
What  forrow  craves  acquaintance  at  my  hand, 
That  I  yet  know  not  ? 

Fri.  Too  familiar 
Is  my  dear  fon  with  fuch  fow'r  company. 
J  bring  thee  tidings  of  the  Prince's  doom. 

Rom.  What  lefs  than  dooms-day  is  the  Prince's  doom  ? 

Fri.  A  gentler  judgment  vaniln'd  from  his  lips, 
Not  body's  death,  but  body's  banilhment. 

Rom.  Ha,  banilhment !  be  merciful,  fay  death  ; 
For  exile  hath  more  terror  in  his  look, 
Much  more  than  death.    Do  not  fay,  banilhment. 

Fri.  Here  from  Verona  art  thou  banifhed  : 
Be  patient,  for  the  world  is  broad  and  wide. 

Rom.  There  is  no  world  without  Veronal  walls, 

But 
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But  purgatory,  torture,  hell  it  felf. 
Hence  banifhed,  is  banifh'd  from  the  world ; 
And  world- exiPd,  is  death.    That  banifhed 
Is  death  mif-term'd  :  calling  death  banifhment, 
Thou  cut'ft  my  head  off  with  a  golden  ax, 
And  fmirft  upon  the  ftroak  that  murthers  me. 

Fri.  O  deadly  fin  !  O  rude  unthankfulnefs  f 
Thy  fault  our  law  calls  death but  the  kind  Prince, 
Taking  thy  part,  hath  rufht  afide  the  law, 
And  turn'd  that  black  word  death  to  banifhment. 
This  is  dear  mercy,  and  thou  feeft  it  not. 

Rom.  'Tis  torture,  and  not  mercy  :  heavn  is  here, 
Where  Juliet  lives ;  and  every  cat  and  dog 
And  little  moufe,  every  unworthy  thing, 
Lives  here  in  heaven,  and  may  look  on  her ; 
But  Romeo  may  not.    More  validity, 
More  honourable  date,  more  courtfhip  lives 
In  carrion  flies,  than  Romeo  :  they  may  feize- 
On  the  white  wonder  of  dear  Juliet's  hand, 
And  Ileal  immortal  blemngs  from  her  lips  ; 
(Which  even  in  pure  and  veflal  modefty 
Still  blufh,  as  thinking  their  own  kiffes  fin.) 
This  may  flies  do,  when  I  from  this  mail  fly; 
(And  fay'ft  thou  yet,  that  exile  is  not  death  }) 

But  Romeo  may  not ;  he  is  banifhed. 

Hadft  thou  no  Poifon  mixt,  no  fharp-ground  knife, 

No  fudden  mean  of  death,  tho'  ne'er  io  mean, 

But  baniflied  to  kill  me  ?  banifhed  ? 

O  Friar,  the  Damned  ufe  that  word  in  hell ; 

Howlings  attend  it :  how  haft  thou  the  heart* 

Being  a  Divine,  a  ghoflly  ConfefTor, 

A  fin-abfolver,  and  my  friend  profeft, 

To  mangle  me  with  that  word,  banifhment  2 

Fri.  Fond  mad-man,  hear  me  fpeak.- 

Rom.  O,  thou  wilt  fpeak  again  of  banifhment. 

Fri.  I'll  give  thee  armour  to  keep  off  that  word, 
Adverfity's  fweet  milk,  philofophy, 
To  comfort  thee,  tho'  thou  art  banifhed. 

Rom.  Yet,  banifhed  ?  hang  up  philofophy  : 
UnJefs  philofophy  can  make  a  Juliet.* 
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Difplant  a  town,  reverfe  a  Prince's  doom, 

It  helps  not,  it  prevails  not,  talk  no  more'  - 

Fri.  O,  then  I  fee  that  mad-men  have  no  ears. 

Rom.  How  ihould  they,  when  that  wife  men  have 
no  eyes  ? 

Fri.  Let  me  difpute  with  thee  of  thy  eftate. 

Rom.  Thou  canft  not  fpeak  of  what  thou  dofl  not  feel : 
Wert  thou  as  young  as  I,  Juliet  thy  love, 
An  hour  but  married,  Tybalt  murthered, 
Doating  like  me,  and  like  me  banilhed  ; 
Then  might'ft  thou  fpeak,  then  might'ft  thou  tear  thy 
hair, 

And  fall  upon  the  ground  as  I  do  now, 
Taking  the  meafure  of  an  unmade  grave. 

{Throwing  bimfelf  on  the  ground. 
Fri.  Arife,  one  knocks ;  good  Romeo,  hide  thy  felf. 

{Knock  within. 

Rom.  Not  I,  unlefs  the  breath  of  heart-fick  Groans, 
Mift-like,  infold  me  from  the  Search  of  Eyes.  [Knock. 
Fri.  Hark,  how  they  knock!  —  (who's  there?)  —Ro- 
meo, arife. 

Thou  wilt  be  taken  (ftay  a  while)— (land  up; 

[Knocks. 

Run  to  my  Study  (By  and  by)  God's  will ! 

What  willfulnefs  is  this  ?  —  I  come,  I  come.  [Knock. 
Who  knocks  fo  hard  ?  whence  come  you  ;  what's  your 
will  ? 

Nurfe.  [Within.]  Let  me  come  in,  and  you  lliall  know 
my  errand : 
I  come  from  lady  Juliet. 
Fri.  Welcome  then. 

Enter  Nurfe. 

Nurfe.  O  holy  Friar,  oh,  tell  me,  holy  Friar, 
Where  is  rny  lady's  lord?  where's  Romeo? 

Fri.  There,  on  the  ground,  with  his  own  tears  made 
drunk. 

Nurfe.  O  he  is  even  in  my  miurefs'  cafe, 
J uft  in  her  cafe,  O  woful  fympathy  ! 
piteous  predicament !  even  fo  lies  ihe, 

Blubb'ring 
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Blubb'ring  and  weeping,  weeping  and  blubbering. 

Stand  up,  ftand  up  ;  Stand,  an1  you  be  a  Man  : 

For  Juliet's  Sake,  for  her  Sake,  rife  and  fland. 

Why  fhould  you  fall  inio  fo  deep  an  oh  ! «  - 

Rom.  Nurfe!  

Nurfe.  Ah  Sir  !  ah  Sir  !  i —  Death  is  the  end  of  all. 

Rom.  Speak'ft  thou  of  Juliet  ?  how  is  it  with  her  ? 
Doth  not  fhe  think  me  an  old  murtherer, 
Now  I  have  ftain'd  the  child-hood  of  our  joy 
With  blood,  removed  but  little  from  her  own  ? 
Where  is  Ihe  ?  and  how  does  me  ?  and  what  fays 
My  conceal'd  lady  to  our  cancelPd  love  ? 

Nurfe.  O,  me  fays  nothing,  Sir ;  but  weeps  and  weeps ; 
And  now  falls  on  her  bed,  and  then  ftarts  up ; 
And  Tybalt  cries,  and  then  on  Romeo  calls, 
And  then  down  falls  again. 

Rom.  As  if  that  name, 
Shot  from  the  deadly  level  of  a  gun, 
Did  murther  her,  as  that  name's  curfed  hand 
Murther'd  her  kinfman. — Tell  me,  Friar,  tell  me, 
In  what  vile  part  of  this  anatomy 
Doth  my  name  lodge  ?  tell  me,  that  I  may  fack 
The  hateful  manfion.  [Drawing  his  Sword. 

Fri.  Hold  thy  defperate  hand  : 
Thy  tears  are  womanifh,  thy  wild  acts  denote 
Th'  unreafonable  fury  of  a  beaft. 
Unfeemly  Woman  in  a  feeming  Man ! 
And  ill-befeeming  Beaft  in  feeming  Both  ! 
Thou  haft  amaz'd  me.    By  my  holy  Order, 
I  thought  thy  difpofition  better  ternper'd. 
Haft  thou  flain  Tybalt  ?  wilt  thou  flay  thy  feif  ? 
And  flay  thy  lady,  that  in,  thy  life  lives, 
By  doing  damned  Hate  upon  thy  felf  ? 
Why  raiPft  thou  on  thy  Birth,  the  Heav'n,  and  Earth, 
Since  Birth,  and  Heav'n,  and  Earth,  all  three  do  meet 
In  thee  at  once,  which  Thou  at  once  vvould'ft  lofe  ? 
Fie  !  fie  !  thou  fham'ft  thy  Shape,  thy  Love,  thy  Wit, 
Which,  like  an  Ufurer,  abound'ft  in  all, 
And  ufeft  none  in  that  true  ufe  indeed, 
Which  fhould  bedeck  thy  Shape,  thy  Love,  thy  Wit. 
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Thy  noble  Shape  is  but  a  Form  of  Wax, 
Digrelfing  from  the  Valour  of  a  Man ; 
Thy  dear  Love  fworn,  but  hollow  Perjury, 
Killing  that  Love,  which  thou  haft  vow'd  to  cherifh. 
Thy  Wit,  that  Ornament  to  Shape  and  Love, 
Mif-lhapen  in  the  Conduct  of  them  Both, 
Like  Powder  in  a  skill-lefs  Soldier's  Flask, 
Is  fet  on  Fire  by  thine  own  Ignorance, 
And  thou  difmember'd  with  thine  own  Defenfe. 
What,  roufe  thee,  man,  thy  Juliet  is  alive, 
For  whofe  dear  fake  thou  waft  but  lately  dead  : 
There  art  thou  happy.    Tybalt  would  kill  thee, 
But  thou  ilew'ft  Tybalt;  there  thou'rt  happy  too. 
The  law,  that  threatned  death,  became  thy  friend., 
And  turn'd  it  to  exile ;  there  art  thou  happy ; 
A  pack  of  bleflings  light  upon  thy  back, 
Happinefs  courts  thee  in  her  beft  array, 
But,  like  a  misbehaved  and  fullen  wench, 
Thou  pout'ft  upon  thy  fortune  and  thy  love. 
Take  heed,  take  heed,  for  fuch  die  miferable. 
Go,  get  thee  to  thy  love,  as  was  decreed, 
Afcend  her  chamber,  hence  and  comfort  her : 
But,  look,  thou  ftay  not  'till  the  Watch  be  fet 
For  then  thou  canft  not  pafs  to  Mantua : 
Where  thou  (halt  live,  'till  we  can  find  a  time 
To  blaze  your  marriage,  reconcile  your  friends, 
Beg  pardon  of  thy  Prince,  and  call  thee  back 
With  twenty  hundred  thoufand  times  more  joy, 
Than  thou  went'ft  forth  in  lamentation. 
Go  before,  nurfe ;  commend  me  to  thy  lady, 
And  bid  her  haften  all  the  houfe  to  bed, 
Which  heavy  forrow  makes  them  apt  unto. 
Romeo  is  coming. 

Nurfe.  O  lord,  I  could  have  {laid  here  all  night  Ion 
To  hear  good  counfel :  oh,  what  Learning  is ! 
My  lord,  I'll  tell  my  lady  you  will  come. 

Rom.  Do  fo,  and  bid  my  Sweet  prepare  to  chide. 

Nurfe*  Here,  Sir,  a  ring  fhe  bid  me  give  you,  Sir  : 
Hie  you,  make  hafte,  for  it  grows  very  late. 

Rom.  How  well  my  comfort  h  rev  iv'd  by  this ! 
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Tri.  Sojourn  in  Mantua ;  I'll  find  out  your  man, 
And  he  ftiall  fignifie  from  time  to  time 
Every  good  hap  to  you,  that  chances  here  : 
Give  me  thy  hand,  'tis  late,  farewel,  good  night. 

Rom.  But  that  a  joy,  paft  joy,  calls  out  on  me, 
It  were  a  grief,  fo  brief  to  part  with  thee.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  CapuletV  Houfe. 

Enter  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  and  Paris. 

Cap.  ^"T^Hings  have  fallen  out,  Sir,  fo  unluckily, 

JL    That  we  have,  had  no  time  to  move  our 
daughter : 

Look  you,  flic  lov'd  her  kinfman  Tybalt  d early ; 
And  fo  did  I. — .Well,  we  were  born  to  die.  — - 
'Tis  very  late,  ftie'll  not  come  down  to  night. 
I  promife  you,  but  for  your  Company, 
I  would  have  been  a-bed  an  hour  ago. 

Par.  Thefe  times  of  woe  afford  no  time  to  wooe  : 
Madam,  good  night ;  commend  me  to  your  daughter. 

La.  Cap.  I  will,  and  know  her  mind  early  to 
morrow : 

To  night  ftie's  mew'd  up  to  her  heavinefs. 

Cap.  Sir  Parts,  I  will  make  a  defperate  tender 
Of  my  child's  love  :  I  think,  (he  will  be  rul'd 
In  all  refpecls  by  me ;  nay  more,  I  doubt  it  not. 
Wife,  go  you  to  her  ere  you  go  to  bed ; 
Acquaint  her  here  with  my  fon  Pans'1  love, 

And  bid  her,  mark  you  me,  on  Wednesday  next,  

But,  foft ;  what  day  is  this  ? 

Par.  Monday,  my  lord. 

Cap.  Monday?   Ha!    ha!    well,   Wednefday   is  to* 
foon, 

On  Thurfday  let  it  be :  o'  Thurfday,  tell  her, 
She  ftiall  be  married  to  this  noble  Earh 
Will  you  be  ready  ?  Do  you  like  this  Hafte  ? 
We'll  keep  no  great  a- do — a  friend  or  two 
For,  hark  you,  Tybalt  being  flain  fo  late, 
It  may  be  thought  we  held  him  carelefly, 

Being 
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Being  our  kinfman,  if  we  revel  much  : 
Therefore  we'll  have  fome  half  a  dozen  friends, 
And  there's  an  end.    But  what  fay  you  to  Thurfday  ? 

Par.  My  lord,  I  would  that  Thurfday  were  to  morrow. 

Cap.  Well,  get  you  gone — on  Thurfday  be  it  then : 
Go  you  to  Juliet  ere  you  go  to  bed,  [To  lady  Cap. 

Prepare  her,  wife,  againll  this  wedding-day. 

Farewel,  my  lord  light  to  my  chamber,  hoa ! 

Tore  me,  it  is  fo  very  late,  that  we 

May  call  it  early  by  and  by.    Good  night.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE,  Juliet'*  Chamber  looking  to  the 
Garden* 

Enter  Romeo  and  Juliet,  above  at  a  window ;  a  ladder 
of  ropes  fet. 

Jul  TI  7 lit  thou  be  gone  ?  it  is  not  yet  near  day  : 

VV    It  was  the  Nightingale,  and  not  the  Lark, 
That  piere'd  the  fearful  hollow  of  thine  ear; 
Nightly  {he  fmgs  on  yon  pomgranate  tree : 
Believe  me,  love,  it  was  the  nightingale. 

Rom.  It  was  the  Lark,  the  herald  of  the  morn, 
No  Nightingale.    Look,  love,  what  envious  ftreaks 
Do  lace  the  fevering  clouds  in  yonder  eaft : 
Night's  candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day 
Stands  tiptoe  on  the  mifty  mountains'  tops. 
I  muft  be  gone  and  live,  or  flay  and  die. 

Jul.  Yon  light  is  not  day-light,  I  know  it  well : 
It  is  fome  meteor  that  the  Sun  exhales, 
To  be  to  thee  this  night  a  torch- bearer, 
And  light  thee  on  thy  way  to  Mantua ; 
Then  ftay  a  while,  thou  male  not  go  fo  foon. 

Rom.  Let  me  be  ta'en,  let  me  be  put  to  death, 
I  am  content,  if  thou  wilt  have  it  fo. 
I'll  fay,  yon  gray  is  not  the  morning's  eye, 
'Tis  but  the  pale  reflex  of  Cynthia's  brow  ; 
Nor  that  is  not  the  lark,  whofe  notes  do  beat 
The  vaulty  heav'ns  fo  high  above  our  heads. 
I  have  more  care  to  flay,  than  will  to  go. 
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Come  death,  and  welcome  :  Juliet  wills  it  fo. 
How  is't,  my  Soul  ?  let's  talk,  it  is  not  day. 

Jul.  It  is,  it  is ;  hie  hence,  be  gone,  away  : 
It  is  the  lark  that  tings  fo  out  of  tune, 
Straining  harm  difcords,  and  unpleafing  fharps. 
Some  fay,  the  lark  makes  fweet  divifion ; 
This  doth  not  fo  :  for  me  divideth  us. 
Some  fay,  the  lark  and  loathed  toad  change  eyes ; 
O,  now  I  would  they  had  chang'd  voices  too ! 

0  now  be  gone,  more  light  and  light  it  grows. 

Rom.  More  light  and  light?  —  More  dark  and  dark 
our  Woes. 

Enter  Nurfe. 

Nurfe.  Madam,  ■  ■ 
Jul.  Nurfe? 

Nurfe.  Your  lady  mother's  coming  to  your  chamber : 
The  day  is  broke,  be  wary,  look  about.      {Exit  Nurfe. 
Jul.  Then,  Window,  let  Day  in,  and  1st  Life  out. 
Rom.  Farewel,  farewel ;  one  Kifs,  and  I'll  defcend. 

[Romeo  defcends. 

Jul.  Art  thou  gone  fo?  love!  lord!  ah  husband! 
friend  ! 

1  muft  hear  from  thee  ev'ry  day  in  th'  hour, 
For  in  a  minute  there  are  many  days. 

O,  by  this  count  I  fhall.be  much  in  years, 
Ere  I  again  behold  my  Romeo. 

Rom.  Farewel :  I  will  omit  no  opportunity, 
That  may  convey  my  greetings,  love,  to  thee. 

Jul.  O  think'ft  thou,  we  mail  ever  meet  again  ? 

Rem.  I  doubt  it  not ;  and  all  thefe  woes  (hall  ferve 
For  fweet  difcourfes,  in  our  time  to  come. 

Jul.  O  God  !  I  have  an  ill-divining  foul.— 
Methinks,  I  fee  thee,  now  thou  art  below, 
As  one  dead  in  the  bottom  of  a  tomb  : 
Either  my  eye-fight  fails,  or  thou  look'ft  pale. 

Rom.  And  truft  me,  love,  in  mine  eye  fo  do  you  : 
Dry  Sorrow  drinks  our  blood.    Adieu,  adieu. 

[Exit  Romeo. 

Jul.  Oh  fortune,  fortune,  all  men  call  thee  fickle  1 
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If  thou  art  fickle,  what  dofl  thou  with  him 
That  is  renown'd  for  faith  ?  be  fickle,  fortune  ; 
For  then,  I  hope,  thou  wilt  not  keep  him  long, 
But  fend  him  back. 

Enter  lady  Capulet. 
La.  Cap.  Ho,  daughter,  are  you  up  ? 
Jul.  Who  is't,  that  calls  ?  is  it  my  lady  mother  ? 
What  unaccuftom'd  caufe  procures  her  hither  ? 
La.  Cap.  Why,  how  now,  Juliet  ? 
Jul.  Madam,  I  am  not  well. 

La.  Cap.  Evermore  weeping  for  your  counVs  death  ? 
What,  wilt  thou  wafii  him  from  his  Grave  with  tears  ? 
An'  if  thou  could'ft,  thou  could'ft  not  make  him  live  ; 
Therefore,  have  done.    Some  Grief  fhews  much  of 
Love ; 

But  much  of  Grief  fhews  full  fome  want  of  Wit, 

Jul.  Yet  let  me  weep  for  fuch  a  feeling  lofs. 

La.  Cap.  So  mall  you  feel  the  Lofs,  but  not  the  Friend 
Which  you  do  weep  for. 

Jul.  Feeling  fo  the  Lofs, 
I  cannot  chufe  but  ever  weep  the  Friend. 

La.  Cap.  Well,  girl,  thou  weep'ft  not  fo  much  for 
his  death, 

As  that  the  villain  lives  which  flaughter'd  him. 

Jul.  What  villain,  Madam  ? 

La.  Cap.  That  fame  villain,  Romeo. 

Jul.  Villain  and  he  are  many  miles  afunder. 
God  pardon  him  !  I  do,  with  all  my  Heart : 
And,  yet,  No  Man  like  He  doth  grieve  my  Heart. 

La.  Cap.  That  is,  becaufe  the  Traytor  lives. 

Jul.  I,  Madam,  from  the  Reach  of  thefe  my  hands :  — 
'Would,  None  but  I  might  venge  my  Coufins  Death  ! 

La.  Cap.  We  will  have  Vengeance  for  it,  fear  Thou 
not : 

Then  weep  no  more.    Til  fend  to  one  in  Mantua f 
Where  That  fame  baniftYd  Runagate  doth  live, 
Shall  give  him  fuch  an  unaccuftom'd  Dram, 
That  he  fhall  foon  keep  Tybalt  Company. 
And  then,  I  hope,  thou  wilt  be  fatisfy'd. 
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Jul.  Indeed,  I  never  fhall  be  fatisfied 
With  Romeo,  till  I  behold  him  —  dead 
Is  my  poor  heart  fo  for  a  Kinfman  vext. 
Madam,  if  You  could  find  out  but  a  Man 
To  bear  a  poyfon,  I  would  temper  it ; 
That  Romeo  mould  upon  receipt  thereof 

Soon  lleep  in  Quiet.  O,  how  my  heart  abhors 

To  hear  him  nam'd, — and  cannot  come  to  him — • 
To  wreak  the  Love  I  bore  my  flaughter'd  Coufin, 
Upon  his  body  that  hath  flaughter'd  him. 

La.  Cap.  Find  Thou  the  Means,  and  1*11  find  fuch  a 
Man. 

But  now  I'll  tell  thee  joyful  Tidings,  Girl. 

Jul.  And  joy  comes  well  in  fuch  a  needful  time. 
What  are  they,  I  befeech  your  ladyfhip  ? 

La.  Cap.  Well,  well,  thou  haft  a  careful  father,  child  5 
One,  who,  to  put  thee  from  thy  heavinefs, 
Hath  fbrted  out  a  fudden  day  of  joy, 
That  thou  expe&s  not,  nor  I  look'd  not  for. 

Jul.  Madam,  in  happy  time,  what  day  is  this  ? 

La.  Cap.  Marry,  my  child,  early  next  Tburfday  morn, 
The  gallant,  young  and  noble  Gentleman, 
The  County  Paris,  at  St.  Peters  church, 
Shall  happily  make  thee  a  joyful  bride. 

Jul.  Now,  by  St.  Peter  %  church,  and  Peter  too, 
He  fhall  not  make  me  there  a  joyful  bride. 
I  wonder  at  this  hafte,  that  I  muft  wed 
Ere  he,  that  muft  be  husband,  comes  to  wooe. 
I  pray  you,  tell  my  lord  and  father,  Madam, 
I  will  not  marry  yet :  and  when  I  do, 
It  fhall  be  Romeo,  whom  you  know  I  hate, 
Rather  than  Paris.  Thefe  are  news,  indeed ! 

La.  Cap.  Here  comes  your  father,  tell  him  fo  your 
felf, 

And  fee,  how  he  will  take  it  at  your  hands. 

Enter  Capulet,  and  Nurfe. 

Cap.  When  the  Sun  fets,  the  Air  doth  drizzk  Dew ; 
But  for  the  Sunfet  of  my  Brother's  Soft 
It  rains  downright.  ■ 

How 
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How  now  ?  a  conduit,  girl  ?  v/hat,  ftill  in  tears  ? 
Evermore  fhow'ring?  in  one  little  body 
Thou  counterfeit'/*  a  bark,  a  fea,  a  wind  ; 
For  ftill  thy  eyes,  which  I  may  call  the  fea, 
Do  ebb  and  flow  with  tears ;  the  bark  thy  body  is, 
Sailing  in  this  fait  flood  :  the  winds  thy  fighs, 
Which,  raging  with  thy  tears,  and  they  with  them, 
Without  a  fudden  calm,  will  overfet 

Thy  tempeft- totted  body  How  now,  wife  ? 

Have  you  delivered  to  her  our  decree  ? 

La.  Cap.  Ay,  Sir;  but  flie  will  none,  Ihe  gives  you 
thanks : 

I  would,  the  fool  were  married  to  her  Grave  ? 

Cap.  Soft,  take  me  with  you,  take  me  with  you, 
wife. 

How,  will  fhe  none  ?  doth  fhe  not  give  us  thanks  ? 
Is  fhe  not  proud,  doth  fhe  not  count  her  bleft, 
Unworthy  as  fhe  is,  that  we  have  wrought 
So  worthy  a  gentleman  to  be  her  bridegroom  ? 

Jul.  Not  proud,  you  have ;  but  thankful,  that  you 
have. 

Proud  can  I  never  be  of  what  I  hate, 

But  thankful  even  for  hate,  that  is  meant  love. 

Cap.  How  now !  how  now  !  Chop  Logick  ?  What  is 
This  ? 

Proud  !  and  I  thank  you  !  and  I  thank  you  not ! 

And  yet  not  proud  !          Why,  Miftrefs  Minion,  You, 

Thank  me  no  thankings,  nor  proud  me  no  prouds, 

But  fettle  your  fine  joints  'gainit.  Thurfday  next, 

To  go  with  Paris  to  Saint  Peters  church  : 

Or  1  will  drag  thee  on  a  hurdle  thither. 

Out,  you  green- ficknefs-carrion  !  Out,  you  baggage  ! 

You  Tallow-face ! 

La.  Cap.  Fie,  fie,  what,  are  you  mad  ? 

Jul.  Good  father,  I  befeech  you  on  my  knees, 
Hear  me  with  Patience,  but  to  fpeak  a  word. 

Cap.  Hang  thee,  young  baggage  !  difobedient  wretch  ! 
I  tell  thee  what,  get  thee  to  church  o1  "Thurfday, 
Or  never  after  look  me  in  the  face. 
Speak  not,  reply  not,  do  not  anfwer  me  ; 

My 
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My  fingers  itch.    Wife,  we  fcarce  thought  us  bled, 
That  God  had  fent  us  but  this  only  child ; 
But  now  I  fee  this  One  is  one  too  much, 
And  that  we  have  a  Curfe  in  having  her : 
Out  on  her,  hilding  !  ■ 

Nurfc.  God  in  heaven  blefs  her  I 
You  are  to  blame,  my  lord,  to  rate  her  fo. 

Cap.  And  why,  my  lady  Wifdom  ?  hold  your  tongue, 
Good  Prudence,  fmatter  with  your  gofTips,  go. 

Nurfe.  I  fpeak  no  treafon — O,  god-ye-good-den— 
May  not  one  fpeak  ? 

Cap.  Peace,  peace,  you  mumbling  fool ; 
Utter  your  gravity  o'er  a  goffip's  bowl, 
For  here  we  need  it  not. 

La.  Cap.  You  are  too  hot. 

Cap.  God's  bread !  it  makes  me  mad  :  day,  night, 
late,  early, 
At  home,  abroad,  alone,  in  company, 
Waking,  or  fleeping,  (till  my  care  hath  been 
To  have  her  matched  ;  and  having  now  provided 
A  gentleman  of  noble  parentage, 
Of  fair  demeafns,  youthful,  and  nobly  allied, 
StufF'd,  as  they  fay,  with  honourable  parts, 
Proportion'd  as  one's  thought  would  wifh  a  man  : 
And  then  to  have  a  wretched  puling  fool, 
A  whining mammet,  in  her  fortune's  Tender, 

To  anfwer,  Fil  not  wed,  —  I  cannot  love,  

I  am  too  young, — I  pray  you,  pardon  me 

But,  if  you  will  not  wed,  I'll  pardon  you  : 

Graze  where  you  will,  you  £hall  not  houfe  with  me  ; 

Look  to't,  think  on't,  I  do  not  ufe  to  jeft. 

^Ihurfday  is  near  ;  lay  hand  on  heart,  advife; 

If  you  be  mine,  I'll  give  you  to  my  friend  : 

If  you  be  not,*  hang,  beg,  flarve,  die  i'th*  ftreets ; 

For  by  my  foul,  FU  ne'er  acknowledge  thee, 

Nor  what  is  mine  (hail  ever  do  thee  good  : 

Truftto't,  bethink  you,  I'll  not  be  forfworn.  [Exit* 

Jul.  Is  there  no  pity  fitting  in  the  clouds, 
That  fees  into  the  bottom  of  my  grief  ? 
O,  fweet  my  mother,  call  me  not  away, 

Delay 
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Delay  this  marriage  for  a  month,  a  week  ; 
Or,  if  you  do  not,  make  the  bridal  bed 
In  that  dim  monument  where  Tybalt  lies 

La.  Cap.  Talk  not  to  me  for  I'll  not  fpeak  a  word : 
Do  as  thou  wilt,  for  I  have  done  with  thee  r*v,v 

>i  °G°d!  °Nurfe,  how  mall  this  be  prevent  J 
My  Husband  is  on  Earth ;  my  Faith  in  Heav'n  ■ 
How  (hail  that  Faith  return  again  to  Earth  ' 
Unlefs  that  Husband  fend  it  me  from  Heav'n 
By  leaving  Earth!  — Comfort  me,  counfelme. 
Alack,  alack,  that  heav'n  mould  pradife  ftratagems 
Upon  fo  foft  a  fubjeft  as.  myfdf  f 
What  fay 'ft  thou  ?  haft  thou  not  a  word  of  Joy  i 
Some  Comfort,  Nurfe.  • 

Nurfe.  Faith,  here  it  is  : 
Romeo  is  banilh'd  ;  all  the  world  to  nothing, 
That  he  dares  ne'er  come  back  to  challenge  you ; 
Or  if  he  do,  it  needs  muft  be  by  ftealth. 
Then  fince  the  cafe  fo  ftands,  as  now  it  doth, 
I  think  it  beft,  you  married  with  the  Count. 
Oh,  he's  a  lovely  gentleman  ! 
Romeo's  a  dilh-clout  to  him ;  an  eagle,  Madam, 
Hath  not  fo  green,  fo  quick,  fo  fair  an  eye 
As  Paris  hath.    Befhrew  my  very  heart, 
I  think  you  happy  in  this  fecond  match, 
For  it  excels  your  firft;  or  if  it  did  not, 
Your  firft  is  dead  ;  or  'twere  as  good  he  were, 
As  living  here,  and  you  no  ufe  of  him. 

Jul.  Speak 'ft  thou  from  thy  heart  ? 

Nurfe.  And  from  my  Soul  too, 
Or  elfe  befhrew  them  both. 

Jul.  Amen. 

Nurfe.  What  ? 

Jul.  Well,  thou  haft  comforted  me  marvellous  much ; 
Go  in,  and  tell  my  lady  I  am  gone, 
Having  difpleas'd  my  father,  to  Lawrence*  cell, 
To  make  confeffion,  and  to  be  abfolved. 

Nurfe.  Marry,  I  will ;  and  this  is  wifely  done. 

{Exit. 

JJ.  Ancient  Damnation !  O  moll  wicked  Fiend  I 

Is 
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Is  it  more  fin  to  wifti  me  thus  forfworn, 

Or  to  difpraife  my  lord  with  that  fame  tongue 

Which  (he  hath  prais'd  him  with  above  compare, 

So  many  thoufand  times  ?  go,  Counfellor,  

Thou  and  my  bofom  henceforth  mail  be  twain  : 

I'll  to  the  Friar,  to  know  his  remedy  : 

If  all  eJfe  fail,  myfelf  have  power  to  die.  [Bxk 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE,  the  Monastery. 

Enter  Friar  Lawrence  and  Paris. 

Friar. 

ON  TburfJay,  Sir !  the  time  is  very  more. 
Par.  My  father  Capulet  will  have  it  fo, 
And  I  am  nothing  flow  to  flack  his  hade.' 
Fri.  You  fay,  you  do  not  know  the  lady's  mind  : 
Uneven  is  this  courfe,  I  like  it  not. 

Par.  Immoderately  fhe  weeps  for  Tybalt's  death 
And  therefore  have  I  little  talk'd  of  love, 
For  Venus  fmiles  not  in  a  houfe  of  tears. 
Now,  Sir,  her  father  counts  it  dangerous, 
That  fhe  ftiould  give  her  forrow  fo  much  fway  : 
And,  in  his  wifdom,  haftes  our  marriage, 
To  flop  the  inundation  of  her  tears ; 
Which,  too  much  minded  by  herfelf  alone, 
May  be  put  from  her  by  fociety. 
Now  do  you  know  the  reafon  of  this  hafte  ? 

FrL  I  would,  I  knew  not  why  it  mould  be  flow'd. 

Look,  Sir,  here  comes  the  lady  tovv'rds  my  cell.^*' * 
Enter  Juliet. 
Par.  Welcome,  my  love,  my  lady  and  my  wife  ! 
Jul.  That  may  be,  Sir,  when  I  may  be  a  wife. 
Vo  l.  VIII.  D  Par 
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Par.  That  may  be,  muft  be,  Love,  on  Thurfdax  next. 
Jul.  What  muft  be,  mail  be.  J 
Fri.  .That's  a  certain  text. 

Par.  Come  you  to  make  confefllon  to  this  father  ? 

Jul.  To  anfwer  That,  were  to  confefs  to  you. 

Par.  Do  not  deny  to  him,  that  you  love  me. 

Jul.  I  will  confefs  to  you,  that  I  love  him. 

Par.  So  will  ye,  I  am  fure,  that  you  love  me. 

Jul.  If  I  do  fo,  it  will  be  of  more  price 
Being  fpoke  behind  your  back,  than  to  your  face. 

Par.  Poor  foul,  thy  face  is  much  abus'd  with  tears. 

JuL  The  tears  have  got  fmall  victory  by  that : 
For  it  was  bad  enough  before  their  fpight. 

Par.  Thou  wrong'ft  it,  more  than  tears,  with  that 
report. 

Jul.  That  is  no  flander,  Sir,  which  is  but  truth, 
And  what  I  fpeak,  I  fpeak  it  to  my  face. 

Par.  Thy  face  is  mine,  and  thou  haft  ftander'd  it. 

Jul.  It  may  be  fo,  for  it  is  not  mine  own. 
Are  you  at  leifure,  holy  father,  now, 
Or  mall  I  come  to  you  at  evening  mafs  ? 

Fri.  My  leifure  ferves  me,  penfive  daughter,  now. 
My  lord,  I  muft  intreat  the  time  alone. 

Par.  God  ftiield,  I  fhould  difturb  devotion  : 
Juliet,  on  Tburfday  early  will  I  rowze  you  : 
Till  then,  adieu  !  and  keep  this  holy  kiis. 

[Exit  Paris. 

Jul.  Go,  fccrt  the  door,  and  when  thou  haft  done  fo, 
Come  weep  wifti  me,  paft  hope,  paft  cure,  paft  help. 

Fri.  O  Juliet,  I  already  know  thy  grief. 
It  {trains  me  paft  the  Compafs  of  my  Wits. 
I  hear,  you  muft,  and  nothing  may  prorogue  it, 
On  Jburfday  next  be  married  to  this  Count. 

Jul.  Tell  me  not,  Friar,  that  thou  hear'ft  of  this, 
Unlefs  thou  tell  me  how  I  may  prevent  it. 
If  in  thy  wifdom  thou  canft  give  no  help, 
Do  thou  but  call  my  refolution  wife, 
And  with  this  knife  I'll  help  it  prefently. 
God  join'd  my  heart  and  Romeo's  ;  thou,  our  hands ; 
And  ere  this  hand,  by  thee  to  Romeo  feaPd, 

Shall 
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Shall  be  the  label  to  another  deed, 
Or  my  true  heart  with  treacherous  revolt 
Turn  to  another,  this  fhall  flay  them  both  : 
Therefore  out  of  thy  long-experienc'd  time, 
Give  me  fome  prefent  counfel ;  or,  behold, 
'Twixt  my  extreams  and  me  this  bloody  knife 
Shall  play  the  umpire ;  arbitrating  that, 
Which  the  commiflion  of  thy  years  and  art 
Could  to  no  iflue  of  true  honour  bring : 
Be  not  fo  long  to  fpeak ;  I  long  to  die, 
If  what  thou  fpeak'ft  fpeak  not  of  remedy. 

Fri.  Hold,  daughter,  I  do  Ypy  a  kind  of  hope, 
Which  craves  as  defperate  an  execution, 
As  That  is  defp'rate  which  we  would  prevent. 
If,  rather  than  to  marry  County  Paris, 
Thou  haft  the  ftrength  of  will  to  flay  thyfelf, 
Then  it  is  likely,  thou  wilt  undertake 
A  thing  like  death  to  chide  away  this  fliame, 
That  cop'ft  with  death  himfelf,  to  Ycape  from  it : 
And  if  thou  dar'ft,  Til  give  thee  remedy. 

Jul.  O,  bid  me  leap,  rather  than  marry  Paris, 
From  off  the  battlements  of  yonder  tower : 
Or  chain  me  to  fome  fteepy  mountain's  top, 
Where  roaring  bears  and  lavage  lions  roam ; 
Or  fhut  me  nightly  in  a  charnel-houfe, 
O'er-cover'd  quite  with  dead  mens'  rattling  bones, 
With  reeky  fhanks,  and  yellow  chaplefs  fculls ; 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  Grave, 
And  hide  me  with  a  dead  man  in  his  fliroud  ; 
(Things,  that  to  hear  them  nam'd,  have  made  me  trem- 
ble ;) 

And  I  will  do  it  without  fear  or  doubt, 
To  live  an  unftain'd  wife  to  my  fweet  love. 

Fri.  Hold,  then,  go  home,  be  merry,  give  confent 
To  marry  Paris ;  Wednefday  is  to  morrow  ; 
To  morrow  Night,  look,  that  thou  lye  alone. 
(Let  not  thy  Nurfe  lye  with  thee  in  thy  chamber ;) 
Take  thou  this  vial,  being  then  in  Bed, 
And  this  diftilled  liquor  drink  thou  off ; 
When  prefently  through  all  thy  veins  fhall  run 

D  2  A  cola 
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A  cold  and  drowfie  humour,  which  mail  feize 
Each  vital  fpirit ;  for  no  Pulfe  lhall  keep 
His  nat'ral  progrefs,  but  furceafe  to  beat. 
No  warmth,  no  breath,  lhall  teftify  thou  lived  ; 
The  rofes  in  thy  lips  and  cheeks  mall  fade 
To  paly  afhes ;  thy  eyes'  windows  fall, 
Like  death,  when  he  Ihuts  up  the  day  of  life ; 
Each  Part,  depriv'd  of  fupple  Government, 
Shall  ftiff,  and  Hark,  and  cold  appear  like  Death  : 
And  in  this  borrowed  likenefs  of  fhrunk  death 
Thou  (halt  continue  two  and  forty  hours, 
And  then  awake,  as  from  a  pleaiant  deep. 
Now  when  the  bridegroom  in  the  morning  comes 
To  rowfe  thee  from  thy  bed,  there  art  thou  dead  : 
Then,  as  the  manner  of  our  Country  is, 
In  thy  beft  robes  uncover'd  on  the  bier, 
Be  borne  to  burial  in  thy  kindred's  Grave  : 
Thou  malt  be  borne  to  that  fame  antient  vault, 
Where  all  the  kindred  of  the  Capulets  lye. 
In  the  mean  time,  againft  thou  malt  awake, 
Shall  Romeo  by  my  letters  know  our  drift, 
And  hither  lhall  he  come ;  and  he  and  1 
Will  watch  thy  Waking,  and  that  very  night 
Shall  Romeo  bear  thee  hence  to  Mantua ; 
And  This  (hall  free  thee  from  this  prefent  Shame, 
If  no  unconftant  toy,  n3r  womanifh  fear, 
Abate  thy  valour  in  the  acting  it. 

Jul,  Give  me,  oh  give  me,  tell  me  not  of  fear. 

[Takwg  the  t'iaL 

Tri.  Hold,  get  you  gone,  be  flrong  and  profperous 
In  this  Refolve  ;  Til  fend  a  Friar  with  fpeed 
To  Mantua,  with  my  letters  to  thy  lord. 

Jul.  Love,  give  me  ftrength,  and  ftrength  mall  help 
afford. 

Farewel,  dear  father  I  ■  {Exeunt. 
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SCENE  changes  to  Capulet'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  Nurfe,  and  two  or  three 
Servants. 

Cap.  QO  many  Guefts  invite,  as  here  are  writ; 
O  Sirrah,  go  hire  me  twenty  cunning  cooks. 

Ser.  You  fhall  have  none  ill,  Sir,  for  I'll  try  if  they 
can  lick  their  fingers. 

Cap.  How  canfl  thou  try  them  fo  ? 

Ser,  Marry,  Sir,  'tis  an  ill  cook  that  cannot  lick  his 
own  fingers :  therefore  he  that  cannot  lick  his  fingers, 
goes  not  with  me. 

Cap.  Go,  be  gone. 
We  fhall  be  much  unfurnifiYd  for  this  time  i 
What,  is  my  daughter  gone  to  Friar  Lawrence  ? 

Nurfe.  Ay,  forfooth. 

Cap.  Well,  he  may  chance  to  do  fome  good  on  her  : 
A  peevilh  felf-will'd  harlotry  it  is. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Nurfe.  See,  where  fhe  comes  from  Shrifc  with  merry 
Look. 

Cap.  How  now,  my  head-ftrong  ?  where  have  you 
been  gadding  ? 

Jul.  Where  I  have  learnt  me  to  repent  the  fin 
Of  difobedient  oppofition 
To  You  and  your  Behefts ;  and  am  enjoin' d 
By  holy  Lawrence  to  fall  proftrate  here, 
And  beg  your  pardon :  Pardon,  I  befeech  you  ! 
Henceforward  I  am  ever  ruPd  by  you. 

Cap.  Send  for  the  County,  go,  tell  him  of  this, 
I'll  have  this  knot  knit  up  to  morrow  morning. 

Jul.  I  met  the  youthful  lord  at  Lawrence''  cell, 
And  gave  him  what  becoming  love  I  might,  4 
Not  flepping  o'er  the  bounds  of  Modefty. 

Cap.  Why,  I  am  glad  on't,  this  is  well,  fland  up  ; 
This  is  as't  mould  be ;  let  me  fee  the  County  : 
Ay,  marry,  go,  I  fay,  and  fetch  him  hither. 

D  3  Now, 
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Now,  afore  God,  this  reverend  holy  Friar,  ■■■  ■ 
All  our  whole  city  is  much  bound  to  him. 

Jul.  Nurfe,  will  you  go  with  me  into  my  clofet, 
To  help  me  fort  fuch  needful  ornaments 
As  you  think  fit  to  furnifh  me  to  morrow  ? 

La.  Cap.  No,  not  'till  Thurfday,  there  is  time  enough. 

Cap.  Go,  nurfe,  go  with  her ;  we'll  to  Church  to 
morrow.  [Exeunt  Juliet  and  Nurfe. 

La.  Cap.  We  mall  be  mort  in  our  provifion  ; 
*Tis  now  near  night. 

Cap.  Turn,  I  will  flir  about, 
And  all  things  mall  be  well,  I  warrant  thee,  wife : 
Go  thou  to  Juliet,  help  to  deck  up  her, 
Til  not  to  bed  to  night,  let  me  alone : 
1  11  play  the  houfewife  for  this  once. — What,  ho  ! 
They  are  all  forth ;  well,  I  will  walk  my  felf 
To  County  Paris,  to  prepare  him  up 
Againft  to  morrow.  My  heart's  wondrous  light, 
Since  this  fame  way-ward  girl  is  fo  reclaimed. 

[Exeunt  Capulet  and  lady  Capulet. 

SCENE  changes  to  JulietV  Chamber. 
Enter  Juliet  and  Nurfe. 

Jul.    A  Y,  thofe  attires  are  belt ;  but,  gentle  nurfe, 
J£\.  I  pray  thee,  leave  me  to  my  felf  to  night ; 
For  I  have  need  of  many  Orifons 
To  move  the  heav'ns  to  fmile  upon  my  State, 
Which,  well  thou  know'ft,  is  crofs,  and  full  of  Sia. 

Enter  lady  Capulet. 

La.  Cap.  What,  are  you  bufie,  do  you  need  my  help  ? 

Jul.  No,  Madam,  we  have  cull'd  fuch  neceilaries 
As  are  behoveful  for  our  (late  to  morrow : 
So  pleafe  you,  let  me  now  be  left  alone, 
And  let  the  nurfe  this  night  fit  up  with  you  : 
For,  I  am  Aire,  you  have  your  hands  full  all, 
In  this  fo  fudden  bufinefs. 

La,  Cap.  Good  night, 

Get 


Romeo  and  Juliet.  j% 

Get  thee  to  bed  and  reft,  for  thou  haft  need.      [£xaa  L 
Jul.  Farewel  — —  God  knows,  when  we  (hall  meet 
again ! 

I  have  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  veins, 

That  almoft  freezes  up  the  heat  of  life. 

I'll  call  them  back  again  to  comfort  me. 

Nurfe  —  what  lhould  lhe  do  here  ? 

My  difmal  fcene  I  needs  muft  ac~t  alone : 

Come,  vial— What  if  this  mixture  do  not  work  at  all  ? 

Shall  I  of  force  be  marry'd  to  the  Count  ? 

No,  no,  this  mall  forbid  it ;  lye  thou  there  ■ 

[Pointing  to  a  dagger. 
What  if  it  be  a  poifon,  which  the  Friar 
Subtly  hath  miniftred,  to  have  me  dead, 
Left  in  this  marriage  he  lhould  be  difhonour'd, 
Becaufe  he  married  me  before  to  Rvmeo? 
I  fear,  it  is ;  and  yet,  methinks,  it  mould  not, 
For  he  hath  ftill  been  tried  a  holy  man.— 
How,  if,  when  I  am  laid  into  the  tomb, 
I  wake  before  the  time  that  Romeo 
Comes  to  redeem  me  ?  there's  a  fearful  point ! 
Shall  I  not  then  be  ftifled  in  the  vault, 
To  whofe  foul  mouth  no  healthfome  air  breathes  in, 
And  there  be  ftrangled  ere  my  Romeo  comes  r 
Or,  if  I  live,  is  it  not  very  like, 
The  horrible  conceit  of  death  and  night,. 
Together  with  the  terror  of  the  place, 
(As  in  a  vault,  an  ancient  receptacle, 
Where,  for  thefe  many  hundred  years,  the  bones 
Of  all  my  buried  Anceftors  are  packt; 
Where  bloody  Tybalt,  yet  but  green  in  earth, 
Lies  feftring  in  his  fhroud  ;  where,  as  they  fay, 

At  fome  hours  in  the  night  fpirits  refort  ) 

Alas,  alas !  is  it  not  like,  that  I 

So  early  waking,  what  with  loathfome  fmells, 

And  lhrieks,  like  mandrakes  torn  out  of  the  earth, 

That  living  mortals,  hearing  them,  run  mad.  — — * 

Or,  if  I  wake,  fhall  I  not  be  diilraught, 

(Tnvironed  with  all  thefe  hideous  fears,) 

And  madly  play  with  my  fore-fathers'  joints,, 
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And  pluck  the  mangled  Tybalt  from  his  Ihroud  ? 
And  in  this  rage,  with  fome  great  kinfman's  bone, 
As  with  a  club,  dafh  out  my  defp'rate  brains  1 
O  look !  methinks,  I  fee  my  coufin's  ghoft 
Seeking  out  Romeo,  that  did  fpit  his  Body 

Upon  a  Rapier's  Point.  Stay,  Tybalt ,  flay! 

Romeo,  I  come !  this  do  I  drink  to  thee. 

[She  throws  kerf  elf  on  the  bed. 

SCENE  changes  to  Capulet's  Hall. 

Enter  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurfe. 

La,  Cap.  TT  OLD,  take  thefe  keys  and  fetch  more 
XTx       fpices,  nurfe. 
Nurfe.  They  call  for  dates  and  quinces  in  the  paftry. 

Enter  Capulet. 

Cap.  Come,  ftir,  ftir,  ftir,   the  fecond  cock  hath 
crow'd, 

The  curphew-bell  hath  rung,  'tis  three  o'clock  : 
Look  to  the  bak'd  Meats,  good  Angelica. 
Spare  not  for  Cod. 

Nurfe.  Go,  go,  you  cot-quean,  go; 
Get  you  to  bed;  faith,  you'll  be  fick  to  morrow, 
For  this  night's  watching. 

Cap.  No,  not  a  whit :  what,  I  have  watch'd  ere  now 
All  night  for  a  lefs  caufe,  and  ne'er  been  fick. 

La.  Cap.  Ay,  you  have  been  a  moufe-hunt  in  your 
time, 

But  I  will  watch  you,  from  fuch  watching,  now. 

[Ext.  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurfe. 

Cap.  A  jealous-hood,  a  jealous-hood  

Now,  fellow,  what's  there  ? 

Enter  three  or  four  with  fptts,  and  logs,  and  baskets. 

Ser.  Things  for  the  cook,  Sir,  but  I  know  not  what. 
Cap.  Make  hafte,  make  hafte ;  Sirrah,  fetch  drier  logs, 
Call  Peter,  he  will  mew  thee  where  they  are. 
Ser,  I  have  a  head,  Sir,  that  will  find  out  logs, 

And 
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And  never  trouble  Peter  for  the  matter. 

Cap.  'Mafs,  and  well  faid,  a  merry  horfon,  ha ! 
Thou  malt  be  logger-head.  —  good  faith,  'tis  day. 

[Play  mufick. 
The  County  will  be  here  with  mufick  ftraight, 
For  fo,  he  faid,  he  would.    I  hear  him  near. 
Nurfe, —  wife,  — what,  ho!  what,  nurfe,  I  fay  ? 

Enter  Nurfe. 

Go,  waken  Juliet,  go  and  trim  her  up, 
I'll  go  and  chat  with  Paris :  hie,  make  hafte, 
Make  hafte,  the  Bride-groom  he  is  come  already ; 
Make  hafte,  I  fay.     [Ex.  Capulet  and  Nurfe,  feverally* 

SCENE  changes  to  Juliet'i  Chamber,  Juliet 
on  a  led. 

Re- enter  Nurfe. 
Nurfe.  T\ /T  Iftrefs,  —  what,  miftrefs !  Juliet  —  Faft, 

IVX       I  warrant  her, 
Why,  lamb— why,  lady— Fie,  you  flug-a  bed  — » 
Why,  love,  I  fay — Madam,  fweet-heart — why,  bride — . 
What,  not  a  word !  you  take  your  pennyworths  now  ; . 
Sleep  for  a  week ;  for  the  next  night,  I  warrant, 
The  County  Paris  hath  fet  up  his  Reft, 
That  you  mail  reft  but  little  —  God  forgive  me 

Marry,  and  amen !  How  found  is  fhe  aileep  ? 

I  muft  needs  wake  her :  Madam,  madam,  madam, 

Ay,  let  the  County  take  you  in  your  bed  

He'll  fright  you  up,  i' faith.   Will  it  not  be  ? 

What  dreft,  and  in  your  cloaths  and  down  again  % 

I  muft  needs  wake  you  :  Lady,  lady,  lady— • 
Alas !  alas !  help  !  help  !  my  lady's  dead. 
O  well- a- day,  that  ever  I  was  born  ! 
Some  Aqua  vita?,  ho  !  my  lord,  my  lady  ! 

Enter  Lady  Capulet* 

Li.  Cap.  What  noife  is  here  ? 
Nurfe.  O  lamentable  day  ! 
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La.  Cap.  What's  the  matter? 

Nurfe.  Look,  oh  heavy  day ! 

La.  Cap.  Oh  me,  oh  me,  my  child,  my  only  life ! 
Revive,  look  up,  or  I  will  die  with  thee ; 
Help,  help !  call  help. 

Enter  Capulet. 

Cap.  For  fhame,  bring  Juliet  forth ;  her  lord  is  come, 

Nurfe.  She's  dead,  deceas'd,  fhe's  dead :  alack  the  day ! 

Cap.  Ha!  let  me  fee  her —  Out,  alas!  fhe's  cold  ;' 
Her  blood  is  fettled,  and  her  joints  are  ftiff; 
Life  and  thefe  lips  have  long  been  feparated : 
Death  lies  on  her,  like  an  untimely  froft 
Upon  the  fweeteft  flow'r  of  all  the  field. 
Accurfed  time  !  unfortunate  old  man  ! 
"  Nurfe.  O  lamentable  day  ! 

La.  Cap.  O  woeful  Time  ! 

Cap.  Death,  that  hath  ta'en  her  hence  to  make  me 
wail, 

Tyes  up  my  Tongue,  and  will  not  let  me  fpeak. 
Enter  Friar  Lawrence,  and  Paris  with  Muficians, 

Fri.  Come,  is  the  bride  ready  to  go  to  church  ? 
Cap.  Ready  to  go,  but  never  to  return. 

0  fon,  the  night  before  thy  wedding-day 

Hath  Death  lain  with  thy  wife :  fee,  there  fhe  lies, 
Flower  as  fhe  was,  defiower'd  now  by  him : 
Death  is  my  fon- in-law.  — — 

Par.  Have  I  thought  long  to  fee  this  morning's  face, 
And  doth  it  give  me  fuch  a  fight  as  this ! 

La.  Cap.  Accurs'd,  unhappy,  wretched,  hateful  day  \ 
Moft  miferable  hour,  that  Time  e'er  faw 
in  lading  labour  of  his  pilgrimage  ! 
But  one,  poor  one,  one  poor  and  loving  child, 
Bat  one  thing  to  rejoice  and  folace  in, 
And  cruel  death  hath  catch'd  it  from  my  fight. 

Nurfe.  Owoe!  oh  woful,  woful,  wofulday! 
Mod  lamentable  day  !  moft  woful  day  ! 
That  ever,  ever,  I  did  yet  behold. 

1  >ii  day  !  oh  day  !  oh  day  !  oh  hateful  day  ! 

Never 
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Never  was  feen  fo  black  a  day  as  this : 
Oh  woful  day,  oh  woful  day  ! 

Par.  Beguil'd,  divorced,  wronged,  fpighted,  flain, 
jMoft  deteftable  Death,  by  Thee  beguil'd, 
By  cruet,  cruel  Thee  quite  over-thrown  :  — 
O  Love,  O  Life,  not  Life,  but  Love  in  Death  ?  * 

Cap.  Defpis'd,  diftrefTed,  hated,  martyr'd,  kilPd, 
Uncomfortable  Time  !  why  cam'il  thou  now 
To  murder,  murder  our  Solemnity  ? 

0  Child !  O  Child  !  My  Soul,  and  not  my  Child ! 
Dead  art  Thou  !  dead ;  alack  !  my  Child  is  dead  ; 
And,  with  my  Child*  my  Joys  are  buried. 

Fri.  Peace,  ho,  for  Shame !  Confufion's  Cure  lives 
not  (13) 

Jn  thefe  Confufions :  Heaven  and  Yourfelf 
Had  Part  in  this  fair  Maid ;  now  Heav'n  hath  All ; 
And  All  the  better  is  it  for  the  Maid. 
Your  Part  in  her  you  could  not  keep  from  Death 
But  Heav'n  keeps  his  Part  in  eternal  Life. 
The  moll,  you  fought,  was  her  Promotion ; 
For  'twas  your  Heaven,  me  mould  be  advanc'd  : 
And  weep  you  now,  feeing  fhe  is  advanc'd, 

(13)  Peace  bo  for  Jhame,  confufions:  Care  lives  not  in  thefc 
Confujiom,']  This  Speech,  tho'  it  contains  good  Chriftian 
Do&rine,  tho'  it  h  perfectly  in  Character  for  the  Friar,  and 
not  the  mod  defpicable  for  its  Poetry,  Mr.  Pope  has  curtail*  d 
to  little  or  nothing,  becaufe  it  has  not  the  Sanction  of  the 
firft  old  Copy.  By  the  fame  Rule,  had  he  purfued  it  through- 
out, we  might  have  loft  fome  of  the  fineft  additional  Strokes 
in  the  two  Parts  of  K.  Henry  IV.  But  there  was  another  Reg- 
ion, I  Tufpecl,  for  curtailing  :  Certain  Corruptions  Matted, 
which  mould  have  requir'd  the  indulging  his  private  Senfe  to 
make  them  intelligible,  and  this  was  an  unreasonable  Labour, 
As  I  have  reformM  the  ParTage  above  quoted,  I  dare  warrant, 

1  have  reftor'd  our  Poet's  Text;  2nd  a  fine  fsnfible  Reproof  it 
contains  againft  immoderate  Grief :  for  the  Friar  begins  With 
telling  them,  that  the  Cure  of  thofe  Confufions,  into  which 
the  melancholy  Accident  had  thrown  'em,  did  not  live  in  the.. 
confus'd  and  inordinate  Exclamations  which  they  exprefs'd  on 
that  Account* 

.    ,  Above 
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Above  the  Clouds,  as  high  as  Heav'n  himfelf  ? 
Oh,  in  this  Love  you  love  your  Child  fo  ill, 
That  you  run  mad,  feeing,  that  me  is  well. 
She's  not  well  married,  that  lives  married  long  ; 
But  Ihe's  bed  married,  that  dyes  married  young. 
Dry  up  your  Tears,  and  ftick  your  Rofemary 
On  this  fair  Coarfe ;  and,  as  the  Cuftom  is, 
And  in  her  beft  Array,  bear  her  to  Church. 
For  tho'  fond  Nature  bids  us  all  lament,  (14) 
Yet  Nature's  Tears  are  Reafon's  Merriment. 

Cap.  All  Things,  that  we  ordained  feftival, 
Turn  from  their  Office  to  black  Funeral ; 
Our  Inftruments  to  melancholy  Bells, 
Our  wedding  Chear  to  a  fad  Funeral  Feaft ; 
Our  folemn  Hymns  to  fullen  Dirges  change, 
Our  bridal  Flow'rs  ferve  for  a  buried  Coarfe ; 
And  all  things  change  them  to  the  contrary. 

Fri.  Sir,  go  you  in,  and,  Madam,  go  with  him; 
And  go,  Sir  Paris ;  ev'ry  one  prepare 
To  follow  this  fair  Coarfe  unto  her  Grave. 
The  Heav'ns  do  low'r  upon  you,  for  fome  111 ; 
Move  them  no  more,  by  crofTing  their  high  Will. 

[Exeunt  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  Paris,  and  Friar. 

Manent  Muficians,  and  Nurfe. 

Muf.  Faith ,  we  may  put  up  our  pipes  and  be  gone. 
Nurfe.  Honeft  good  fellows :  ah,  put  up,  put  up ; 
For,  well  you  know,  this  is  a  pitiful  cafe. 

[Exit  Nurfe. 

Muf  Ay,  by  my  trcth,  the  cafe  may  be  amended. 

(14)  For  tho*  fome  Nature  bids  us  all  lament,]  Some  Nature  ? 
Sure,  it  is  the  general  Rule  of  Nature,  or  (he  could  not  bid  us 
all  lament.  I  have  ventured  to  fubftitute  an  Epithet,  which,  I 
lufpedl,  was  loft  in  the  idle,  corrupted  Word,  Some  ;  and  which 
admirably  quadrates  with  the  Verfe  fucceeding  this ;  that  tho* 
the  Fondnefs  of  Nature  lay  fuch  an  Injunction  upon  us,  yet 
that  Reafon  does  but  mock  our  unavailing  Sorrow, 
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Enter  Peter. 

Pet.  Muficians,   oh  muficians,  heart's  eafe,  heart's 
eafe : 

Oh,  an  you  will  have  me  live,  play  heart's  eafe. 
Muf  Why,  heart's  eafe. 

Pet.  O  muficians,  becaufe  my  heart  it  felf  plays,  my 
heart  it  felf  is  full  of  woe.  O,  play  me  fome  merry 
dump,  to  comfort  me  ! 

Muf  Not  a  dump  we,  'tis  no  time  to  play  now. 

Pet.  You  will  not  then  ? 

Muf.  No. 

Pet.  I  will  then  give  it  you  foundly. 
Muf.  What  will  you  give  us  ? 

Pet.  No  mony,  on  my  faith,  but  the  gleek:  I  will 
give  you  the  Minftrell. 

Muf  Then  will  I  give  you  the  Serving  Creature. 

Pet.  Then  will  I  lay  the  Serving  Creature's  Dagger 
on  your  Pate.  I  will  carry  no  Crotchets.  I'll  re  you, 
I'll  fa  you,  do  you  note  me  ? 

Muf.  An  you  re  us,  and  fa  us,  you  note  us. 

2  Muf.  Pray  you,  put  up  your  dagger,  and  put  out 
your  wit. 

Pet.  Then  have  at  you  with  my  wit :  I  will  dry-beat 
you  with  an  iron  Wit,  and  put  up  my  iron  dagger  :  — 
anfwer  me  like  men  : 
When  griping  grief  the  heart  doth  wound, 
Ihen  mufic  with  her  filler  found  .. 
Why,  fiver  found?  why,  mufick  with  her  fiver found? 
What  fay  you,  Simon  Catling  ? 

Muf.  Marry,  Sir,  becaufe  filver  hath  a  fweet  found. 

Pet.  Pretty  !  what  fay  you,  Hugh  Rebeck? 

2  Muf.  I  fay,  filver  found,  becaufe  muficians  found 
for  filver. 

Pet.  Pretty  too!  what  fay  you,  Samuel  Sound-hoard? 

3  Muf  Faith,  I  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Pet.  O,  I  cry  you  mercy,  you  are  the  finger,  I  will 
fay  for  you.  It  is  mufick  with  her  filver  found,  becaufe 
fuch  fellows,  as  you,  have  no  gold  for  founding. 

The  mufick  with  her  filver  found 

Doth  lend  redrefs%  {Exit  finging* 
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Muf.  What  a  peftilent  knave  is  this  fame  ? 
2  Muf  Hang  him,  Jack  ;  come,  we'll  in  here,  tarry 
for  the  mourners,  and  Hay  dinner.  [Exeunt. 

A    C    T  V. 

SCENE,  in  Man  tua, 

2?«r<?r  Romeo. 

IF  I  may  truft  the  flattering  Truth  of  fleep, 
My  dreams  prefage  fome  joyful  news  at  hand  : 
My  bofonfs  Lord  fits  lightly  on  his  Throne, 
And,  all  this  day,  an  unaccuftom'd  fpirit 
Lifts  me  above  the  ground  with  chearful  thoughts. 
I  dreamt,  my  lady  came  and  found  me  dead, 
(Strange  dream  !  that  gives  a  dead  man  leave  to  think  | 
And  breath'd  fuch  life  with  kifles  in  my  lips, 
That  I  reviv'd,  and  was  an  Emperor. 
Ah  me  !  how  fweet  is  love  itfelf  poffeft, 
When  but  love's  lhadows  are  fo  rich  in  joy  ? 

Enter  Balthafar. 

News  from  Verona  How  now,  Balthafar? 

Doft  thou  not  bring  me  letters  from  the  Friar  ? 
How  doth  my  lady  ?  is  my  father  well  ? 
How  doth  my  Juliet  ?  That  I  ask  again ; 
For  nothing  can  be  ill,  if  (he  be  weli. 

Balth.  Then  (he  is  well,  and  nothing  can  be  ill ; 
Her  body  fleeps  in  Cafulets  monument, 
And  her  immortal  part  with  angels  lives : 
I  faw  her  laid  low  in  her  kindred's  vault, 
And  prefently  took  poll  to  tell  it  you  : 
O,  pardon  me  for  bringing  thefe  ill  news, 
Since  you  did  leave  it  for  my  Office,  Sir. 

Rom.  Is  it  even  fo  ?  then  I  defy  yon,  Stars  f 
Thou  know'ft  my  lodging,  get  me  ink  and  paper, 
And  hire  poft-horfes.    I  will  hence  to  night. 

Balth. 
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-  Balth.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  I  dare  not  leave  you  thus. 
Your  looks  are  pale  and  wild,  and  do  import 
Some  mifadventure. 

Rom.  Turn,  thou  art  deceiv'd  ; 
Leave  me,  and  do  the  thing  I  bid  thee  do : 
Haft  thou  no  letters  to  me  from  the  Friar  ? 

Balth.  No,  my  good  lord. 

Rom.  No  matter :  get  thee  gone, 
And  hire  thofe  horfes ;  I'll  be  with  thee  ftraight. 

[Exit  Balth  afar. 
Well,  Juliet,  I  will  lye  with  thee  to  night ; 

Let's  fee  for  means  O  mifchief  I  thou  art  fwifc 

To  enter  in  the  thought  of  defperate  mea  I 

I  do  remember  an  Apothecary, 

And  hereabouts  he  dwells,  whom  late  I  noted 

In  tatter'd  weeds,  with  overwhelming  brows, 

Culling  of  fimples ;  meager  were  his  looks ; 

Sharp  mifery  had  worn  him  to  the  bones : 

And  in  his  needy  mop  a  tortoife  hung, 

An  alligator  ftuft,  and  other  skins 

Of  ill-fhap'd  fifties ;  about  his  (helves 

A  beggarly  account  of  empty  boxes ; 

Green  earthen  pots,  bladders,  and  mufty  feeds, 

Remnants  of  packthread,  and  old  cakes  of  rofes 

Were  thinly  fcatter'd  to  make  up  a  (how. 

Noting  this  penury,  to  myfelf,  I  faid, 

An  if  a  man  did  need  a  poifon  now, 

Whofe  fale  is  prefent  death  in  Mantua, 

Here  lives  a  caitiff  wretch  would  fell  it  him. 

Oh,  this  fame  thought  did  but  fore-run  my  need, 

And  this  fame  needy  man  muft  fell  it  me. 

As  I  remember,  this  (hould  be  the  houfe. 

Being  holy-day,  the  beggar's  (hop  is  (hut : 

What,  ho !  apothecary  ! 

Enter  Apothecary. 
Ap.  Who  calls  fo  loud  ? 

Rom.  Come  hither,  man;  I  fee  that  thou  art  poor ; 
Hold,  there  is  forty  ducats :  let  me  have 
A  dram  of  poifon,  fuch  foon-fpeeding  geer, 

As 
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As  will  difperfe  itfelf  thro'  all  the  veins, 

That  the  life  -weary  Taker  may  fall  dead  ; 

And  that  the  Trunk  may  be  difcharg'd  of  breath, 

As  violently,  as  hafty  powder  hYd 

Doth  hurry  from  the  fatal  cannon's  womb. 

Ap.  Such  mortal  drugs  I  have,  but  Mantua's  law- 
Is  death  to  any  he  that  utters  them. 

Rom.  Art  thou  fo  bare  and  full  of  wretchednefs, 
And  fear'ft  to  die  ?  famine  is  in  thy  cheeks  ; 
Need  and  oppreflion  ftare  within  thine  eyes, 
Contempt  and  beggary  hang  upon  thy  back  : 
The  world  is  not  thy  friend,  nor  the  world's  law  ; 
The  world  affords  no  law  to  make  thee  rich, 
Then  be  not  poor,  but  break  it  and  take  this. 

Ap.  My  poverty,  but  not  my  will,  confents. 

Rom.  I  pay  thy  poverty,  and  not  thy  will. 

Ap.  Put  this  in  any  liquid  thing  you  will, 
And  drink  it  off,  and  if  you  had  the  ftrength 
Of  twenty  men,  it  would  difpatch  you  ftraight. 

Rom.  There  is  thy  gold ;  worfe  poifon  to  mens  fouls, 
Doing  more  murders  in  this  loathfom  world, 
Than  thefe  poor  compounds  that  thou  may 'ft  not  fell : 

I  fell  thee  poifon,  thou  haft  fold  me  none.  

Farewel,  buy  food,  and  get  thee  into  flefh. 

Come,  cordial,  and  not  poifon  ;  go  with  me 

To  Juliet's  grave,  for  there  muft  I  ufe  thee.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Monajiery  at  Verona. 

Enter  Friar  John. 
John.  J  JOLY  Francijcan  Friar  !  brother!  hof 

Enter  Friar  Lawrence  to  him. 

Law.  This  fame  fhould  be  the  voice  of  Friar  John. — 
Welcome  from  Mantua ;  what  fays  Romeo  ? 
Or,  if  his  mind  be  writ,  give  me  his  letter. 

John.  Going  to  find  a  bare-foot  brother  cHit, 
One  of  our  Order,  to  aflbciate  me, 
Here  in  this  city  vifuing  the  lick  \ 

And 
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And  finding  him,  the  Searchers  of  the  town, 
Sufpe&ing  that  we  Both  were  in  a  houfe 
Where  the  infectious  peftilence  did  reign, 
SeaTd  up  the  doors,  and  would  not  let  us  forth ; 
So  that  my  fpeed  to  Mantua  there  was  (laid. 
Law.  Who  bore  my  letter  then  to  Romeo  ? 
John.  I  could  not  fend  it ;  here  it  is  again ; 
Nor  get  a  MefTenger  to  bring  it  thee, 
So  fearful  were  they  of  infection. 

Law.  Unhappy  fortune  !  by  my  Brotherhood, 
The  letter  was  not  nice,  but  full  of  charge 
Of  dear  import ;  and  the  neglecting  it 
May  do  much  danger.    Friar  John,  go  hence, 
Get  me  an  iron  Crow,  and  bring  it  ftraight 
Unto  my  cell. 

John.  Brother,  I'll  go  and  bring  it  thee.  [Exit. 
Law.  Now  muft  I  to  the  Monument  alone ; 
Within  thefe  three  hours  will  fair  Juliet  wake  j 
She  will  belhrew  me  much,  that  Romeo 
Hath  had  no  notice  of  thefe  accidents  : 
But  I  will  write  again  to  Mantua, 
And  keep  her  at  my  cell  'till  Romeo  come. 
Poor  living  coarfe,  clos'd  in  a  dead  man's  tomb !  [£#//. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Church-yard:  In  it, 
a  Monument  belonging  to  the  Capulets, 

Enter  Paris,  and  his  Page,  with  a  light. 

Par.         I V  E  me  thy  torch,  boy  5  hence  and  Hand 

VJT  aloof. 
Yet  put  it  out,  for  I  would  not  be  feen  : 
Under  yond  yew-trees  lay  thee  all  along, 
Laying  thy  ear  clofe  to  the  hollow  ground ; 
So  lhall  no  foot  upon  the  church-yard  tread, 
(Being  loofe,  unfirm,  with  digging  up  of  Graves) 
But  thou  malt  hear  it :  whittle  then  to  me, 
As  fignal  that  thou  hear'ft  fomething  approach. 
Give  me  thofe  flow'rs.   Do  as  I  bid  thee;  go. 
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Page.  I  am  almoft  afraid  to  ftand  alone 
Here  in  the  church-yard,  yet  I  will  adventure.  [Exit. 

Par.  Sweet  flow'r  !  with  flow'rs  thy  bridal  bed  I  ftrew  : 

[Strewing  flowers. 
Fair  Juliet,  that  with  angels  dofl  remain, 
Accept  this  latefl  favour  at  my  hand  ; 
That  living  honour'd  thee,  and,  being  dead, 
With  fun'ral  obfequies  adorn  thy  tomb.  [The  hoy  whijiles. 
—The  boy  gives  warning,  fomething  doth  approach ;  — 
What  curfed  foot  wanders  this  way  to  night, 
To  crofs  my  Obfequies,  and  true  love's  rite  ? 
What !  with  a  torch  ?  muffle  me,  night,  a  while. 

Enter  Romeo  and  Balthafar  with  a  light.  ( 1 5) 

Rom.  Give  me  that  mattock,  and  the  wrenching  iron. 
Hold,  take  this  letter,  early  in  the  morning 
See  thou  deliver  it  to  my  lord  and  father. 
Give  me  the  light;  upon  thy  life,  I  charge  thee, 
Whate'er  thou  hear'ft  or  feeit,  ftand  all  aloof, 
And  do  not  interrupt  me  in  my  courfe. 
Why  I  defcend  into  this  bed  of  death, 
Is  partly  to  behold  my  lady's  face  : 
But  chiefly  to  take  thence  from  her  dead  finger 
A  precious  ring,  a  ring  that  I  mull  ufe 
In  dear  employment ;  therefore,  hence,  begone: 

(15)  Enter  Romeo  and  Peter  with  a  Light."]  But  Peter  was 
aServant'of  the  Capulets:  befides,  he  brings  the  Mattock  and 
Crow  to  wrench  open  Juliet's  Grave,  an  Office  hardly  to  be  in- 
truded with  a  Servant  of  that  Family.  We  find  a  little  above, 
at  the  very  beginning  of  this  Aft,  Balthafar  is  the  Perfon  who 
brings  Romeo  the  News  of  his  Bride's  Death:  and  yet,  at  the 
Clofe  of  the  Play,  Peter  takes  upon  him  to  depofe  that  He 

brought  thofe  Tidings.    Utri  creditis,  Quirites  ?  In  fhorf, 

We  heard  Balthafar  deliver  the  Meffage  ;  and  therefore  Peter  is 
a  lying  Evidence,  fuborn'd  by  the  blundering  Editors.  We  muft 
therefore  camier  him,  and  put  Balthafar  on  his  proper  Duty. 
The  Source  of  this  Error  feems  eafy  to  be  accounted  for  ;  Peter's 
Character  ending  in  the  fourth  A&,  'tis  very  probable  the  fame 
Perfon  might  play  Balthafar,  and  fo  be  quoted  on  in  the  Promp- 
ter's Book  as  Piter. 
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Bat  if  thou,  jealous,  doft  return  to  pry- 
In  what  I  further  fliall  intend  to  do, 
By  heaven,  I  will  tear  thee  joint  by  joint, 
And  ftrew  this  hungry  church-yard  with  thy  limbs ; 
The  time  and  my  intents  are  favage,  wild, 
More  fierce  and  more  inexorable  far 
Than  empty  tygers,  or  the  roaring  fea. 

Balth.  I  will  be  gone,  Sir,  and  not  trouble  you. 

Rom.  So  lhalt  thou  fhew  me  Friendfhip.   Take 

thou  that ; 

Live  and  be  profp'rous,  and  farewel,  good  fellow. 

Balth.  For  all  this  fame,  I'll  hide  me  hereabout ; 
His  looks  I  fear,  and  his  intents  I  doubt.    [Exit  Balth. 

Rom.  Thou  deteftable  maw,  thou  womb  of  death, 
Gorg'd  with  the  deareft  morfel  of  the  earth, 
Thus  I  enforce  thy  rotten  jaws  to  open, 

{Breaking  open  the  Monument* 
And  in  defpight  I'll  cram  thee  with  more  food. 

Par.  This  is  that  banifht  haughty  Montague, 
That  murther'd  my  love's  coufin;  (with  which  grief, 
It  is  fuppofed,  the  fair  Creature  dy'd,) 
And  here  is  come  to  do  fome  villanous  lhame 
To  the  dead  bodies :  I  will  apprehend  him. 
Stop  thy  unhallow'd  toil,  vile  Montague  : 
Can  vengeance  be  purfu'd  further  than  death  ? 
Condemned  villain,  I  do  apprehend-thee ; 
Obey,  and  go  with  me,  for  thou  muft  die. 

Rom.  I  muft,  indeed,  and  therefore  came  I  hither.— 
Good  gentle  youth,  tempt  not  a  defp'rate  man ; 
Fly  hence  and  leave  me  :  think  upon  thefe  gone, 
Let  them  affright  thee.    I  befeech  thee,  youth, 
Pull  not  another  fin  upon  my  head, 
By  urging  me  to  fury.    Oh  be  gone  ! 
By  heav'n,  I  love  thee  better  than  myfelf ; 
For  I  come  hither  arm'd  againft  myfelf. 
Stay  not,  begone;  live,  and  hereafter  fay, 
A  madman's  Mercy  bade  thee  run  away. 

Par.  I  do  defie  thy  commiferation, 
And  apprehend  thee  for  a  felon  here. 

Rom, 
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Rom.  Wilt  thou  provoke  me  ?  then  have  at  thee,  boy, 

[They  fight,  Paris  falls. 

Page.  Oh  lord,  they  fight  I  I  will  go  call  the  Watch. 

Par.  Oh,  I  am  flain  ;  if  thou  be  merciful, 
Open  the  tomb,  lay  me  with  Juliet.  [Dies. 

Rom.  In  faith,  I  will :  let  me  perufe  this  face— 
Mercutio's  kinfman  !  Noble  County  Paris  ! 
What  faid  my  man,  when  my  betofled  foul 
Did  not  attend  him  as  we  rode  ?  I  think, 
He  told  me,  Paris  mould  have  married  Juliet. 
Said  he  not  fo  ?  or  did  I  dream  it  fo  ? 
Or  am  I  mad,  hearing  him  talk  of  Juliet, 
To  think  it  was  fo  ?  Oh  give  me  thy  hand, 
One  writ  with  me  in  four  Misfortune's  book, 
I'll  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  Grave. 
A  Grave  ?  O,  no  ;  a  Lanthorn,  llaughter'd  Youth  ; 
For  here  lyes  Juliet ;  and  her  beauty  makes 
This  vault  a  feafting  Prefence  full  of  Light. 
Death,  lye  thou  there,  by  a  dead  man  interr'd  :  — — 

[Laying  Paris  in  the  Monument* 
How  oft,  when  Men  are  at  the  point  of  Death, 
Have  they  been  merry  ?  which  their  Keepers  call 

A  Lightning  before  Death.  O,  how  may  I 

Call  this  a  Lightning  !  Oh  my  love,  my  wife  I 

Death,  that  hath  fuckt  the  honey  of  thy  breath, 

Hath  had  no  power  yet  upon  thy  beauty  : 

Thou  art  not  conquer'd ;  beauty's  enfign  yet 

Is  crimfon  in  thy  lips,  and  in  thy  cheeks, 

And  death's  pale  flag  is  not  advanced  there. 

Tybalt,  ly'ft  thou  there  in  thy  bloody  meet  ? 

Oh,  what  more  favour  can  I  do  to  thee, 

Than  with  that  hand,  that  cut  thy  youth  in  twain, 

To  funder  his,  that  was  thy  enemy  ? 

Forgive  me,  coufin .  ■       Ah  dear  Juliet. 

Why  art  thou  yet  fo  fair  ?  mall  I  believe 

That  unfubftantial  death  is  amorous, 

And  that  the  lean  abhorred  monfter  keeps 

Thee  here  in  dark,  to  be  his  paramour  ? 

For  fear  of  that,  I  ftill  will  ftay  with  thee ; 
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And  never  from  this  Palace  of  dim  night  (16) 

Depart  again  :  Here,  here  will  I  remain, 

With  worms  that  are  thy  chamber-maids ;  oh  here 

Will  I  fet  up  my  everlafting  Reft  ; 

And  make  the  yoke  of  inaufpicious  ftars 

From  this  world- weary 'd  flem.    Eyes,  look  your  laft ! 

Arms,  take  your  laft  embrace  !  and  lips,  oh  you 

The  doors  of  breath,  feal  with  a  righteous  kifs 

A  datelefs  bargain  to  engromng  death  ! 

Come,  bitter  conduct !  come  unfavVy  guide  ! 

Thou  defpVate  pilot,  now  at  once  run  on 

The  darning  rocks  my  fea-fick,  weary,  bark: 

Here's  to  my  love  !  oh,  true  apothecary  ! 

[Drinks  the  poifon* 

Thy  drugs  are  quick.    Thus  with  a  kifs  I  die.  [Dies. 

(16)  And  never  from  this  Palace  of  dim  night 

Depart  again.  (Come,  lye  Thou  in  my  Arms  ; 
Here's  to  thy  Health.  O  true  Apothecary  ! 
Thy  Drugs  are  quick)]  Mr.  Pope's,  and  fome  other  of 
the  worfer,  Editions  acknowledge  abfurdly  the  Lines  which  I 
have  put  into  Parenthejis  here  5  and  which  I  have  expung'd  from 
the  Text,  for  this  Reafon :  Romeo  is  made  to  confefs  the  Effect  of 
the  Poifon,  before  ever  he  has  tafted  it.  I  fuppofe,  it  hardly  was 
fo  favoury  that  the  Patient  fhould  choofe  to  make  two  Draughts  of 
it.  And,  eight  Lines  after  thefe,  we  find  him  taking  the  Poifon 
in  his  Hands  and  making  an  Apoftrophe  to  it  j  inviting  it  to  per- 
form its  Office  at  once ;  and  then,  and  not  'till  then,  does  he 
clap  it  to  his  Lips,  or  can  with  any  Probability  fpeak  of  its  inftant 
Force  andEffecls.  Befides,  Sbakefpeare  would  hardly  have  made 
Romeo  drink  to  the  Health  of  his  dead  Miftrefs.  Tho'  the  firft 
Quarto  in  1599,  and  the  two  old  Folio's  acknowledge  this  abfurd 
Stuff,  I  find  it  left  out  in  feveral  latter  Quarto  ImprefTions.  I 
ought  to  take  notice,  that  tho'  Mr,  Pope  has  thought  fit  to  ftick 
to  the  old  Copies  in  this  Addition,  yet  he  is  no  fair  Tranfcriber  $ 
for  he  has  funk  upon  us  an  Hemiftich  of  mcft  profound  Abfur- 
dity,  which  pofleiTes  all  thofe  Copies. 

— —  Come ,  lye  thou  in  my  Arms ; 

Here's  to  thy  Health,  where- e'er  thou  tumbleft  in, 

G  true  Apothecary  I  &c. 
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Enter  Friar  Lawrence  <udti  lantborn,  crow,  and /fade, 

Fri.  St.  Francis  be  my  fpeed  !  how  oft  to  night 
Have  my  old  feet  Humbled  at  graves?  who's  there  ? 

Enter  Balthafar. 

Bahb.  Here's  one,  a  friend,  and  one  that  knows  you 
well. 

Fri.  Blifs  be  upon  you  ?  Tell  me,  good  my  friend, 
What  torch  is  yond,  that  vainly  lends  his  light 
To  grubs  and  eyelefs  fculls  ?  as  I  difcern, 
It  burneth  in  the  Capulets  Monument. 

Balth.  It  doth  fo,  holy  Sir, 
And  there's  my  mafter,  one  you  dearly  love. 

Fri.  Who  is  it? 

Baltb.  Romeo. 

Fri.  How  long  hath  he  been  there  ? 

Balth.  Full  half  an  hour. 

Fri,  Go  with  me  to  the  vault. 

Balth.  I  dare  not,  Sir. 
My  mafter  knows  not,  but  I  am  gone  hence  ; 
And  fearfully  did  menace  me  with  death, 
If  I  did  ftay  to  look  on  his  intents. 

Fri.  Stay  then,  I'll  go  alone ;  fear  comes  upon  me ; 
C,  much  I  fear  fome  ill  unlucky  thing. 

Baltb.  As  I  did  fleep  under  this  yew-tree  here, 
I  dreamt,  my  mafter  and  another  fought, 
And  that  my  mafter  flew  him. 

Fri.  Romeo  ! 
Alack,  alack,  what  blood  is  this,  which  ftains 
The  ftony  entrance  of  this  fepulchre  ? 
What  mean  thefe  mafterlefs  and  goary  fwords, 
To  lye  difcolour'd  by  this  place  of  peace  ? 
Romeo!  oh  pale!  who  elfe  ?  what  Paris  too  ? 
And  fteep'd  in  blood  ?  ah,  what  an  unkind  hour 
Is  guilty  of  this  lamentable  chance  ? 
The  lady  ftirs. 

Jul.  [awaking.']  Oh  comfortable  Friar,  where  is  my 
lord  ? 

I  do  remember  well,  where  I  mould  be  ; 

And 
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And  there  I  am  ;  but  where  is  Romeo  ? 

Fri.  I  hear  fome  noife !  Lady,  come  from  that  neffc 
Of  death,  contagion,  and  unnatural  fleep ; 
A  greater  Power,  than  we  can  contradict, 
Hath  thwarted  our  intents ;  come,  come  away ; 
Thy  husband  in  thy  bofom  there  lyes  dead, 
And  Paris  too  —  Come,  I'll  difpofe  of  thee 
Among  a  fifterhood  of  holy  Nuns : 
Stay  not  to  queftion,  for  the  Watch  is  coming. 
Come,  go,  good  Juliet ;  I  dare  no  longer  flay.  [Exit* 

Jul.  Go,  get  thee  hence,  for  I  will  not  away. 
What's  here  ?  a  cup,  clos'd  in  my  true  love's  hand  ? 
Poifon,  I  fee,  hath  been  his  timelefs  end. 
Oh  churl,  drink  all,  and  leave  no  friendly  drop 
To  help  me  after  ?  I  will  kifs  thy  lips ; 
Haply,  fome  poifon  yet  doth  hang  on  them  ; 
To  make  me  dye  with  a  Reftorative. 
Thy  lips  are  warm. 

Enter  Boy  and  Watch. 

Watch.  Lead,  boy,  which  way  ? 
Jul.  Yea,  noife  ? 
Then  111  be  brief.    O  happy  dagger  ? 

[Finding  a  dagger \ 
This  is  thy  fheath,  there  ruft,  and  let  me  die. 

[Kills  her/elf. 

Boy.  This  is  the  place  ;  there,  where  the  torch  doth 
burn. 

Watch.  The  ground  is  bloody.     Search  about  the 
church-yard ; 
Go,  fome  of  you,  whom  e'er  you  find,  attach. 
Pitiful  fight !  here  lyes  the  County  flain, 
And  Juliet  bleeding,  warm,  and  newly  dead, 
Who  here  hath  lain  thefe  two  days  buried. 
Go,  tell  the  Prince,  run  to  the  Capulets, 

Raife  up  the  Montagues  ;  Some  others,  fearch  

We  fee  the  Ground  whereon  thefe  Woes  do  lye : 
But  the  true  ground  of  all  thefe  piteous  Woes 
We  cannot  without  Circumftance  defcry. 
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Enter  fome  of  the  Watch,  with  Balthafar. 

2  Watch.  Here's  Romeo's  man,  we  found  him  in  the 
church-yard. 

i  Watch.  Hold  him  in  fafety,  'till  the  Prince  comes 
hither. 

Enter  another  Watchman,  with  Friar  Lawrence. 

3  Watch.  Here  is  a  Friar  that,  trembles,  fighs  and 

weeps : 

We  took  this  mattock  and  this  fpade  from  him, 
As  he  was  coming  from 'this  church-yard  fide, 
x  Watch.  A  great  fufpicion :  ftay  the  Friar  too. 

Enter  the  Prince,  and  attendants. 

Prince.  What  mifadventure  is  fo  early  up, 
That  calls  our  perfon  from  our  morning's  Reft  ? 

•  Enter  Capulet  and  lady  Capulet. 

Cap.  What  mould  it  be,  that  they  fo  fliriek  abroad  ? 

La.  Cap.  The  people  in  the  ftreet  cry,  Romeo ; 
Some,  Juliet  3  and  fome,  Paris ;  and  all  run 
With  open  out-cry  tow'rd  our  Monument. 

Prince.  What  fear  is  this,  which  ftartles  in  your  ears  ? 

Watch.  Sovereign,  here  lyes  the  County  Paris  Rain, 
And  Romeo  dead,  and  Juliet  (dead  before) 
Warm  and  new  kill'd. 

Prince.  Search,  feek,  and  know,  how  this  foul  mur- 
ther  comes. 

Watch.  Here  is  a  Friar,  and  (laughter  d  Romeo's  man, 
With  instruments  upon  them,  lit  to  open 
Thefe  dead  mens  tombs. 

Cap.  Oh,  heav'n  !  oh,  wife !  look  how  our  daughter 
bleeds  ! 

This  dagger  hath  minVen  ;  for,  loe  !  the  {heath 

Lies  empty  on  the  back  of  Montague, 

The  point  mif-fheathed  in  my  daughter's  bofom. 

La.  Cap.  Oh  me,  this  fight  of  death  is  as  a  bell, 
That  warns  my  old  age  to  a  fepulchre. 
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Enter  Montague. 

Prince.  Come,  Montague,  for  thou  art  early  up, 
To  fee  thy  (on  and  heir  now  early  down. 

Man.  Alas,  my  liege,  my  wife  is  dead  to  night ; 
Grief  of  my  fon's  exile  hath  ftopt  her  breath  : 
What  further  woe  confpires  againft  my  age  ? 

Prince.  Look,  ■  and  thou  malt  fee. 

Mon.  Oh,  thou  untaught !  what  manners  is  in  this, 
To  prefs  before  thy  father  to  a  Grave  ? 

Prince.  Seal  up  the  mouth  of  outrage  for  a  while, 
'Till  we  can  clear  thefe  ambiguities, 
And  know  their  fpring,  their  head,  their  true  defcent ; 
And  then  I  will  be  General  of  your  woes, 
And  lead  you  ev'n  to  Death.    Mean  time  forbear, 
And  let  mifchance  be  ilave  to  patience. 
Bring  forth  the  parties  of  fufpicion. 

Fri.  I  am  the  greateft,  able  to  do  leaft, 
Yet  molt  fiifpecled ;  as  the  time  and  place 
Doth  make  againft  me,  of  this  direful  murther; 
And  here  I  ftand  both  to  impeach  and  purge 
My  felf  condemned,  and  my  felf  excus'd. 

Prince.  Then  fay  at  once  what  thou  doft  know  im 
this. 

Fri.  I  will  be  brief,  for  my  fhort  date  of  breath 
Is  not  fo  long  as  is  a  tedious  tale. 
Romeo,  there  dead,  was  husband  to  that  Juliet ; 
And  me,  there  dead,  that  Romeo's  faithful  wife : 
I  married  them ;  and  their  ftoln  marriage-day 
Was  Tybalt's  dooms-day,  wrhofe  untimely  death 
Banifh'd  the  new-made  bridegroom  from  this  city ; 
For  whom,  and  not  for  Tybalt,  Juliet  pined. 
You,  to  remove  that  fiege  of  grief  from  her, 
Betroth'd,  and  would  have  married  her  perforce 
To  County  Paris.    Then  comes  me  to  me, 
And,  with  wild  looks,  bid  me  devife  fome  means 
To  rid  her  from  this  fecond  marriage ; 
Or,  in  my  Cell,  there  would  me  kill  her  felf. 
Then  gave  I  her  (fo  tutor'd  by  my  art) 
A  fleeping  potion,  which  fo  took  effect 
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As  I  intended  ;  for  it  wrought  on  her 

The  form  of  death.    Mean  time  I  writ  to  Rome** 

That  he  mould  hither  come,  as  this  dire  night, 

To  help  to  take  her  from  her  borrowed  Grave'; 

Being  the  time  the  potion's  force  mould  ceafe. 

But  he  which  bore  my  letter,  Friar  John, 

Was  ftaid  by  accident ;  and  yefternight 

lleturn'd  my  letter  back  ;  then  all  alone, 

At  the  prefixed  hour  of  her  awaking, 

Came  I  to  take  her  from  her  kindred's  Vault ; 

Meaning  to  keep  her  clofely  at  my  Cell, 

'Till  I  conveniently  could  fend  to  Romeo. 

But  when  I  came,  (fome  minute  ere  the  time 

Of  her  awaking)  here  untimely  lay 

The  noble  Paris,  and  true  Romeo  dead. 

She  wakes,  and  I  intreated  her  come  forth, 

And  bear  this  work  of  heav'n  with  patience  : 

But  then  a  noife  did  fcare  me  from  the  tomb, 

And  file,  too  defp'rate,  would  not  go  with  me : 

But,  as  it  feems,  did  violence  on  her  felf. 

All  this  I  know,  and  to  the  marriage 

Her  nurfe  is  privy ;  but  if  aught  in  this 

Mifcarried  by  my  fault,  let  my  old  life 

Be  facrifie'd,  fome  hour  before  the  time, 

Unto  the  rigour  of  fevereft  law. 

Prince.  We  ftill  have  known  thee  for  an  holy  man. 
Where's  Romeo's  man  ?  what  can  he  fay  to  this  ? 

Balth.  I  brought  my  mailer  news  of  Juliet's  death, 
And  then  in  poll  he  came  from  Mantua 
To  this  fame  place,  to  this  fame  Monument. 
This  letter  he  early  bid  me  give  his  father, 
And  threatned  me  with  death,  going  to  the  Vault, 
If  I  departed  not,  and  left  him  there. 

Prince.  Give  me  the  letter,  I  will  look  on  it. 
Where  is  the  County's  page,  that  rais'd  the  Watch  ? 
Sirrah,  what  made  your  mailer  in  this  place  ? 

Page.  He  came  with  flowers  to  flrew  his  lady's  Grav 
And  bid  me  fland  aloof,  and  fo  I  did  : 
Anon  comes  one  with  light  to  ope  the  tomb, 
And,  by  and  by,  my  mailer  diew  on  him ; 
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And  then  I  ran  away  to  call  the  Watch. 

Prince.  This  leiter  doth  make  good  the  Friar's  words, 
Their  courfe  of  love,  the  tidings  of  her  death  : 
And  here  he  writes,  that  he  did  buy  a  poifon 
Of  a  poor  'pothecary,  and  therewithal 
Came  to  this  vault  to  die,  and  lye  with  Juliet. 
Where  be  thefe  enemies  ?  Capulet !  Montague  ! 
See,  what  a  fcourge  is  laid  upon  your  hate, 
That  heav'n  finds  means  to  kill  your  joys  with  love  I 
And  I,  for  winking  at  your  difcords  too, 
Have  loft  a  brace  of  kinfmen :  all  are  puniuYd ! 

Cap.  O  brother  Montague,  give  me  thy  hand, 
This  is  my  daughter's  jointure ;  for  no  more 
Can  I  demand. 

Mon.  But  I  can  give  thee  more, 
For  1  will  raife  her  Statue  in  pure  gold ; 
That,  while  Verona  by  that  name  is  known, 
There  mail  no  figure  at  that  rate  be  fet, 
As  that  of  true  and  faithful  Juliet. 

Cap.  As  rich  mall  Romeo's  by  his  lady  lye ; 
Poor  facrifices  of  our  enmity  !  r 

Prince.  A  gloomy  Peace  this  morning  with  it  brings, 
The  Sun  for  Sorrow  will  not  fhew  his  head  ; 
Go  hence  to  have  more  talk  of  thefe  fad  things ; 

Some  mail  be  pardon'd,  and  fome  punifhed. 
For  never  was  a  (lory  of  more  woe, 
Than  this  of  Juliet,  and  her  Romeo.         {Exeunt  omnes. 
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SCENE,  a  Platform  before  the  Palace. 
Enter"  Bernardo  and  Francifco,  tzvo  Centinels*. 

Bernardo; 

H  CTs  there  ? 
Fran.  Nay,  anfwer  me :  fiand,  and 

unfold  your  felf. 
Ber.  Long  live  the  King  f 
Fran.  Bernardo? 
Ber.  He. 

Fran.  You  come  moft  carefully  upon 
your  hour. 

Ber.  'Tis  now  ftruck  twelve  ;  get  thee  to  bed,  Fran- 
cifco. 

Fran.  For  this  relief,  much  thanks :  'tis  bitter  cold, 
And  I  am  fick  at  heart. 

Ber.  Have  you  had  quiet  Guard  ? 
Fran.  Not  a  moufe  Itirring. 
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Ber.  Well,  good  night. 
If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and  Marcellus, 
The  rivals  of  my  Watch,  bid  them  make  ha£e. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 

Iran.  I  think,   I  hear  them.    Stand,  ho  !    who  is 
there  ? 

Her.  Friends  to  this  ground. 
Mar.  And  liege-men  to  the  Dane. 
Fran.  Give  you  good  night. 

Mar.  Oh,  farewel,  honeft  foldier ;  who  hath  reliev'd 
you  ? 

Fran.  Bernardo  has  my  place  :  give  you  good  night. 

[Exit  Francifco; 

Mar.  Holla!  Bernardo,  

Ber.  Say,  what,  is  Horatio  there  ? 
Hor.  A  piece  of  him. 

Ber.  Welcome,  Horatio ;  welcome,  good  Marcellus, 

Mar.  What,  has  this  thing  appeared  again  to  night  ? 

Ber.  I  have  feen  nothing. 

Mar.  Hsratio  fays,  'tis  but  our  phantaiie ; 
And  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him, 
Touching  this  dreaded  fight,  twice  feen  of  us  j 
Therefore  I  have  intreatcd  him  along 
With  us,  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  night ; 
That  if  again  this  apparition  come, 
He  may  approve  our  eyes,  and  fpeak  to  it. 

Hor.  Tufh  ?  turn !  'twill  not  appear. 

Ber.  Sit  down  a  while, 
And  let  us  once  again  aflail  your  ears, 
That  are  fo  fortified  againft  our  ftory, 
What  we  have  two  nights  feen. 

Hor.  Well,  fit  we  down, 
And  let  us  hear  Bernardo  fpeak  of  this. 

Ber.  Lafi  night  of  all, 
When  yon  fame  Star,  that's  weftward  from  the  Pole, 
Had  made  his  courfe  t'illume  that  part  of  heav'n 
Wrhere  now  it  burns,  Marcellus  and  my  feif, 
The  bell  then  beating  one,- 

Mar.  Peace,  break  thee  off: 
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Enter  the  Ghoft. 

Look,  where  it  comes  again. 

Ber.  In  the  fame  figure,  like  the  King  that's  dead. 
Mar.  Thou  art  a  fcholar,  fpeak  to  it,  Horatio. 
Ber.  Looks  it  not  like  the  King  ?  mark  it,  Horatio. 
Hor.  Molt  like :  it  harrows  me  with  fear  and  wonder. 
Ber.  It  would  be  fpoke  to. 
Mar.  Speak  to  it,  Horatio. 

Hor.  What  art  thou,  that  ufurp'fl  this  time  of  night, 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  form, 
In  which  the  Majefty  of  buried  Denmark 
Did  fometime  march  ?  by  Heav'n,  I  charge  thee,  fpeak. 

Mar.  It  is  offended. 

Ber,  See  !  it  ftalks  away.. 

Hor.  Stay;  fpeak;  I  charge  thee,  fpeak.  \Ex.Ghojl. 

Mar.  'Tis  gone,  and  will  not  anfwer. 

Ber.  How  now,  Horatio  ?  you  tremble  and  look  pale, 
Is  not  this  fomething  more  than  phantafie  ? 
What  think  you  of  it  ? 

Hor.  Before  my  God,  I  might  not  this  believe, 
Without  the  fenfible  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  eyes. 

Mar.  Is  it  not  like  the  King  ? 

Hor.  As  thou  art  to  thy  feJIV" 
Such  was  the  very  armour  he  had  on, 
When  he  th'  ambitious  Norway  combated  : 
So  frown'd  he  once,  when,  in  an  angry  parle, 
He  fmote  the  (leaded  Polack  on  the  ice. 
'Tis  ftrange  

Mar.  Thus  twice  before,  and  jufl  at  this  dead  hour, 
With  martial  ftalk,  he  hath  gone  by  our  Watch. 

Hor.  In  what  particular  thought  to  work,  I  know  not: 
But,  in  the  grofs  and  fcope  of  my  opinion, 
This  bodes  fame  ftrange  eruption  to  our  State. 

Mar.  Good  now  fit  down,  and  tell  me,  , he  that  knows, 
Why  this  fame  ftric!  and  moil  obfervant  Watch 
So  nightly  toils  the  Subjects  of  the  Land  ? 
And  why  fuch  daily  carl  of  brazen  Cannon, 
And  foreign  mart  for  implements  of  war  ? 
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Why  fuch  imprefs  of  ihipwrights,  whofe  fore  task 
Dees  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week? 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  fweaty  hafte 
Doth  make  the  night  joint  labourer  with  the  day  : 
Who  is't,  that  can  inform  me  ? 

Hor.  That  can  I ; 
At  leaft.  the  whifper  goes  fo.    Our  laft  King, 
Whofe  image  even  but  now  appear'd  to  us, 
Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbras  of  Norway, 
(Thereto  prickt  on  by  a  molt  emulate  pride) 
Dar'd  to  the  fight  s  In  which,  our  valiant  Hamlet, 
(For  fo  this  fide  of  our  known  world  efteem'd  him) 
Did  flay  this  Fortinbras: '  who  by  feaPd  compact, 
Well  ratified  by  law  and  heraldry, 
Did  forfeit  (with  his  life)  all  thofe  his  Lands, 
Which  he  flood  feiz'd  of,  to  the  Conqueror  : 
Agajnft  the  which,  a  moiety  competent 
Was  gaged  by  our  King ;  which  had  Return 
To  the  inheritance  of  Fortinbras, 
Had  he  been  vanquifher ;  as  by  that  cov'nant, 
And  carriage  of  the  articles  defign'd, 
His  fell  to  Hamlet.    Now  young  Fortinbras, 
Of  unimproved  mettle  hot  and  full, 
Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway,  here  and  there, 
Shark'd  up  a  lilt  of  landlefs  refolutes, 
For  food  and  diet,  to  fome  enterprize 
That  hath  a  ftomach  in't :  which  is  no  other, 
As  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  State, 
But  to  recover  of  us  by  ftrong  hand, 
And  terms  compulfative,  thofe  forefaid  Lands 
So  by  his  father  loft :  and  this,  I  take  it, 
Is  the  main  motive  of  our  preparations, 
The  fource  of  this  our  watch,  and  the  chief  head 
Of  this  poft-hafte  and  romage  in  the  Land. 

Bcr.  1  think,  it  be  no  other,  but  even  fo  : 
Well  may  it  fort,  that  this  portentous  figure 
Comes  armed  through  our  watch  fo  like  the  King, 
That  was,  and  is,  the  queftion  of  thefe  wars. 

Hor.  A  mote  it  is  to  trouble  the  mind's  eye. 
In  the  molt  high  and  palmy  State  of  Ro?ne> 
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A  little  ere  the  mightier!  Julius  fell, 
The  Graves  flood  tenantlefs ;  the  fheeted  Dead 
Did  fqueak  and  gibber  in  the  Roman  ftreets ; 
Stars  fhone  with  trains  of  fire,  Dews  of  blood  fell ; 
Difafters  veil'd  the  Sun  ;  and  the  moift  Star, 
Upon  whofe  influence  Neptune  s  Empire  /lands, 
Was  fick  almoft  to  dooms -day  with  eclipfe. 
And  even  the  like  precurfe  of  fierce  events, 
As  harbingers  preceding  ftill  the  fates, 
And  prologue  to  the  omen'd  Coming  on,  ( i ) 
Have  heav'n  and  earth  together  demonstrated 
Unto  our  climatures  and  country-men. 

Enter  Ghoji  again. 

But  foft,  behold  !  lo,  where  it  comes  again  ! 
I'll  crofs  it,  though  it  blaft  me.    Stay,  iilufion  ! 

[Spreading  bis  Arms, 
If  thou  haft  any  found,  or  ufe  of  voice, 
Speak  to  me. 

If  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done, 
That  may  to  thee  do  eafe,  and  grace  to  me  ; 
Speak  to  me. 

If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  Country's  fate, 
Which,  happily,  Foreknowing  may  avoid, 

Oh  fpeak  !  

Or,  if  thou  haft  uphoorded  in  thy  life 
Extorted  treafure  in  the  womb  of  earth,        [Cock  crc<v;s* 
For  which,  they  fay,  you  Spirits  oft  walk  in  death, 
Speak  of  it.    Stay,  and  fpeak  —  Stop  it,  Marcellus.—* 

Mar.  Shall  I  ftrike  at  it  with  my  partizan  ? 

Hor.  Do,  if  it  will  not  ftand. 

Ber.  'Tis  here  — 

Hor.  'Tis  here-  

(i)  And  "Prologue  to  the  Omen  coming  on."}  But  Prologue  and 
Omen  are  merely  fynonymous  here,  and  mufi  fignify  one  and 
the  fame  Thing.  But  the  Poet  means,  that  thefe  lirange  Pba- 
nomena  are  Prologues,  and  Forerunners,  of  the  Events  pre- 
Jagd  by  them:  And  fuch  Senfe  the  flight  Alteration,  which 
J  have  ventur'd  to  make  by  a  fingle  Letter  added,  very  aptly 
give*. 
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Mar.  Tis  gone.  ^  [Exit  Gbojl., 

We  do  it  wrong,  being  fo  majeftical, 
To  offer  it  the  (hew  of  violence  ; 
For  it  is  as  the  air,  invulnerable ; 
And  our  vain  blows,  malicious  mockery. 

Ber.  It  was  about  to  fpeak,  when  the  cock  crew. 

Hor.  And  then  it  flatted  like  a  guilty  thing 
Upon  a  fearful  Summons.    I  have  heard, 
The  cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  to  the  morn, 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  lhrill-founding  throat 
Awake  the  God  of  day ;  and,  at  his  warning, 
Whether  in  fea  or  fire,  in  earth  or  air, 
Th1  extravagant  and  erring  Spirit  hies 
To  his  Confine :  And  of  the  truth  herein 
This  prefent  object  made  probation. 

Mar.  It  faded  on  the  crov/ing  of  the  cock.. 
Some  fay,  that  ever  *gainft  that  feafon  comes 
Wherein  our  Saviour's  birth  is  celebrated, 
The  bird  of  Dawning  fingeth  all  night  long : 
And  then,  they  fay,  no  Spirit  walks  abroad  ; 
The  nights  are  wholefome,  then  no  planets  ftrike, 
No  Fairy  takes,  no  witch  hath  power  to  charm  ; 
So  hallowed  and  fo  gracious  is  the  time. 

Hor.  So  have  I  heard,  and  do  in  part  believe  it..- 
But  look,  the  morn,  in  rufiet  mantle  clad, 
\7V;ks  o'er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eaftern  hill ; 
Break  we  our  watch  up  ;  and,  by  my  advice, 
Let  us  impart  what  we  have  feen  to  night 
Unto  young  Hamlet.    For,  upon  my  life, 
This  Spirit,  dumb  to  us,  will  fpeak  to  him  : 
Do  you  confent,  we  mail  acquaint  him  with  it, 
As  needful  in  our  loves,  fitting  our  duty  ? 

Mar.  Let's  do't,  I  pray ;  and  I  this  morning  know 
Where  we  fhall  find  him  molt  conveniently.  [ExeuM* 
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SCENE  change*  to  the  Palace. 

Enter  Claudius  King  of  Denmark,  Gertrude  the  £>ueen9. 
Hamlet,  Polonius,  Laertes,  Voltimand,  Cornelius, 
Lords  and  Attendants. 

King,  *  1  ^Hough  yet  of  Hamlet  our  dear  brother's 

X  death 
The  memory  be  green,  and  that  it  fitted 
To  bear  our  hearts  in  grief,  and  our  whole  Kingdom 
To  be  contracted  in  one  brow  of  woe ; 
Yet  fo  far  hath  Difcretion  fought  with  Nature, 
That  we  with  wifeft  forrow  think  on  him, 
Together  with  remembrance  of  our  felves. 
Therefore  our  fometime  fitter,  now  our  Queen, 
Th'  imperial  Jointrefs  of  this  warlike  State, 
Have  we,  as  'twere,  with  a  defeated  joy, 
With  one  aufpicious,  and  one  dropping  eye, 
With  mirth  in  funeral,  and  with  dirge  in  marriage,, 
In  equal  fcale  weighing  delight  and  dole, 

Taken  to  wife.  Nor  have  we  herein  barr'd 

Your  better  wifdoms,  which  have  freely  gone 
With  this  affair  along:  (for  all,  our  thanks.) 
Nov/  follows,  that  you  know,  young  Fortinbras, 
Holding  a  weak  fuppofal  of  our  worth ; 
Or  thinking  by  our  late  dear  brother's  death 
Our  State  to  be  disjoint  and  out  of  frame  ; 
Colleagued  with  this  dream  of  his  advantage, 
He  hath  not  faiPd  to  pefter  us  with  meffage, 
Importing  the  furrender  of  thofe- Lands 
Loft  by  his  father,  by  all  bands  of  law, 
To  our  moll  valiant  brother. — So  much  for  him. — 
Now  for  our  fclf,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting  : 
Thus  much  the  bufinefs  is.    We  have  here  writ 
To  Norway,  uncle  of  young  Fortinbras, 
{Who,  impotent  and  bed- rid,  fcarcely  hears 
Of  this  his  nephew's  purpofe,)  to  fupprefs 
His  further  gate  herein  ;  in  that  the  Levies, 
The  Lifts,  and  full  Proportions  are  all  made 
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Out  of  his  Subjects :  and  we  here  difpatch. 

You,  good  Cornelius,  and  you  Voltimand, 

For  bearers  of  this  Greeting  to  old  Norway  ; 

Giving  to  you  no  further  perfonal  power 

To  buiinefs  with  the  King,  more  than  the  fcope 

Which  thcfe  dilated  articles  allow. 

Farewel,  and  let  your  hafte  commend  your  duty. 

VoL  In  that,  and  all  things,  will  we  fhew  our  duty. 

King.  We  doubt  it  nothing  ;  heartily  farewel. 

\Exeunt  Voltimand  and  Cornelius. 
And  now,  Laertes,  what's  the  news  with  you  ? 
You  told  us  of  fome  fuit. .  What  is't,  Laertes  ? 
You  cannot  fpeak  of  Reafon  to  the  Dane, 
And  lofe  your  voice.   What  woukTft  thou  beg,  Laertes*  * 
That  (hall  not  be  my  offer,  not  thy  asking  ? 
The  head  is  not  more  native  to  the  heart, 
The  hand  more  inftrumental  to  the  mouth, 
Than  is  the  Throne  of  De?imark  to  thy  father. 
What  would  ft  thou  have,  Laertes  ? 

Laer.  My  dread  lord, 
Your  leave  and  favour  to  return  to  Trance  ; 
From  whence,  though  willingly  I  came  to  Denmark 
To  Ihew  my  duty  in  your  Coronation ; 
Yet  now  I  muft  confefs,  that  duty  done, 
My  thoughts  and  wifnes  bend  again  tow'rd  France  : 
And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leave  and  pardon. 
King.  Have  you  your  father's  leave  ?  what  fays  Pq-  . 
lonius  ? 

Pol.  He  hath,  my  lord,  by  labourfome  petition, 
Wrung  from  me  my  flow  leave  ;  and,  at  the  laft, 
Upon  his  will  I  feal'd  my  hard  confent. 
1  do  befeech  you,  give  him  leave  to  go. 

King.  Take  thy  fair  hour,  Laertes,  time  be  thine ;  (2) 

And 

(2)  Take  thy  fair  hour,  Laertes,  time  be  thine, 

And  thy  fair  Graces ;  fpend  it  at  thy  Will.']  This  is  the 
Pointing  in  both  Mr.  Pope's  Editions  :  but  the  Poet's  Meaning 
is  loft  by  it,  and  the  Clofe  of  the  Sentence  miferably  flatten'd. 
The  Pointing,  I  have  reftor'd,  is  that  of  the  beft  Copies  5  and 

the 
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And  thy  beft  Graces  fpend  it  at  thy  will. 

But  now,  my  coufin  Hamlet,  and  my  fon  

Ham.  A  little  more  than  kin,  and  lefs  than  kind. 

King.  How  is  it,  that  the  clouds  flill  hang  on  you  ? 

Ham.  Not  fo,  my  lord,  I  am  too  much  i'th'  Sun. 

Queen.  Good  Hamlet,  caft  thy  nighted  colour  off,. 
And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a  friend  on  Denmark. 
Do  not,  for  ever,  with  thy  veiled  lids, 
Seek  for  thy  noble  father  in  the  dull ; 
Thou  know'ft,  'tis  common  ;  all,  that  live,  mull  die  ; 
Pairing  through  nature  to  eternity. 

Ham.  Ay,  Madam,  it  is  common. 

Queen.  If  it  be, 
Why  feems  it  fo  particular  with  thee  ? 

Ham.  Seems,  Madam  ?  nay,  it  is ;  I  know  not  feems: 
'Tis  not  alone  my  inky  cloak,  good  mother, 
Nor  cuftomary  fuks  of  folemn  Black, 
Nor  windy  fufpiration  of  forc'd  breath, 
No,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye, 
Nor  the  dejected  'haviour  of  the  vifage, 
Together  with  all  forms,  moods,  lhews  of  grief, 
That  can  denote  me  true  truly.    Thefe  indeed  feem> 
For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  might  play; 
But  I  have  That  within,  which  palTeth  fhew  : 
Thefe,  but  the  trappings,  and  the  fuits  of  woe. 

King.  'Tis  fweet  and  commendable  in  your  nature^ 
Hamlet, 

To  give  thefe  mourning  duties  to  your  father  : 
But  you  muft  know,  your  father  loft  a  father  5 
That  father  loft,  loft,  his ;  and  the  furviver  bound 
In  filial  obligation,  for  fome  term, 
To  do  obfequious  forrow.    But  to  perfevere 
In  obftinate  condolement,  is  a  courfe 
Of  impious  ftubbornnefs,  unmanly  grief. 
It  fhews  a  will  moft  incorrect  to  heav'n, 

the  Senfe,  this  ;  "  You  have  my  Leave  to  go,  Laertes ;  make 
*'  the  faireft  Ufe  you  pleafe  of  your  Time,  and  fpend  it  at  your 
(t  Will  with  the  faireft  Graces  you  are  Mafter  of.'1 

A  heart 
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A  heart  unfortify'd,  a  mind  impatient, 

An  underftanding  fimple,  and  unfchool'd  : 

For,  what  we  know  muft  be,  and  is  as  common 

As  any  the  moft  vulgar  thing  to  fenfe, 

Why  fhould  we,  in  our  peevifh  oppofition, 

Take  it  to  heart  ?  fie !  'tis  a  fault  to  heav'n, 

A  fault  againft  the  dead,  a  fault  to  nature, 

To  Reafon  moft  abfurd  ;  whofe  common  theam 

Is  death  of  fathers,  and  who  ftill  hath  cry'd, 

From  the  firft  coarfe,  'till  he  that  died  to  day, 

"  This  muft  be  fo."    We  pray  you,  throw  to  earth 

This  unprevailing  woe,  and  think  of  us 

As  of  a  father :  for  let  the  world  take  note, 

You  are  the  moft  immediate  to  our  Throne ; 

And  with't  no  lefs  nobility  of  love,  (3) 

Than  that  which  deareft  father  bears  his  fon, 

Do  I  impart  tow'rd  you.    For  your  intent 

In  going  back  to  fchool  to  Wittenberg, 

It  is  moft  retrograde  to  our  defire  : 

And  we  befeech  you,  bend  you  to  remain 

Here  in  the  cheer  and  comfort  of  our  eye, 

Our  chiefeft  courtier,  coufm,  and  our  Ion. 

Queen.  Let  not  thy  mother  lofe  her  prayers,  Hamlet ;. 
I  pr'ythee,  ftay  with  us,  go  not  to  Wittenberg. 

Ham.  I  fhall  in  all  my  beft  obey  you,  Madam. 

King.  Why,  'tis  a  loving,  and  a  fair  reply  ; 
Be  as  our  felf  in  Denmark.    Madam,  come  ; 
This  gentle  and  unfore'd  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  fmiling  to  my  heart,  in  grace  whereof 
No  jocund  Health,  that  Denmark  drinks  to  day, 
But  the  great  Cannon  to  the  clouds  mail  tell ; 
And  the  King's  rovvfe  the  heav'n  fhall  bruit  again, 

(3)  And  with  no  lefs  Nobility  of  Love, 

Than  that  ivbicb  deareft  Father  bears  bis  Son, 
Do  I  impart  towards  you.]  But  what  does  the  King  impart  ? 
We  want  the  Subftantive  govern'd  of  the  Verb.  The  King  had 
declared  Hamlet  his  immediate  Succefibr  j  and  with  That  Decla- 
ration, he  muft  mean,  he  imparts  to  him  as  noble  a  Love,  as 
ever  fond  Father  tender'd  to  his  own  Son,  I  have  ventured  to  . 
make  the  Text  conform  with  this  Stnfe, 

Re  fpeak- 
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Re-fpeaking  earthly  thunder.    Come,  away.  [Exeunt. 
Manet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Oh,  that  this  too-too-folid  flefh  would  melt, 
Thaw,  and  refolve  itfelf  into  a  dew  ! 
Or  that  the  Everlafting  had  not  fixt  (4) 
His  canon  'gainft  felf-flaughter  !  Oh  God  !  oh  God ! 
How  weary,  ftale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 
Seem  to  me  all  the  ufes  of  this  world  ! 
Fieon't!  oh  fie  !  'tis  an  unweeded  garden, 
That  grows  to  feed ;  things  rank,  and  grofs  in  nature, 
Poflefs  it  meerly.    That  it  mould  come  to  this ! 
But  two  months  dead !  nay,  not  fo  much ;  not  two ;  — 
So  excellent  a  King,  that  was,  to  this, 
Hyperion  to  a  Satyr  :  fo  loving  to  my  mother,  (5) 

(4)  Or  that-  the  E-verlafting  had  not  fix'd 

His  Cannon  'gainfl  Self- Slaughter  /]  The  Generality  of  the 
Editions  read  thus,  as  if  the  Poet's  Thought  were,  Or  that  the 
Almighty  had  not  planted  his  Artillery,  his  Refentment,  or  Arms- 
of  Vengeance,  againft  Self-Murther,  But  the  Word,  which  I 
reftor'd  to  the  Text,  (and  which  was  efpous'd  by  the  accurate 
Mr.  Hughes,  who  gave  an  Edition  of  this  Play ; )  is  the  Poet's 
true  Reading,  i.  e.  That  he  bad  not  refrain  d  Suicide  by  his 
exprefs  Law,  and  peremptory  Prohibition.  Miftakes  are  per- 
petually made  in  the  Old  Editions  of  our  Poet,  betwixt  thofe 
two  Wosds,  Cannon  and  Canon. 

(5 )  loving  to  my  Mother, 

That  be  permitted  not  the  Winds  of  Heavn 

Vifit  her  Face  too  roughly. ]  This  is  a  fophifticated  Reading, 
copied  from  the  Players  in  fome  of  the  modern  Editions,  for 
Want  of  Understanding  the  Poet,  whofe  Text  is  corrupt  in  the 
Old  Impreffions :  All  of  which  that  I  have  had  the  Fortune  to 
fee,  concur  in  reading  j 

-■'  .  •"•    So  lotting  to  my  Mother,  . 

That  be  might  not  beteene  the  Winds  of  Heaven 

Vifit  her  Face  too  roughly. 
Beteene  is  a  Corruption  without  Doubt,  but  not  fo  inveterate  a 
one,  but  that,  by  the  Change  of  a  fingle  Letter,  and  the  Sepa- 
ration ©f  two  Words  nruftakenly  jumbled  together,  I  am  verily 
persuaded,  I  have  retrieved  the  Poet's  Reading.  —  That  he 
might  not  let  e'en  the  Winds  of  Heav*n,  &c. 

That 
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That  he  might  not  let  e'en  the  winds  of  heav'n 
Vifit  her  face  too  roughly.    Heav'n  and  earth  ! 

Muft  I  remember  ?  why,  Ihe  would  hang  on  him, 

As  if  Increafe  of  Appetite  had  grown 

By  what  it  fed  on  ;  yet,  within  a  month,  

Let  me  not  think — Frailty,  thy  name  is  Woman! 
A  little  month  !  or  ere  thofe  fhoes  were  old, 
With  which  fhe  follow'd  my  poor  father's  body, 

Like  Niobe,  all  tears — Why  hhe,  ev'n  Ihe,  

(O  heav'n?  a  beaft,  that  wants  difcourfe  of  reafon, 
Would  have  mourn'd  longer  —  )  married  with  mine 
uncle, 

My  father's  brother  ;  but  no  more  like  my  father, 

Than  I  to  Hercules.    Within  a  month  !   

Ere  yet  the  fait  of  moit  unrighteous  tears 

Had  left  the  flulhing  in  her  gauied  eyes, 

She  married.  —  Oh,  moll  wicked  fpeed,  to  pcft 

With  fuch  dexterity  to  inceftuous  meets ! 

It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to  Good. 

But  break,  my  heart,  for  I  rauft  hold  my  tongue. 

Enter  Horatio,  Bernardo,  and  Marcellus. 

Hor.  Hail  to  your  lordfhip ! 
Ham.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well : 
Horatio,  —  or  I  do  forget  my  felf? 
Hor.  The  fame,  my  lord,  and  your  poor  fervant  ever. 
Ham.  Sir,  my -good  friend;  I'll  change  that  name 
with  you: 

And  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg,  Horatio  P 
Marcellus  ! 

Mar.  My  good  lord  

Ham.  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you  ;  good  even,  Sir. 
But  what,  in  faith,  make  you  from  Wittenberg? 

Hor.  A  truant  difpofition,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  would  not  hear  your  enemy  fay  fo; 
Nor  mail  you  do  mine  ear  that  violence, 
To  make  it  Trufter  of  your  own  report 
Againft  your  felf.    I  know,  you  are  no  truant ; 
But  what  is  your  affair  in  Eljinoor  ? 
We'll  teach  you  to  drink  deep,  ere  you  depart. 
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Hor.  My  lord,  I  came  to  fee  your  father's  funeral, 

Ham.  I  pr'ythee,  do  not  mock  me,  fellow-ftudent ; 
I  think,  it  was  to  fee  my  mother's  wedding. 

Hor.  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  followed  hard  upon. 

Ham.  Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio ;  the  funeral  bak'd  meats 
Did  coldly  furnifh  forth  the  marriage  tables. 
'Would,  I  had  met  my  deareft  foe  in  heav'n, 
Or  ever  I  had  feen  that  day,  Horatio  ! 
My  father  ■       methinks,  I  fee  my  father* 

Hor.  Oh  where,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  In  my  mind's  eye,  Horatio. 

Hor.  I  faw  him  once,  he  was  a  goodly  King. 

Ham.  He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 
I  fhall  not  look  upon  his  like  again. 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  think,  I  faw  him  yefternight* 

Ham.  Saw  !  who  ?  * 

Hor.  My  lord,  the  King  your  father, 

Ham.  The  King  my  father  ! 

Hor.  Seafon  your  admiration  but  a  while, 
With  an  attentive  ear  ;  till  I  deliver 
Upon  the  witnefs  of  thefe  gentlemen, 
This  marvel  to  you. 

Ham.  For  heaven's  love,  let  me  hear. 

Hor.  Two  nights  together  had  thefe  gentlemen, 
Marcellus  and  Bernardo,  on  their  watch, 
In  the  dead  wafte  and  middle  of  the  night, 
Been  thus  encountred  :  A  figure  like  your  father, 
Arm'd  at  all  points  exactly,  Cap-a-fe, 
Appears  before  them,  and  with  folemn  march 
Goes  flow  and  flately  by  them ;  thrice  he  walk'd, 
By  their  opprefs'd  and  fear-furprized  eyes, 
Within  his  truncheon's  length  ;  whilft  they  (diftilPd 
Almoft  to  jelly  with  the  act  of  fear) 
Stand  dumb,  and  fpeak  not  to  him.    This  to  me 
In  dreadful  feerecy  impart  they  did, 
And  I  with  them  the  third  night  kept  the  watch; 
Where,  as  they  had  deliver'd  both  in  time, 
Form  of  the  thing,  each  word  made  true  and  good, 
The  Apparition  comes.    I  knew  your  father  : 
Thefe  hands  are  not  more  like. 

Ham*. 
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Ham.  But  where  was  this  ? 

Mar.  My  lord,  upon  the  Platform  where  we  watcht 

/taw.  Did  you  not  {peak  to  it  >  warcnc 

fiflr.  My  lord,  I  did  j 
But  anfwer  made  it  none  ;  yet  once,  methought, 
It  liftea  up  ns  head,  and  did  addrefs  8  ' 

It  felf  to  motion,  like  as  it  would  fpeak  • 
But  even  then  the  morning-cock  crew  loud; 
And  at  the  found  it  Ihrunk  in  hafte  away, 
And  vaniiht  from  our  fight.  . 

Ham.  Tis  very  Grange. 

An??  ^Ad°iIiVe?  my>onour'd  lord,  'tis  true; 
And  we  aid  think  it  writ  down  in  our  duty 
lo  Jet  you  know  of  it. 

Ham.  Indeed,  indeed,  Sirs,  but  this  troubles  me 
Hold  you  the  watch  to  night  ? 

Both.  We  do,  my  lord, 

Ham.  Arm'd,  fay  you  ? 

Both.  Arm'd,  my  lord. 

Ham.  From  top  to  toe  ? 

Both.  My  lord,  from  head  to  foot. 

Ham.  Then  faw  you  not  his  face  ? 

5'r'  Skye^m,y,lord;  he  wore  his  beaver  up. 

Ham.  What,  look'd  he  frowningly  ? 

/fcr.  A  countenance  more  in  forrow  than  in  anger. 

Ham.  Pale,  or  red  ?  & 

i/or.  Nay,  very  pale. 

Ham.  And  flxt  his  eyes  upon  you  > 

Hor.  Moft  conftantly. 

Ham.  I  would,  I  had  been  there  \ 

Hor.  It  would  have  much  amaz'd  you. 

Ham.  Very  like ;  ftaid  it  long  ? 

Hor.  While  one  with  moderate  hafte  might  tell  a 

hundred. 
Both.  Longer,  longer. 
Hor.  Not  when  I  faw't. 
Ham.  His  beard  was  grifly  I 
Hor  It  was,  as  I  have  feen  it  in  his  life, 
A  fable  filver'd. 
Ham.  Hi  watch  to  night;  perchance,  'twill  walk  again. 

Hor. 
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Hor.  I  warrant  you,  it  will. 

Ham.  If  it  aflume  my  noble  father's  perfon, 
I'll  fpeak  to  it,  tho'  hell  itfelf  mould  gape 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.    I  pray  you  all, 
If  you  have  hitherto  conceal'd  this  fight, 
Let  it  be  treble  in  your  filence  ftill : 
And  whatfoever  mall  befall  to  night, 
Give  it  an  underftanding,  but  no  tongue ; 
I  will  requite  your  loves :  fo,  fare  ye  well. 
Upon  the  platform  'twixt  eleven  and  twelve 
I'll  vifit  you. 

All.  Our  duty  to  your  Honour.  {Exeunt* 

Ham.  Your  loves,  as  mine  to  you  :  farewel. 
My  father's  Spirit  in  arms !  all  is  not  well : 
I  doubt  fome  foul  play :  'would,  the  night  were  come  ! 
'Till  then  fit  ftill,  my  foul :  foul  deeds  will  rife 
(Tho'  all  the  earth  o'erwhelm  them)  to  men's  eyes. 

[Exit, 

SCENE   changes  to  an  Apartment  in  PoloniusV 
Houfe. 

Enter  Laertes  and  Ophelia. 

Laer.  1%  ff  Y  neceffaries  are  imbark'd,  farewel  ; 

lVA  And,  fifter,  as  the  winds  give  benefit* 
And  Convoy  is  affiftant,  do  not  fteep, 
But  let  me  hear  from  you. 

Opb.  Do  you  doubt  That  ? 

Laer.  For  Hamlet,  and  the  trifling  of  his  favour, 
Hold  it  a  fafhion  and  a  toy  in  blood ; 
A  violet  in  the  youth  of  primy  nature, 
Forward,  not  permanent,  tho'  fweet,  not  lading  ; 
The  perfume,  and  fuppliance  of  a  minute  ; 
No  more.   

Opb.  No  more  but  fo  ? 

Laer.  Think  it  no  more  : 
For  Nature,  crefcent,  does  not  grow  alone 
[  In  thews  and  bulk ;  but,  as  this  Temple  waxes, 
The  inward  fervice  of  the  mind  and  foul 
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Grows  wide  withal.    Perhaps,  he  loves  you  now; 

And  now  no  foil,  nor  cautel,  doth  befmerch 

The  virtue  of  his  will :  but  you  muft  fear, 

His  Greatnefs  weigh'd,  his  will  is  riot  his  own  : 

For  he  himfelf  is  fubjedt  to  his  Birth  ; 

He  may  not,  as  unvalued  perfons  do, 

Carve  for  himfelf ;  for  on  his  choice  depends 

The  fan&ity  and  health  of  the  whole  State  : 

And  therefore  muft  his  choice  be  circumfcrib'd 

Unto  the  voice  and  yielding  of  that  body, 

Whereof  he's  head.    Then,  if  he  fays,  he  loves  you, 

It  fits  your  vvifdom  fo  far  to  believe  it, 

As  he  in  his  peculiar  adl  and  place 

May  give  his  Saying  deed  ;  which  is  no  further, 

Than  the  main  voice  of  Denmark  goes  withal. 

Then  weigh,  what  lofs  your  Honour  may  fuftain, 

If  with  too  credent  ear  you  lift  his  fongs  ; 

Or  lofe  your  .heart,  or  your  chafte  treafure  open 

To  his  unmafter'd  importunity. 

Fear  it,  Ophelia,  fear  it,  my  dear  fifter  ; 

And  keep  within  the  rear  of  your  afFe&ion, 

Out  of  the  mot  and  danger  of  defire. 

The  charieft  maid  is  prodigal  enough, 

If  (he  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  moon  : 

Virtue  itfelf  'fcapes  not  calumnious  ftrokes ; 

The  canker  galls  the  Infants  of  the  Spring, 

Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  difclos'd ; 

And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  youth 

Contagious  blaftments  are  moft  imminent. 

Be  wary  then,  beft  fafety  lies  in  fear ; 

Youth  to  itfelf  rebels,  though  none  elfe  near. 

Oth.  I  mall  th'  effects  of  this  good  lelfon  keep, 
As  watchman  to  my  heart.    But,  good  my  brother, 
Do  not,  as  fome  ungracious  paftors  do, 
Shew  me  the  fteep  and  thorny  way  to  heav'n ; 
Whilft,  likeapuft  and  carelefs  libertine, 
Himfelf  the  primrofe  path  of  dalliance  treads, 
And  recks  not  his  own  reed. 

Laer.  Oh,  fear  me  not. 


Enter 
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Enter  Polonius. 

I  flay  too  long ;  —  but  here  my  father  comes : 
A  double  Bleffing  is  a  double  grace ; 
Occafion  fmiles  upon  a  fecond  leave. 

Pol.  Yet  here,  Laertes  !  aboard,  aboard  for  lhame ; 
The  wind  fit1  in  the  lhoulder  of  your  fail,  (6) 

And  you  are  ftaid  for.    There  ;  

My  BleiTing  with  you  ; 

[Laying  his  hand  on  LaertesV  head. 
And  thefe  few  precepts  in  thy  memory 
See  thou  character.    Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue, 
Nor  any  unproportion'd  thought  his  act : 
Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vulgar ; 
The  friends  thou  haft,  and  their  Adoption  try'd, 
Grapple  them  to  thy  foul  with  hooks  of  fteel : 
But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 
Of  each  new-hatch'd,  unfledg'd  comrade.  Beware 
Of  Entrance  to  a  quarrel:  but  being  in, 
Bear't  that  the  oppofed  may  beware  of  thee. 
Give  evVy  Man  thine  ear  ;  but  few  thy  voice. 
Take  each  man's  cenfure ;  but  referve  thy  judgment, 

(6)  The  Wind  Jits  in  the  Shoulder  of  your  Sail, 

And you  are flay*d for  there.  My  Bleffing,  &c]  There  ■ 
where  ?  in  the  Shoulder  of  his  Sail  ?  For  to  That  muft  this  local 
Adverb  relate,  as  'tis  fituated.  Befides,  it  is  a  dragging  idle 
Expletive,  and  feems  of  no  Ufe  but  to  fupport  the  Meafure  of 
the  Verfe.  But  when  we  come  to  point  this  Pafiage  right,  and 
to  the  Poet's  Intention  in  it,  we  mall  find  it  neither  unnecefTary, 
nor  improper,  in  its  Place.  In  the  Speech  immediately  pre- 
ceding this,  Laertes  taxes  himfelf  for  Haying  too  long  ;  but  fee- 
ing his  Father  approach,  he  is  willing  to  ftay  for  a  fecond  Blef- 
fing, and  kneels  down  to  that  end  :  Polonius  accordingly  lays  his 
hand  on  his  Head,  and  gives  him  the  fecond  Bleffing.  The 
Manner,  in  which  a  Comic  Actor  behav'd  upon  this  Occafion, 
was  fure  to  raife  a  Laugh  of  Pleafure  in  the  Audience :  And  the 
oldeft  Quarto's,  in  the  Pointing,  are  a  Confirmation  that  thus 
the  Poet  intended  it,  and  thus  the  Stage  exprefs'd  it. 
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Coftly  thy  habit  as  thy  purfe  can  buy, 
But  not  expreft  in  fancy ;  rich,  not  gaudy  : 
For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man, 
And  they  in  France  of  the  beft  rank  and  ftation 
Are  moft  feledl  and  generous,  chief  in  That. 
Neither  a  borrower,  nor  a  lender  be ; 
For  Loan  oft  lofes  both  itfelf  and  friend : 
And  Borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  Husbandry. 
This  above  all ;  to  thine  own  felf  be  true  ; 
And  it  muft  follow,  as  the  night  the  day, 
Thou  canft  not  then  be  falfe  to  any  man. 
Farewel ;  my  Blefiing  feafon  this  in  thee  I 

Laer.  Moft  humbly  do  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 
Pol.  The  time  inverts  you;  go,  your  fervants  tend.  (7) 
Laer.  Farewel,  Ophelia,  and  remember  well 
What  I  have  faid. 

Qpb.  'Tis  in  my  mem'ry  lockt, 
And  you  your  felf  fhall  keep  the  key  of  it. 
Laer.  Farewel.  [Exit  Laer. 

Pol.  What  is't,  Ophelia,  he  hath  faid  to  you  ? 
Oph,  So  pleafe  you,  fomething  touching  the  lord 

Hamlet. 
Pol.  Marry,  well  bethought  ! 
Tis  told  me,  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Given  private  time  to  you  ;  and  you  your  felf 
Have  of  your  audience  been  moft  free  and  bounteous. 
If  it  be  fo,  (as  fo  'tis  put  on  me, 
And  that  in  way  of  caution,)  I  muft  tell  you, 
You  do  not  underftand  your  felf  fo  clearly, 
As  it  behoves  my  daughter,  and  your  honour. 

(7)  The  Time  invites  You,  ]    This  Reading  is  as  old  as  the 

firft  Folio  j  however  I  fufpeel  it  to  have  been  fubftituted  by  the 
Players,  who  did  not  underftand  the  Term  which  poffefles  the 
elder  Quarto" s  : 

The  Time  invefts  you> 
i.  e.  befieges,  prefTes  upon  you  on  every  Side.    To  iwveft  a 
Town,  is  the  military  Phrafe  from  which  our  Author  borrow'd 
his  Metaphor, 
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What  is  between  you  ?  give  me  up  the  truth. 

Oph.  He  hath,  my  lord,  of  late,  made  many  tenders 
Of  his  affection  to  me. 

Pol.  Affection  !  puh  !  you  fpeak  like  a  green  girl, 
Unfifted  in  fuch  perilous  circumitance. 
Do  you  believe  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them  ? 

Oph.  I  do  not  know,  my  lord,  what  I  mould  think. 

Pol.  Marry,  I'll  teach  you ;  think  your  felf  a  baby ; 
That  you  have  ta'en  his  tenders  for  true  pay, 
Which  are  not  fterling.    Tender  your  felf  more  dear- 
ly; (8) 

Or  (not  to  crack  the  wind  of  the  poor  phrafe, 
Wringing  it  thus)  you'll  tender  me  a  fool. 

Oph.  My  lord,  he  hath  importun'd  me  with  love, 
In  honourable  falhion. 

Pol.  Ay,  falhion  you  may  call't ;  go  to,  go  to. 

Oph.  And  hath  giv'n  count'nance  to  his  fpeech,  my 
lord, 

With  almofr,  all  the  holy  vows  of  heaven. 

Pol.  Ay,  fpringes  to  catch  woodcocks.    I  do  know, 
When  the  blood  burns,  how  prodigal  the  foul 
Lends  the  tongue  vows.  Thefe  blazes,  oh  my  daughter, 
Giving  more  light  than  heat,  extinct  in  both, 
Ev'n  in  their  promife  as  it  is  a  making, 
You  mull  not  take  for  fire.    From  this  time, 
Be  fomevvhat  fcanter  of  your  maiden-prefence, 
Set  your  intreatments  at  a  higher  rate, 
Than  a  command  to  parley.    For  lord  Hamlet, 
Believe  fo  much  in  him,  that  he  is  young ; 
And  with  a  larger  tether  he  may  walk, 
Than  may  be  given  you.    Jn  few,  Ophelia, 

(8)  Tender  your  felf  more  dearly  ; 

Or  ( not  to  crack  the  Wind  of  the  poor  Phrafe) 

Wronging  it  thus,  you  il  tender  me  a  Fool.~\  The  Parer.thejis 
is  clos'd  at  the  wrong  place ;  and  we  muft  make  likewife  a 
flight  Correction  in  the  laft  Verfe.  Polonius  is  racking  and 
playing  on  the  Word  Tender,  'till  he  thinks  proper  to  correct 
himfelf  for  the  Licence  ;  and  then  he  would  fay  not  far- 
ther to  crack  the  Wind  of  the  Phrafe  by  tivifing  and  contorting 
it,  as  I  have  done  j  £fc                                 Mr.  Warburton. 

Vol.  VIII.  F  Do 
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Do  not  believe  his  vows ;  for  they  are  brokers,  (9) 

Not  of  that  Die  which  their  inveitments  fhevv, 

Bat  meer  implorers  of  unholy  fuits, 

Breathing  like  fanclified  and  pious  Bawds, 

The  better  to  beguile.    This  is  for  all : 

I  would  not,  in  plain  terms,  from  this  time  forth, 

Have  you  fo  flander  any  moment's  leifure, 

As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  lord  Hamlet. 

Look  to't,  I  charge  you,  come  your  way. 

Oph.  I  mail  obey,  my  lord.    '  [Exeunt. 

£9)  Do  not  belief e  his  Vows  \  for  they  are  Brokers^ 

Breathing  like  fanclijied  and  pious  Bonds, 
The  better  to  beguile.] 

Tho'  all  the  Editors  have  fwallow'd  this  Reading  implicit- 
ly, it  is  certainly  corrupt  ;  and  I  have  been  furpris'd,  how- 
Men  of  Genius  and  Learning  could  let  it  pafs  without  Come 
Sufpicion.  What  Ideas  can  we  form  to  ourfelves  of  a  breath- 
ing Bcndy  or  of  its  being  fanclifed  and  pious?  As  he,  juft  be- 
fore, is  calling  amorous  Vows  Brokers,  and  implorers  of  un- 
holy Suits  j  I  think,  a  Continuation  of  the  plain  and  natural 
Senfe  direcls  to  an  eafy  Emendation,  which  makes  the  whole 
Thought  of  a  piece,  and  gives  it  a  Turn  not  unworthy  of 
our  Pcet. 

Breathing,  like  fan&ijied  and  pious  Bawds, 
The  better  to  beguile. 
Broker,  'tis  to  be  obferv'd,  our  Author  perpetually  ufes  as 
the  more  modeft  Synonymous  Term  for  Baivd.  Befides,  what 
ftrengthe.ns  my  Correction,  and  makes  this  Emendation  the 
mote  necefTary  and  probable,  is,  the  Words  with  which  the 
Poet  winds  up  his  Thoughts,  the  better  to  beguile.  It  is  the  fly 
Artifice  and  Cuftom  of  Bawds  to  put  on  an  Air  and  Form  of 
Sanelity,  to  betray  the  Virtues  of  young  Ladies;  by  drawing 
them  firft  into  a  kind  Opinion  of  them,  from  their  exterior  and 
d'U'emblcd  Goodnefs.  And  Banuds  in  their  Office  of  Treachery 
are  likewife  properly  Brokers  j  2nd  the  Implorers  and  Prompters 
of  unholy  (that  is,  unchaft)  Suits  :  And  fo  a  Chain  of  the  fame 
Metaphors  is  continued  to  the  E:;d.  , 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Platform  before  the 
Palace. 

Enter  Hamlet,  Horatio,  ^^Marcellus. 

Ham.  f  I  "A  H  E  Air  bites  fhrewdly  ;  it  is  very  cold. 

Hor.  It  is  a  nipping  and  an  eager  air. 
Ham.  What  hour  now  ? 
Hor.  I  think,  it  lacks  of  twelve. 
Mar.  No,  it  is  ftruck. 

Hor.  I  heard  it  not :  it  then  draws  near  the  feafon, 
Wherein  the  Spirit  held  his  wont  to  walk. 

\JSoife  of  warlike  mufick  within. 
What  does  this  mean,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  The  King  doth  wake  to  night,  and  takes  his 
roufe, 

Keeps  waffel,  and  the  fwaggVing  up-fpring  reels; 
And  as  he  drains  his  draughts  of  Rh'eniih  down, 
The  kettle-drum  and  trumpet  thus  bray  out 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 

Hor.  Is  it  a  cuflom  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  marry,  is't : 
But,  to  my  mind,  though  I  am  native  here, 
And  to  the  manner  born,  it  is  a  cuftom 
More  honour'd  in  the  breach,  than  the  obfervance. 
This  heavy-headed  revel,  eaft  and  weft, 
Makes  us  tradue'd,  and  tax'd  of  other  nations ; 
They  clepe  us  drunkards,  and  with  fwinilh  phrafe 
Soil  our  addition ;  and,  indeed,  it  takes 
From  our  achievements,  though  perforrn'd  at  height, 
The  pith  and  marrow  of  our  attribute. 
So,  oft  it  chances  in  particular  men, 
That  for  fome  vicious  mole  of  nature  in  them, 
As,  in  their  birth,  (wherein  they  are  not  guilty, 
Since  nature  cannot  chufe  his  origin) 
By  the  o'ergrowth  of  fome  complexion, 
Oft  breaking  down  the  pales  and  forts  of  reafon  ; 
Or  by  fome  habit,  that  too  much  o'er-leavens 
The  form  of  plaufive  manners ;  that  thefe  men 

F  2  Carry- 
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Carrying,  I  fay,  the  ftamp  of  one  defect:, 
(Being  nature's  livery,  or  fortune's  fear) 
Their  virtues  elfe,  be  they  as  pure  as  grace, 
As  infinite  as  man  may  undergo, 
Shall  in  the  general  cenfure  take  corruption 

From  that  particular  fault.  The  dram  of  Bafe  (10) 

Doth  all  the  noble  fubftance  of  Worth  out, 
To  his  own  fcandal. 

Enter  Ghoft. 

Hor.  Look,  my  lord,  it  comes ! 

Ham.  Angels  and  miniiters  of  grace  defend  us  \ 
Be  thou  a  Spirit  of  health,  or  Goblin  damn'd, 
Bring  with  thee  airs  from  heav'n,  or  blafts  from  hell, 
Be  thy  intents  wicked  or  charitable, 
Thou  com'ft  in  fuch  a  queftionable  fhape, 
That  I  will  fpeak  to  thee.    I'll  call  thee  Hamlet, 
King,  Father,  Royal  Dane :  oh  !  anfwe'r  me  ; 
Let  me  not  burft  in  Ignorance  ;  but  tell, 
Why  thy  canoniz'd  bones,  hearfed  in  death, 
Have  burfl  their  cearments  ?  why  the  fepulchre, 
Wherein  we  faw  thee  quietly  in-urn'd, 
Hath  op'd  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws, 
To  call  thee  up  again  ?  What  may  this  mean  ? 

f  10)  — _  The  Dram  of  Eafe 

Doib  all  the  noble  Subfiance  of  a  Doubt 

To  bis  own  fcandal.']  I  do  not  remember  a  Pafiage,  through- 
put all  our  Poet's  Works,  more  intricate  and  deprav'd  in  the 
Text,  of  lefs  Meaning  to  outward  Appearance,  or  more  likely 
to  baffle  the  Attempts  of  Criticifm  in  its  Aid.  It  is  certain, 
there  is  neither  Senfe,  nor  Grammar,  as  it  now  ftands:  yet, 
with  a  flight  Alteration,  I'll  endeavour  to  cure  thofe  Defects, 
and  give  a  Sentiment  too,  that  fhall  make  the  Poet's  Thought 
clofe  nobly.  The  Dram  of  Bafe,  (as  I  have  corrected  the 
Text)  means  the  leatt  Alloy  of  Bafenefs  or  Vice.  It  is  very 
frequent  with  our  Poet  to  ufe  the  Jld)cBi<ve  of  Quality  inftead 
of  the  Subftantive  fignifying  the  Thing.  Befides,  I  have  ob- 
ferved,  that  elfewhere,  fpeaking  of  Worth,  he  delights  to  con- 
sider it  as  a  Quality  that  adds  Weight  to  a  Perfon,  and  connects 
the  Word  with  that  Idea. 

That 
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That  thou,  dead  coarfe,  again,  in  compleat  fteel, 
Revifit'it  thus  the  glimpfes  of  the  moon, 
Making  night  hideous,  and  us  fools  of  nature 
So  horribly  to  fhake  our  difpofition 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  fouls  ? 
Say,  why  is  this  ?  wherefore  ?  what  mould  we  do  ? 

[Gboji  beckons  Hamlet. 

Hor.  It  beckons  you  to  go  away  with  it, 
As  if  it  fome  impartment  did  defire 
To  you  alone. 

Mar.  Look,  with  what  courteous  adliort 
It  waves  you  to  a  more  removed  ground : 
But  do  not  go  with  it. 

Hor.  No,  by  no  means.  [Holding  Hamlet. 

Ham.  It  will  not  fpeak  ;  then  I  will  follow  it. 

Hor.  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  what  mould  be  the  fear  ? 
I  do  not  fet  my  life  at  a  pin's  fee ; 
And,  for  my  foul,  what  can  it  do  to  That, 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  it  felf  ? 
It  waves  me  forth  again. — :  111  follow  it— — 

Hor.  What  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  flood,  my  lord  ? 
Or  to  the  dreadful  fummit  of  the  cliff, 
That  beetles  o'er  his  Bafe  into  the  fea ; 
And  there  affume  fome  other  horrible  form, 
Which  might  deprive  your  fov'reignty  of  reafon, 
And  draw  you  into  madnefs  ?  think  of  it. 
The  very  place  puts  toys  of  defperation, 
Without  more  motive,  into  ev'ry  brain, 
That  looks  fo  many  fadoms  to  the  fea ; 
And  hears  it  roar  beneath. 

Ham.  It  waves  me  ftill :  goon,  M  follow  thee— — 

Mar.  You  ihall  not  go,  my  lord. 

Ha?n.  Hold  off  your  hands. 

Mar.  Be  ruPd,  you  (hall  not  go. 

Ham.  My  fate  cries  out, 
And  makes  each  petty  artery  in  this  body 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  lion's  nerve  : 
Still  am  I  call'd :  unhand  me,  gentlemen 

[Breaking  from  them, 
F  3  By 
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By  heaven,  I'll  make  a  Ghoft  of  him  that  lets  me  . 

I  lay,  away .  go  on  —  I'll  follow  thee  i 

rr      rr  ,r  {Exeunt  Ghojl  and  Hamlet, 

Hor.  He  waxes  defp'rate  with  imagination. 

Mar.  Let's  follow ;  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 

Hor.  Have  after.  To  what  iffue  will  this  come  ? 

Mar.  ^Something  is  rotten  in  the  State  of  Denmark. 

Her.  Heav'n  will  direct  it. 

Mar.  Nay,  let's  follow  him.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  more  remote  Part  of  the 

Platform. 

Re-enter  Ghojl  and  Hamlet. 

Ham.  TT7HERE  wilt  thou  lead  me?  fpeak;  I'll 
W         go  no  further. 
Ghoft.  Mark  me. 
Ham.  I  will. 

Ghoft.  My  hour  is  almoft  come, 
When  I  to  fulphurous  and  tormenting  flames 
Mull  render  up  my  felf. 

Ham.  Alas,  poor  Ghoft! 

Ghoft.  Pity  me  not,  but  lend  thy  ferious  hearing 
To  what  I  fhall  unfold. 

Ham.  Speak,  I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Ghoft.  So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou  fhalt  hear. 

Ham.  What? 

Ghoft.  I  am  thy  father's  Spirit ; 
Doom'd  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night, 
And,  for  the  day,  connVd  to  fall  in  fires ; 
Till  the  foul  crimes,  done  in  my  days  of  nature, 
Are  burnt  and  purg'd  away.    But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  fecrets  of  my  prifon-houfe, 
J  could  a  tale  unfold,  whofe  lighted  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  foul,  freeze  thy  young  blood, 
Make  thy  two  eyes,  like  ftars,  flart  from  their  fpheres, 
rJ  hy  knotty  and  combined  locks  to  part, 
And  each  particular  hair  to  Hand  on  end 
Like  quills  upon  the  fretful  porcupine : 

But 
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Bat  this  eternal  blazon  mull  not  be 
To  ears  of  flefh  and  blood  ;  lift,  lift,  oh  lift! 
If  thou  didft  ever  thy  dear  father  love  »» 
Ham.  Oh  heav'n ! 

Gboft  Revenge  his  foul  and  moft  unnatural  murther, 
Ham.  Murther? 

Ghojf.  Murther  moft  foul,  as  in  the  beft  it  is  ; 
$ut  this  moft  foul,  ftrange,  and  unnatural. 

Ham.  Hafte  me  to  know  it,  that  I,  with  wings  as 
fwift 

As  meditation  or  the  thoughts  of  love, 
May  fweep  to  my  revenge. 

Gboft.  I  find  thee  apt; 
And  duller  ftiouldft  thou  be,  than  the  fat  weed 
That  roots  it  felf  in  eafe  on  Lethe 's  wharf, 
Wouldit  thou  not  ftir  in  this.    Now,  Hamlet,  hear  : 
*Tis  given  out,  that,  fleeping  in  my  orchard, 
A  ferpent  ftung  me.    So  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark 
Is  by  a  forged  procefs  of  my  death 
Rankly  abus'd  :  but  know,  thou  noble  Youth, 
The  ferpent,  that  did  fting  thy  father's  life, 
Now  wears  his  crown. 

Ham.  Oh,  my  prophetick  foul  !  my  uncle  ? 

Gboft.  Ay,  that  inceftuous,  that  adulterate  beaft3 
With  witchcraft  of  his  wit,  with  trait'rous  gifts, 
(O  wicked  wit,  and  gifts,  that  have  the  power 
So  to  feduce  !)  won  to  his  fhameful  luft 
The  will  of  my  moft  feeming-virtuous  Queen. 
Oh  Hamlet,  what  a  falling  oft  was  there  ! 
From  me,  whofe  love  was  of  that  dignity, 
That  it  went  hand  in  hand  ev'n  with  the  vow 
I  made  to  her  in  marriage  ;  and  to  decline 
Upon  a  wretch,  whofe  natural  gifts  were  poor 
To  thofe  of  mine ! 

But  virtue,  as  it  never  will  be  mov'd, 
Though  lewdnefs  court  it  in  a  fhape  of  heav'n ; 
So  luft,  though  to  a  radiant  angel  link'd, 
Will  fate  it  felf  in  a  celeftial  bed, 
And  prey  on  garbage  

But,  foft!  methinks,  I  fcent  the  morning  air<  -7* 

F  4  Brief 
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Brief  let  me  be  ;  Sleeping  within  mine  orchard, 
My  cuftom  always  of  the  afternoon, 
Upon  my  fecure  hour  thy  uncle  ftole 
With  juice  of  curfed  hebenon  in  a  viol, 
And  in  the  porches  of  mine  ears  did  pour 
The  leperous  difHlment ;  whole  effect 
Holds  fuch  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man, 
That  fwifi  as  quick-filver  it  courfes  through 
The  nat'ral  gates  and  allies  of  the  body ; 
And,  with  a  fudden  vigour,  it  doth  pofTet 
And  curd,  like  eager  droppings  into  milk, 
The  thin  and  wholfome  blood  :  fo  did  it  mine, 
And  a  mod  inrtant  tetter  bark'd  about, 
Moll  lazar-like,  with  vile  and  loathfome  cruft 

All  my  fmooth  body  

Thus  was  I  ileeping,  by  a  brother's  hand, 
Of  life,  of  Crown,  of  Queen,  at  once  difpatcht ; 
Cut  off  even  in  the  blofToms  of  my  fin, 
Unhoufei'd,  unappointed,  unaneaPd :  (11) 

No 

(u)  Unbouzzled,  unanointed,  unaneaPd  f\  The  Ghoft,  having 
recounted  the  Procefs  of  his  Murder,  proceeds  to  exaggerate 
fhe  Inhumanity  and  Unnaturalnefs  of  the  Fact,  from  the  Cir- 
cumftances  in  which  he  was  furpris'd.  But  thefe,  I  find,  have 
been  ftumbling  Blocks  to  our  Editors  j  and  therefore,  I  muft 
amend  and  explain  thefe  three  compound  Adjectives  in  their  Or- 
der. Inftead  of  unbouzzePd,  we  muft  reftore,  uriboufeVd,  i.  e. 
without  the  Sacrament  taken  j  from  the  old  Saxon  Word  for  the 
Sacrarr  ent,  boufel.  In  the  next  place,  unanointed,  is  a  Sophif- 
tication  of  the  Text :  the  old  Copies  concur  in  reading,  difap- 
pointed.    I  correct, 

UnboujeVdy  unappointed,  

i.  e.  no  Confefiion  of  Sins  made,  no  Reconciliation  to  Heaven, 
no  Appointment  of  Penance  by  the  Church.  UnaneaVd  I  agree 
to  be  the  Poet's  genuine  Word  ;  but  I  muft  take  the  Liberty  to 
difpute  Mr.  Pope's  Explication  of  it,  No  Knell  rung.  The 

Adjective  fornVd  from  Knell,  muft  have  been  unknelPd,  or  un- 
knoll'd.  There  is  no  Rule  in  Orthography  for  finking  the  k 
in  the  Deflection  of  any  Verb  or  Compound  form'd  from 
Knell,  and  melting  it  into  a  Vowel.  What  Sertfe  does  un- 
aneaVd  then  bear  ?  Skinner,  in  his  Lexicon  of  old  and  obfolete 

Enghflj 
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No  reckoning  made,  but  fent  to  my  account 
With  all  my  imperfections  on  my  head. 
Oh,  horrible  !  oh,  horrible  !  moft  horrible  I 
If  thou  haft  nature  in  thee,  bear  it  not ; 
Let  not  the  royal  bed  of  Denmark  be 
A  couch  for  luxury  and  damned  inceft. 
But  howfoever  thou  purfu'ft  this  act, 
Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  let  thy  foul  contrive 
Againfl  thy  mother  aught ;  leave  her  to  heav'n, 
And  to  thofe  thorns  that  in  her  bofom  lodge, 
To  prick  and  fting  her.    Fare  thee  well  at  once! 
The  glow-worm  mews  the  Matin  to  be  near, 
And  'gins  to  pale  his  uneffedtual  fire. 
Adieu,  adieu,  adieu  ;  remember  me.  [Exit* 
Ham.  Oh,  all  you  hoft  of  heav'n!  oh  earth!  what 
elfe  ? 

And  fhall  I  couple  hell  ?  oh,  hold  my  heart  - 

And  you,  my  finews,  grow  not  inftant  old  ; 

But  bear  me  ftiffly  up.    Remember  thee 

Ay,  thou  poor  Ghoit,  while  memory  holds  a  feat 

In  this  diftracted  globe  ;  remember  thee  

Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  memory 

I'll  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  records, 

All  faws  of  books,  all  forms,  all  prelTures  paft, 

That  youth  and  observation  copied  there ; 

And  thy  commandment  all  alone  fhall  live 

Within  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain, 

Unmix'd  with  bafer  matter.    Yes,  by  heav'n ; 

Enghjh  Terms,  tells  us,  that  AneaVd  is  untlm  ;  from  the  Tfu- 
tonick  Prepofition  an,  and  Ole,  i.  e.  Oil:  fo  that  unaneaVd  muft 
confequently  fignify,  unanointed,  not  having  the  extreme  Unclion, 
The  Poet's  Reading  and  Explication  being  afcertain'd,  he  very 
finely  makes  his  Gboji  complain  of  thefe  four  dreadful  Hard- 
fhips  ;  That  he  had  been  difpatcrfd  out  of  Life  without  receiv- 
ing the  Hofte,  or  Sacrament  $  without  being  reconciled  to  Hea- 
ven and  abj'olvd,  without  the  Benefit  of  extreme  UnRicn  $  or 
without  fo  much  as  a  Confejjion  made  of  his  Sins.  The  having 
no  Knell  rung,  I  think,  is  not  a  Point  of  equal  Confequence 
to  any  cf  thefe  j  efpecially,  if  we  ccnfider,  that  the  Romijh 
Church  admits  the  Efficacy  of  praying  for  the  Dead, 

F  5  Oh 
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Oh  moft  pernicious  woman  ! 

OK  villain,  villain,  fmiling  damned  villain  ! 

My  tables,  meet  it  is,  I  fet  it  down, 

That  one  may  fmile,  and  fmile,  and  be  a  villain  • 

At  leaft,  I'm  fure,  it  may  be  fo  in  Denmark.  [Writhe 

So,  uncle,  there  you  are  ;  now  to  my  word ; 

It  is 5  Adieu,  adieu,  remember  me: 

I've  fworn  it   ■  i 

Enter  Horatio  and  Marccllus< 

Hor.  My  lord,  my  lord,  - 

Mar.  Lord  Hamlet, -  — 

Hor.  Heav'n  fecure  him  ! 
Mar.  So  be  it. 
Hor.  Illo,  ho,  ho,  my  lord ! 
Ham.  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy;  come,  bird,  come. 
Mar.  How  is't,  my  noble  lord  ? 
Hor.  What  news,  my  lord  ? 
Ham.  Ohj  wonderful! 
Her.  Good  my  lord,  tell  it. 
'Ham.  No,  you'll  reveal  it. 
Hor.  Not  I,  my  lord,  by  heav'n. 
Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 
.  Ham.  How  fay  you  then,  would  heart  of  man  once 
think  it  ? 
But  you'll  be  fecret  -  ■ 

Both.  Ay,  by  heav'n,  my  lord. 
Ham.  There's  ne'er  a  villain,  dwelling  in  all  Denmark, 
But  he*s  an  arrant  knave. 

Hor.  There  needs  no  Gholl,  my  lord,  come  from 
the  Grave 
Te  tell  us  this. 

Ham.  Why,  right,  you  are  i'th' right ; 
And  fo  without  more  circumftance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  fit  that  we  make  hands,  and  part; 
You,  as  your  buflnefs  and  defires  fhall  point  you  ; 
(For  every  man  has  bufinefs  and  defire, 
Such  as  it  is)  and,  for  my  own  poor  part, 
]  will  go  pray. 

Hor.  Thefe  are  but  wild  and  whirling  words,  my  lord. 

Ham. 
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Ham.  I'm  forry  they  offend  you,  heartily; 
Yes,  heartily. 

Hor.  There's  no  offence,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Yes,  by  St.  Patrick,  but  there  is,  my  lord,  . 
And  much  offence  too.    Touching  this  Vifion  here  — 
It  is  an  honeft  Ghoft,  that  let  me  tell  you  : 
For  your  defire  to  know  what  is  between  us, 
O'ermafter  it  as  you  may.    And  now,  good  friends, 
As  you  are  friends,  fcholars,  and  foldiers, 
Give  me  one  poor  requeft. 

Her.  What  is't,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Never  make  known  what  you  have  feen  to 
night. 

Both.  My  lord,  we  will  not. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  fwear't. 

Hor.  In  faith,  my  lord,  not  I. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord,  in  faith. 

Ham.  Upon  my  fword. 

Mar.  We  have  fworn,  my  lord,  already. 

Ham.  Indeed,  upon  my  fvvord,  indeed. 

Ghofi.  Swear.  [Ghofi  cries  under  the  Stag?, 

Ham.  Ah  ha,  boy,  fay'fl  thou  fo  I   art  thou  there, 
true-penny  ? 
Come  on,  you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  cellaridge. 
Confent  to  fwear. 

Hor.  Propofe  the  oath,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  feen, 
Swear  by  my  fword. 

Ghofi.  Swear, 

Ham.  Hie  &  ubtque  P  then  we'll  fliifc  our  ground. 
Come  hither,  gentlemen, 
And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  fword. 
Never  to  fpeak  of  this  which  you  have  heard, 
Swear  by  my  fword. 

Ghofi .  Swear  by  his  fword. 

Ham.  Well  faid,  old  mole,  can'fl  work  i'th'  ground 
fo  faft? 

A  worthy  pioneer  I  Once  more  remove,  good  friends. 
Hor.  Oh  day  and  night,  but  this  is  wondrous  ilrange. 
ham.  And  therefore  as  aftrarger  give  it  welcome. 

There 
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There  are  more  things  in  heav'n  and  earth,  Horatio, 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  philofophy.    But  come, 
Here,  as  before,  never,  (  fo  help  you  mercy  !  ) 
How  ftrange  or  odd  foe'er  I  bear  my  felf, 
(As  I,  perchance,  hereafter  mall  think  meet 
To  put  an  antick  difpofition  on ;  ) 
That  you,  at  fuch  time  feeing  me,  never  mail, 
With  arms  encumbred  thus,  or  this  head-make, 
Or  by  pronouncing  of  fome  doubtful  phrafe, 
As,  well  —  we  know  —  or,  we  could,  and  if  we 
would  '» 

Or,  if  we  lift  to  fpeak  or,  there  be,  and  if  there 

might   ' 

(Or  fuch  ambiguous  giving  out)  denote 

That  you  know  aught  of  me;  This  do  ye  fwear, 

So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  mod  need  help  you ! 

Swear. 

Ghoft.  Swear. 

Ham.  Reft,  reft,  perturbed  Spirit.    So,  Gentlemen, 
With  all  my  love  do  I  commend  me  to  you ; 
And  what  fo  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do  t'  exprefs  his  love  and  friending  to  you, 
God  willing,  mall  not  lack  ;  let  us  go  in  together, 
And  ftill  your  fingers  on  your  lips,  I  pray  : 
The  Time  is  out  of  joint ;  oh,  curfed  fpight ! 
That  ever  I  was  born  to  fet  it  right. 
Nay,  come,  lefs  go  together.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE,  An  Apartment  in  PoloniusV 
Houfe. 

Enter  Polonius,  and  Reynoldo. 

PoLONIUS. 

GIVE  him  this  mony,  and  thefe  notes,  Reynoldo. 
Rey.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Pol.  You  mail  do  marvellous  wifely,  good  Rey- 
noldo, 

Before  you  vifit  him,  to  make  inquiry 
Of  his  behaviour. 

Rey,  My  lord,  I  did  intend  it. 

Pol.  Marry,  well  faid ;  very  well  faid.    Look  you, 
Sir, 

Enquire  me  firft  what  Danskers  are  in  Paris; 

And  how,  and  who,  what  means,  and  where  they  keep, 

What  company,  at  what  expence  ;  and  iinding, 

By  this  encompaffment  and  drift  of  queftion, 

That  they  do  know  my  fon,  come  you  more  near  ; 

Then  your  particular  demands  will  touch  it ; 

Take  you,  as  'twere  fome  diftant  knowledge  of  him, 

As  thus— I  know  his  father  and  his  friends, 

And  in  part  hirn — Do  you  mark  this,  Reynoldo  P 

Rey.  Ay,  very  well,  my  lord. 

Pol.  And  in  part  him — but  you  may  fay — not  well ; 
But  if 't  be  he,  I  mean,  he's  very  wild  ; 

Addi&ed  fo  and  fo  and  there  put  on  him 

What  forgeries  you  pleafe  ;  marry,  none  fo  rank, 
As  may  difhonour  him  ;  take  heed  of  that ; 
But,  Sir,  fuch  wanton,  wild,  and  ufual  flips, 
As  are  companions  noted  and  moll  known 
To  youth  and  liberty, 
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Rey.  As  gaming,  my  lord  . 

Pol.  Ay,  or  drinking,  fencing,  fwearing, 
Quarrelling,  drabbing  You  may  go  fo  far. 

Rey   My  lord,  that  would  difhonour  him. 

Pol.  Faith,  no,  as  you  may  feafon  it  in  the  Charge  ; 
You  muft  not  put  another  fcandal  on  him, 
That  he  is  open  to  incontinency, 
That's  not  my  meaning;  but  breathe  his  faults  fo 
quaintly, 

That  they  may  feem  the  taints  of  liberty  ; 
The  flafn  and  out-break  of  a  fiery  mind, 
A  favagenefs  in  unreclaimed  blood 
Of  general  a/fault, 

Rey.  But,  my  good  lord  —  — 
Pol.  Wherefore  mould  you  do  this  ? 
Rey.  Ay,  my  lord,  I  would  know  that. 
Pol.  Marry,  Sir,  here's  my  drift ; 
And,  I  believe,  it  is  a  fetch  of  wit. 
You,  laying  thefe  flight  fullies  on  my  fon, 
As  'twere  a  thing  a  little  foil'd  i'th'  working, 
Mark  you,  your  party  in  converfe,  he  you  would  found, 
Having  ever  feen,  in  the  prenominate  crimes, 
The  youth,  you  breathe  of,  guilty,  be  aflur'd,  . 
He  clofes  with  you  in  this  confequence ; 
Good  fir,  or  fo,  or  friend,  or  gentleman, 
(According  to  the  phrafe  or  the  addition 
Of  man  and  country.) 

Rey.  Very  good,  my  lord. 
Pol.  And  then,  Sir,  does  he  this ; 
He  does  —  what  was  I  about  to  fay  ? 
I  was  about  to  fay  fomething — where  did  I  leave  ?  — - 
Rey.  At,  clofes  in  the  confequence. 
Pol.  At,  clofes  in  the  confequence —Ay,  marry. 
He  clofes  thus ;  —  I  know  the  gentleman, 
I  faw  him  yefterday,  or  t'other  day, 
Or  then,  with  fuch  and  fuch  ;  and,  as  you  fay, 
There  was  he  gaming,  there  o'ertook  in's  rowfe, 
There  falling  out  at  tennis ;  or,  perchance, 
I  faw  him  enter  fuch  a  houfe  of  fale, 
Videlicet,  a  Brothel,  or  fo  forth.— See  you  now; 

Your 
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Your  bait  of  Falfhood  takes  this  carp  of  Truth  ; 

And  thus  do  we  of  wifdom  and  of  reach, 

With  windlaces,  and  with  allays  of  Byas, 

By  indirections  find  directions  out : 

So  by  my  former  ledlure  and  advice 

Shall  you  my  fon  ;  you  have  me,  have  you  not  ? 

Rey.  My  lord,  I  have. 

Pol.  God  b'w'  you ;  fare  you  well. 

Rey.  Good  my  lord  i 

Pol.  Obferve  his  inclination  in  yourfelf. 

Rey.  I  mall,  my  lord. 

Pol.  And  let  him  ply  his  mufick. 

Rey.  Well,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Enter  Ophelia. 

Pol.  Farewel.     How  now,  Ophelia?   what's  the 
matter  ? 

Opb.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  have  been  fo  affrighted  I 
Pol.  With  what,  in  the  name  of  heav'n  ? 
Opb.  My  lord,  as  I  was  fewing  in  my  clofet, 
Lord  Hamlet,  with  his  Boublet  all  unbrac'd, 
No  hat  upon  his  head,  his  ftockings  loofe,  (12) 

(12)     1  bis  Stockings  foul'd, 

Ungarter^d,  and  down-gyved  to  bis  Ancle,]    I  have  re- 

ftor'd  the  Reading  of  the  Elder  Quarto's  bis  Stockings  loofe. 

 The  Change,  I  fufpeft,  was  firft  from  the  Players,  who 

faw  a  Contradiction  in  his  Stockings  being  loofe,  and  yet  Jhackled 
down  at  Ancle.  But  they,  in  their  Ignorance,  blunder'd  away 
our  Author's  Word,  becaufe  they  did  not  underftand  it  5 

Ungarterdj  and  down-gyred, 
f.  e.  turn'd  down.  So,  the  oldeft  Copies 5  and,  fo  his  Stock- 
ings were  properly  loofe,  as  they  were  ungarter'd  and  rolPd 
down  to  the  Ancle.  The  Latins  borrow'd  Gyrus  from  the  Greeks, 
to  fignify,  a  Circle  ;  as  we  may  find  in  their  beft  Poets  and 
Profe-Writers :  and  the  Spaniards  and  Italians  have  f"om  thence 
adopted  both  the  Verb  and  Subftantive  into  their  Tongues  : 
fo  that  Sbakefpeare  could  not  be  at  a  Lofs  for  the  Ufe  of  the 
Term. 


Ua- 
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Ungartei-y,  and  down-gyred  to  his  ancle  ; 
Pale  as  his  Ihirt,  his  knees  knocking  each  other 
And  with  a  look  fo  piteous  in  purport, 
As  if  he  had  been  loofed  out  of  hell, 
To  fpeak  of  horrors  j  thus  he  comes  before  me. 

Pol.  Mad  for  thy  love  ? 

Oph.  My  lord,  I  do  not  know  : 
But,  truly,  I  do  fear  it. 

Pol.  What  faid  he  r 

Oph.  He  took  me  by  the  wrift,  and  held  me  hard; 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  arm  ; 
And  with  his  other  hand,  thus  o'er  his  brow, 
He  falls  to  fuch  perufal  of  my  face, 
As  he  would  draw  it.    Long  time  ftaid  he  fo  ; 
At  laft,  a  little  making  of  mine  arm, 
And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  down, 
He  raised  a  figh,  fo  piteous  and  profound, 
That  it  did  feem  to  matter  all  his  bulk, 
And  end  his  Being.    Then  he  lets  me  go, 
And,  with  his  head  over  his  moulder  turned, 
He  feem'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  eves ; 
For  out  o'  doors  he  went  without  their  help, 
And,  to  the  laft,  bended  their  light  on  me. 

Pol.  Come,  go  with  me,  I  will  go  feek  the  King. 
This  is  the  very  ecftafie  of  love ; 
Whofe  violent  property  foredoes  it  felf, 
And  leads  the  will  to  defp'rate  undertakings, 
As  oft  as  any  paflion  under  heav'n, 
That  does  afflict  our  natures.    I  am  forry  ; 
What,  have  you  giv'n  him  any  hard  words  of  late  ? 

Oph.  No,  my  good  lord ;  but,  as  you  did  command, 
I  did  repel  his  letters,  and  deny'd 
His  accefs  to  me. 

Pol.  That  hath  made  him  mad. 
I'm  forry,  that  with  better  fpeed  and  judgment 
I  had  not  quoted  him.    I  fear'd,  he  tnfTd, 
And  meant  to  wreck  thee;  but  belhrew  my  jealcufy ; 
It  feems,  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
To  call  beyond  ourfelves  in  our  opinions^ 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  fort 
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To  lack  difcretion.    Come  ;  go  we  to  the  King. 
This  mull  be  known ;  which,  being  kept  clofe,  might 
move 

More  grief  to  hide,  than  hate  to  utter,  love.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Palace. 

Enter  King,  Queen,   Rofincrantz,  Guildenftern,  Lords 
and  other  Attendants. 

King.  TTTELCOME,  dear  Roftncrantz,  and  GuiU 

W  denftern  ! 

Moreover  that  we  much  did  long  to  fee  you, 
The  need,  we  have  to  ufe  you,  did  provoke 
Our  hafty  fending.    Something  you  have  heard 
Of  Hamlefs  transformation  ;  fo  I  call  it, 
Since  not  th'  exterior,  nor  the  inward,  man 
Refembles  That  it  was'.    What  it  mould  be 
More  than  his  Father's  death,  that  thus  hath  put  him 
So  much  from  th'  understanding  of  himfelf, 
J  cannot  dream  of.    I  entreat  you  Both, 
That  being  of  fo  young  days  brought  up  with  him, 
And  fmce  fo  neighboured  to  his  youth  and  humour. 
That  you  vouchfafe  your  Reii  here  in  our  Court 
Some  little  time  ;  fo  by  your  companies  • 
To  draw  him  on  to  pleasures,  and  to  gather, 
So  much  as  from  occafions  you  may  glean, 
If  aught,  to  us  unknown,  afflicts  him  thus, 
That  opened  lies  within  our  remedy. 

Queen.  Good  gentlemen,  he  hath  much  talk'd  of  you; 
And,  fure  I  am,  two  men  there  are  not  living, 
To  whom  he  more  adheres.    If  it  will  pleafe  you 
To  (hew  us  fo  much  gentry  and  good  will, 
As  to  extend  your  time  with  us  a  while, 
For  the  fupply  and  profit  of  our  hope, 
Your  vifitation  fhall  receive  fuch  thanks, 
As  fits  a  King's  remembrance. 

Rof.  Both  your  Majefties 
Might,  by  the  fov'reign  power  you  have  of  us, 
Put  your  dread  pieafures  more  into  command 

7  r  Than 
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Than  to  entreaty. 

Guil.  Bat  we  both  obey, 
And  here  give  up  our  felves,  in  the  full  bent, 
To  lay  our  fervice  freely  at  your  feet. 

King.  Thanks.  Ro/tncrantz,  and  gentle  Guildenflern. 

Queen.  Thanks,  Guildenflern  9  and  gentle  Rojincrantz. 
And,  I  befeech  you,  inftantly  to  vifit 
My  too  much  changed  fon.    Go,  fome  of  ye, 
And  bring  thefe  gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

Guil.  Heav'ns  make  our  prefence  and  our  practices 
Pleafant  and  helpful  to  him  !        [Exeunt  Rof.  and  Guil. 

Queen.  Amen. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  Th'  ambaftadors  from  2far*utay9  my  good  lord, 
Are  joyfully  return'd. 

King.  Thou  11:111  hall  been  the  father  of  good  news. 

Pol.  Have  l,  my  lord  ?  allure  you,  my  good  liege, 
I  hold  my  duty,  as  I  hold  my  foul, 
Both  to  my  God,  and  to  my  gracious  King ; 
And  I  do  think,  (or  elfe  this  brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  trail  of  policy  fo  fare 
As  I  have  us  d  to  do)  that  I  have  found 
The  very  caufe  of  Hamlet's  lunacy. 

King.  Oh,  fpeak  of  that,  that  do  I  long  to  hear. 

Pol.  Give  firlt  admittance  to  th'  ambafTadors  : 
My  news  mall  be  the  fruit  to  that  great  feaft. 

King.  Thy  felf  do  grace  to  them,  and  bring  them  in. 

[Ex.  Pol. 

He  tells  me,  my  fweet  Queen,  that  he  hath  found 
The  head  and  fource  of  all  your  fon's  diftemper. 

Queen.  I  doubt,  it  is  no  other  but  the  main, 
His  father's  death,  and  our  o'er-hafty  marriage. 

Re-enter  Polonius,  nvrih  Voltimand,  and  Cornelius. 

King.  Well,  wc  mail  fift  him.— Welcome,  my  good 

friends  ! 

Say,  Volti?nandy  what  from  our  brother  Norway  ? 
Volts  Moft  fair  return  of  Greetings,  and  Defires. 

Upon 
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Upon  our  firft,  he  fent  out  to  fupprefs 

His  Nephew's  levies,  which  to  him  appear 'd 

To  be  a  preparation  'gainft  the  Polack  : 

Eut,  better  look'd  into,  he  truly  found 

It  was  againft  your  Highnefs :  Whereat  griev'd, 

That  fo  his  ficknefs,  age,  and  impotence 

Was  falfely  borne  in  hand,  fends  out  Arrefts 

On  Fortinbras ;  which  he,  in  brief,  obeys  ; 

Receives  rebuke  from  Norway ;  and,  in  fine, 

Makes  vow  before  his  uncle,  never  more 

To  give  th*  affay  of  arms  againft  your  Majefty. 

Whereon  old  Norway,  overcome  with  joy, 

Gives  him  threefcore  thoufand  crowns  in  annual  fee ;  (13) 

(13)  Gives  him  three  thoufand  Crowns  in  annual  Fee,~\  This 
Reading  firft  obtain'd  in  the  Edition  put  out  by  the  Players. 
But  all  the  old  Quarto's  (from  1605,  downwards,)  read,  as  I 
have  reform'd  the  Text.  I  had  hinted,  that  three/core  thoufand 
Crowns  feem'd  a  much  more  fuitable  Donative  from  a  King  to 
his  own  Nephew,  and  the  General  of  an  Army,  than  fo  poor 
a  Pittance  as  three  thoufand  Crowns,  a  Penfion  fcarce  large 
enough  for  a  dependent  Courtier.  I  therefore  reftor'd, 
Gives  him  threefcore  thoufand  Crowns  

To  this  Mr.  Pope,  (very  archly  critical,  as  he  imagines  ; )  has 
only  replied,— which  in  his  Ear  is  a  Verfe.  I  own,  it  is  j  and 
I'll  venture  to  prove  to  this  great  Mafter  in  Numbers,  that  two 
Syllables  may,  by  Pronunciation,  be  refolvd  and  melted  into 
one,  as  eafily  as  two  Notes  are  Jluryd  in  Mujick :  and  a  Redun- 
dance of  a  Syllable,  that  may  befo  funk,  has  never  been  a  Breach 
of  Harmony  in  any  Language.  We  muft  pronounce,  and  fcan, 
as  if  'twere  written  5 

GiVm  three  \  fcore  thou  \  fand  crowns  | 

Mr.  Pope  would  advance  a  falfe  Nicety  of  Ear  againft  the 
Licence  of  ShakefpeaSs  Numbers  j  nay,  indeed,  againft  the  Li- 
cence of  all  EngUJh  Verification,  in  common  with  That  of 
other  Languages.  Three  Syllables,  thus  liquidated  into  Two, 
are  in  Scanfion  plainly  an  Anapeji  \  and  equal  to  a  Spondee,  or 
Foot  of  two  Syllables.  I  could  produce  at  leaft  two  thoufand 
1  of  our  Poet's  Verfes,  that  would  be  difturbM  by  this  modern, 
unreasonable,  Chaftenefs  of  Mare. 


And 
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And  his  Commiflion  to  employ  thefe  foldiers, 
So  levied  as  before,  againft  the  Polack  : 
With  an  entreaty,  herein  further  lhewn, 
That  it  might  pleafe  you  to  give  quiet  Pafs 
Through  your  Dominions  for  this  enterprize, 
On  fuch  regards  of  fafety  and  allowance, 
As  therein  are  fet  down. 

King.  It  likes  us  well ; 
And  at  our  more  confider'd  time  we'll  read, 
Anfwer,  and  think  upon  this  bufinefs. 
Mean  time,  we  thank  you  for  your  well-took  labour. 
Go  to  your  Reft  ;  at  night  we'll  feaft  together. 
Moft  welcome  home  I  [Ex.  Ambaf 

Pol.  This  bufinefs  is  well  ended. 
My  Liege,  and  Madam,  to  expoftulate 
VI' hat  Majefty  mould  be,  what  duty  is, 
Why  day  is  day,  night  night,  and  time  is  time, 
Were  nothing  but  to  wafte  night,  day,  and  time. 
Therefore,  fince  brevity's  the  foul  of  wit, 
And  tedioumefs  the  limbs  and  outward  flourifhes, 
I  will  be  brief  5  your  noble  fon  is  mad  ; 
Mad,  call  I  it ;  for,  to  define  true  madnefs, 
What  is't,  but  to  be  nothing  elfe  but  mad? 
But  let  that  go.  

Queen.  More  matter,  with  lefs  art. 

Pol.  Madam,  I  fwear,  I  ufe  no  art  at  all :  ■ 
That  he  is  mad,  'tis  true ;  'tis  true,  'tis  pity ; 
And  pity  'tis,  'tis  true  ;  a  foolifh  figure,  — — 
But  farewel  it ;  for  I  will  ufe  no  art. 
Mad  let  us  grant  him  then ;  and  now  remains 
That  we  find  out  the  caufe  of  this  effect* 
Or  rather  fay,  the  caufe  of  this  defect ; 
For  this  effect,  defective,  comes  by  caufe  ; 
Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus. — Perpend.— 
I  have  a  daughter ;  have,  whilft  fhe  is  mine ; 
Who  in  her  duty  and  obedience,  mark, 
Hath  giv'n  me  this ;  now  gather,  and  furmife. 

[He  opens  a  letter,  and  reads.] 

To  the  celejfialy  and  my  foul's  idol,   the  moft  beati- 
fied 
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fied{\4f)  Ophelia.    That's  an  ill  phrafe,  a  vile 

phrafe  :  beatified  is  a  vile  phrafe;  but  you  mall  hear— 
Thefie  to  her  excellent  white  bofom,  the/e.   

Queen.  Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her  ? 

Pol.  Good  Madam,  flay  a  while,  I  will  be  faithful. 

Doubt  thou,  the  Jlars  are  fire,  [Reading. 
Doubt,  that  the  Sun  doth  move  ; 
Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar, 
But  never  doubt,  I  love. 

Oh,  dear  Ophelia,  /  am  ill  at  thefe  numbers  ;  /  have 
not  art  to  reckon  my  groans ;  but  that  I  love  thee  befi, 
oh  mofi  befi,  believe  it.  Adieu. 

Thine  evermore,  mofi  dear  Lady,  vuhilfi 

this  Machine  is  to  him,  Hamlet. 

This  in  obedience  hath  my  daughter  fhewn  me : 
And,  more  above,  hath  his  follicitings, 
As  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  place, 
All  given  to  mine  ear. 

King.  But  how  hath  me  receiv'd  his  love  ? 

(14)  To  the  Celeftial,  and  my  Soul's  Idol,  the  mofi  beautified 
Ophelia.]  I  have  ventured  at  an  Emendation  here,  againft  the 
Authority  of  all  the  Copies  ;  but,  I  hope,  upon  Examination 
it  will  appear  probable  and  reafonable.  The  Word  beautified 
may  carry  two  diftinct  Ideas,  either  as  applied  to  a  Woman 
made  up  of  artificial  Beauties,  or  to  one  rich  in  native  Charms. 
As  Shakejpeare  has  therefore  chofe  to  ufe  it  in  the  latter  Accepta- 
tion, to  exprefs  natural  Comelinefs  \  I  cannot  imagine,  that, 
here,  he  would  make  Polonius  except  to  the  Phrafe,  and  call  it  a 
vile  one.  But  a  ftronger  Objection  ftill,  in  my  Mind,  liesagainft 
it.  As  Celeftial  and  Soul's  Idol  are  the  introductory  Chsracte- 
rillics  of  Ophelia,  what  a  dreadful  Anti climax  is  it  to  defcend  to 
fuch  an  Epithet  as  beautified?  On  the  other  hand,  beatifed,  as  I 
have  conjectured,  raifes  the  Image:  but  Polonius  might  very  well, 
as  a  Roman  Catholick,  call  it  a  vile  Phrafe,  i.  e.  favouring  of 
Prcphanation  5  fince  the  Epithet  is  peculiarly  made  an  Adjunct 
to  the  Virgin  Mary's  Honour,  and  therefore  ought  not  to  be  em- 
ployed in  the  Praife  of  a  meer  Mortal, 


Pol. 
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Pol.  What  do  you  think  of  me  ? 
King.  As  of  a  man,  faithful  and  honourable. 
Pol.  I  would  fain  prove  fo.    But  what  might  you 
think  ? 

When  I  had  feen  this  hot  love  on  the  wing, 

(As  I  perceiv'd  it,  I  muft  tell  you  that, 

Before  my  daughter  told  me  :  )  what  might  you, 

Or  my  dear  Majefty  your  Queen  here,  think  ? 

If  I  had  play'd  the  desk  or  table-book, 

Or  giv'n  my  heart  a  working,  mute  and  dumb, 

Or  looked  upon  this  love  with  idle  fight ; 

What  might  you  think  ?  no,  I  went  round  to  work, 

And  my  young  miftrefs  thus  I  did  befpeak  ; 

Lord  Hamlet  is  a  Prince  out  of  thy  fphere, 

This  muft  not  be ;  and  then,  I  precepts  gave  her, 

That  me  mould  lock  her  felf  from  his  refort, 

Admit  no  mefTengers,  receive  no  tokens : 

Which  done,  me  took  the  fruits  of  my  advice  ; 

And  he  repulfed,  a  fhort  tale  to  make, 

Fell  to  a  fadnefs,  then  into  a  faft, 

Thence  to  a  watching,  thence  into  a  weaknefs, 

Thence  to  a  lightnefs,  and;,  by  this  declenfion, 

Into  the  madneis  wherein  now  he  raves, 

And  all  we  wail  for. 

King.  Do  you  think  this  ? 

Queen.  It  may  be  very  likely. 

Pol.  Hath  there  been  mch  a  time,  I'd  fain  know  that, 
That  I  have  pofitively  faid,  'tis  fo, 
When  it  prov'd  otherwife  ? 

King.  Not  that  I  know. 

Pel.  Take  this  from  this,  if  this  be  otherwife. 

[Pointing  to  bis  Head  and  Shoulder. 
If  circumftances  lead  me,  I  will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  center. 

King.  How  may  we  try  it  further  ? 
Pel.  You  know,  fometimes  he  walks  four  hours  to- 
gether, 
Here  in  the  lobby. 

Queen, 
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Queen.  So  he  does,  indeed. 

Pol.  At  fuch  a  time  1  11  loofe  my  daughter  to  him  ; 
Be  you  and  I  behind  an  Arras  then, 
Mark  the  encounter:  if  he  love  her  not, 
And  be  not  from  his  reafon  fal'n  thereon, 
Let  me  be  no  aliiftant  for  a  State, 
But  keep  a  farm  and  carters. 

King*  We  will  try  it. 

Enter  Hamlet  reading, 

Queen.  But,  look,  where,   fadly  the  poor  wretch 
comes  reading. 

Pol.  Away,  I  do  befeech  you,  both  away. 
I'll  board  him  prefently.  [Exe.  King  and  Queen. 

Oh,  give  me  leave.  —  How  does  my  good  lord  Hamlet  ? 

Ham.  Well,  God  o'  mercy. 

Pol.  Do  you  know  me,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Excellent  well ;  you  are  a  rlfnmonger. 

Pol.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  I  would  you  were  fo  honeft  a  man. 
Pol.  Honeft,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  Sir ;  to  be  honeft,  as  this  world  goes,  13 
to  be  one  man  pick'd  out  of  ten  thoufand. 

Pol.  That's  very  true,  my  lord. 

Ham.  For  if  the  fun  breed  maggots  in  a  dead  dog, 

Being  a  good  killing  carrion  

Have  you  a  daughter  ? 

Pol.  I  have,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Let  her  not  walk  i'th'  Sun ;  conception  is  a 
blelfing,  but  not  as  your  daughter  may  conceive.  Friend, 
look  to't. 

Pol.  How  fay  you  by  that  ?   ftill  harping  on  my 
daughter!  — - 
Yet  he  knew  me  not  at  firft ;  he  faid,  I  was  a  fim- 
monger. 

He  is  far  gone ;  and,  truly,  in  my  youth,  [Afide. 
I  fuffer'd  much  .extremity  for  love; 

Very  near  this.  I'll  fpeak  to  him  again. 

What  do  you  read,  my  lord  ? 

Ham, 
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Ham.  Words,  words,  words. 

Pol.  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Between  whom  ? 

Pol.  I  mean  the  matter  that  you  read,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Slanders,  Sir  :  for  the  fatyrical  Have  fays  here, 
that  old  men  have  grey  beards ;  that  their  faces  are 
wrinkled ;  their  eyes  purging  thick  amber,  and  plum- 
tree  gum  ;  and  that  they  have  a  plentiful  lack  of  wit ; 
together  with  moft  weak  hams.  All  which,  Sir,  tho* 
I  moft  powerfully  and  potently  believe,  yet  I  hold  it 
not  honefty  to  have  it  thus  fet  down ;  for  your  felf,  Sir, 
mall  be  as  old  as  I  am,  if,  like  a  crab,  you  could  go 
backward. 

Pol.  Though  this  be  madnefs,  yet  there's  method  in't : 
Will  you  walk  out  of  the  air,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Into  my  Grave,  — 

Pol.  Indeed,  that  is  out  o'  th'  air  :  

How  pregnant  (fometimes)  his  replies  are  ? 
A  happinefs  that  often  madnefs  hits  on, 
Which  fanity  and  reafon  could  not  be 
So  profp'roully  deliver'd  of.    Fll  leave  him, 
And  fuddenly  contrive  the  means  of  meeting 
Between  him  and  my  daughter. 
My  honourable  lord,  I  will  moft  humbly 
Take  my  leave  of  you. 

Ham.  You  cannot,  Sir,  take  from  me  any  thing  that 
I  will  more  willingly  part  withal,  except  my  life. 

Pol.  Fare  you  well,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Thefe  tedious  old  fools  ! 

Pol.  You  go  to  feek  lord  Hamlet ;  there  he  is.  [Exit. 
Enter  Rofincrantz  and  Guildenftern. 

Rof..  God  fave  you,  Sir. 
Guild.  Mine  honour'd  lord  ! 
Rof.  My  moft  dear  lord  ! 

Ha?n.  My  excellent  good  friends  !  How  doft  thou, 
Guildenjlcrn  ? 
Oh,  Roftncrantz,  good  lads !  how  do  ye  both  ? 
Rof.  As  the  indifferent  children  of  the  earth. 

Guil. 
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GuiL  Happy,  in  that  we  are  not  over-happy ;  on 
fortune's  cap,  we  are  not  the  very  button. 
Ham .  Nor  the  foals  of  her  ihoe  ? 
Rof  Neither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  you  live  about  her  wafte,  or  in  the  mid- 
dle of  her  favours  ? 

GuiL  Faith,  in  her  privates  we. 

Ham.  In  the  fecret  parts  of  fortune  ?  oh,  mod  true ; 
flie  is  a  ftrumpet.    What  news  ? 

Rof.  None,  my  lord,  but  that  the  world's  grown 
honeft. 

Ham.  Then  is  dooms-day  near ;  but  your  news  is  not 
true.  Let  me  queftion  more  in  particular  :  what  have 
you,  my  good  friends,  deferved  at  the  hands  of  fortune, 
that  me  fends  you  to  prifon  hither  ? 

GuiL  Prifon,  my  lord  ! 

Ham.  Denmark's  a  prifon. 

Rof.  Then  is  the  world  one. 

Ham.  A  goodly  one,  in  which  there  are  many  con- 
fines, wards,  and  dungeons ;  Denmark  being  one  o'th' 
worft. 

Rof.  We  think  not  fo,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  then,  'tis  none  to  you ;  for  there  is  no- 
thing either  good  or  bad,  but  thinking  makes  it  fo  :  to 
me,  it  is  a  prifon. 

Rof.  Why,  then  your  ambition  makes  it  one  :  'tis  too 
narrow  for  your  mind. 

Ham.  Oh  God,  I  could  be  bounded  in  a  nut-fliell, 
and  count  my  felf  a  King  of  infinite  fpace ;  were  i:  not, 
that  I  have  bad  dreams. 

GuiL  Which  dreams,  indeed,  are  Ambition ;  for  the 
very  fubftance  of  the  ambitious  is  meerly  the  fhadow  of 
a  dream. 

Ham.  A  dream  itfelf  is  but  a  fhadow. 

Rof.  Truly,  and  I  hold  ambition  of  fo  airy  and  light 
a  quality,  that  it  is  but  a  fhadow's  fhadow. 

Ham.  Then  are  our  beggars,  bodies ;  and  our  mo- 
narchs  and  out-flretch'd  heroes,  the  beggars'  Ihadows ; 
Shall  we  to  th'  Court  ?  for  by  my  fay,  I  cannot  reafon.- 
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Both.  We'll  wait  upon  you. 

Ham.  No  fuch  matter.  I  will  not  fort  you  with  the 
reft  of  my  fervants :  for,  to  fpeak  to  you  like  an  honeft 
man,  I  am  molt  dreadfully  attended:  but  in  the  beaten 
way  of  Friendship,  what  make  you  at  ElfinoorP 

Rof  To  vifit  you,  my  lord ;  no  other  occafion. 

Ham.  Beggar  that  I  am,  I  am  even  poor  in  thanks; 
but  I  thank  you;  and  fure,  dear  friends,  my  thanks  are 
too  dear  of  a  half-penny.  Were  you  not  fent  for  ?  is  it 
your  own  inclining  ?  is  it  a  free  viiitation  ?  come,  deal 
juftly  with  me ;  come,  come;  nay,  fpeak. 

Guil.  What  mould  we  fay,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Any  thing,  but  to  the  purpofe.  Ycu  were 
fent  for ;  and  there  is  a  kind  of  confemon  in  your 
looks,  which  your  modefties  have  not  craft  enough  to 
colour.  I  know,  the  good  King  and  Queen  have  fent 
for  you. 

Rof.  To  what  end,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  That  you  mull  teach  me ;  but  let  me  conjure 
you  by  the  rights  of  our  fellowmip,  by  the  confonancy 
of  our  youth,  by  the  obligation  of  our  ever-preferved 
love,  and  by  what  more  dear,  a  better  propofer  could 
charge  you  withal;  be  even  and  direct  with  me,  whe- 
ther you  were  fent  for  or  no  ? 

Rof.  What  fay  you  ?  [To  Guilden. 

Ham.  Nay,  then  I  have  an  eye  of  you  :  if  you  love 
me,  hold  not  off. 

Guil  My  lord,  we  were  fent  for. 

Ham.  I  will  tell  you  why ;  fo  mall  my  anticipation 
prevent  your  difcovery,  and  your  fecrecy  to  the  King  and 
Queen  moult  no  feather.  J  have  of  late,  but  wherefore 
1  know  not,  loft  all  my  mirth,  foregone  all  cuftom  of 
exercife  ;  and,  indeed,  it  goes  fo  heavily  with  my  dif- 
pofition,  that  this  goodly  frame,  the  earth,  feems  to 
me  a  fteril  promontory;  this  moft  excellent  canopy  the 
air,  look  you,  this  brave  o'er-hanging  firmament,  this 
majeftical  roof  fretted  with  golden  hre,  why,  it  appears 
no  other  thing  to  me,  than  a  foul  and  peftilent  congre* 
gation  of  vapours.  What  a  piece  of  work  is  a  man  ! 
how  noble  in  reafon !  how  infinite  in  faculties !  in  form 

and 
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and  moving  how  exprefe  and  admirable !  in  a&ion  how 
like  an  angel !  in  apprehenfion  how  like  a  God !  the 
beauty  of  the  world,  the  paragon  of  animals  !  and  yet 
to  me,  what  is  this  quintefTence  of  dull  ?  man  delights 
not  me,  nor  woman  neither ;  though  by  your  fmiling 
you  feem  to  fay  fo. 

Rof.  My  lord,  there  was  no  fuch  fluff  in  my  thoughts* 
Ham.  Why  did  you  laugh,  when  I  faid,  man  delights 
not  me  ? 

Rof.  To  think,  my  lord>  if  you  delight  not  in  man, 
what  lenten  entertainment  the  Players  mail  receive  from 
you ;  we  accofted  them  on  the  way,  and  hither  are  they 
coming  to  offer  you  fervice. 

Ham.  He  that  plays  the  King  fhall  be  wekome ;  his 
Majefty  fhall  have  tribute  of  me;  the  adventurous  Knight 
fhall  ufe  his  foyl  and  target ;  the  lover  fhall  not  figh 
gratis ;  the  humourous  man  fhall  end  his  part  in  peace  ; 
and  the  lady  fhall  fay  her  mind  freely,  or  the  blank 
verfe  fhall  halt  for't.    What  Players  are  they  ? 

Rof.  Even  thofe  you  were  wont  to  take  delight  in, 
the  Tragedians  of  the  city. 

Ham.  How  chances  it,  they  travel '?  their  refidence 
both  in  reputation  and  profit  was  better,  both  ways. 

Rof.  I  think,  their  inhibition  comes  fey  the  means  of 
the  late  innovation. 

Ham.  Do  they  hold  the  fame  eftimaticm  they  did, 
when  I  was  in  the  city  ?  are  they  fo  followed  ? 

Rof.  No,  indeed,  they  are  not. 

Ham.  How  comes  it  ?  do  they  grow  rufty  ? 

Rof.  Nay,  their  endeavour  keeps  in  the  wonted  pace; 
but  there  is>  Sir,  an  Aiery  of  Children,  little  Eyafes,  ( 1 5) 

that 

(15)  But  there  is,  Sir,  an  try  of 'Children,  little  Vafes  that 
cry  out  on  the  Top  ofQueftion.]  The  Poet  here  fteps  out  of  his 
Subje&  to  give  a  La(h  at  home,  and  fneer  at  the  prevailing 
Fafhion  of  following  Plays  performed  by  the  Children  of  the 
Chapel,  and  abandoning  the  eftablifhM  Theatres.  But  why  are 
they  call'd  Yafes?  \  wifh,  fome  of  the  Editors  would  have 
expounded  this  line  new  Word  to  us  j  or>  at  leaft,  told -us  wherfc 
<*  ft  Wt 


148    Hamlet,  Prince  of  Denmark. 

that  cry  out  on  the  top  of  queflion  ;  and  are  moft  tyran- 
nically clapt  for't ;  thefe  are  now  the  fafhion,  and  To 
berattle  the  common  flages,  (fo  they  call  them)  that 
many  wearing  rapiers  are  afraid  of  goole- quills,  and 
dare  fcarce  come  thither. 

Ham.  What,  are  they  children  ?  who  maintains  'em  ? 
how  are  they  efcoted  ?  will  they  purfue  the  Quality,  no 
longer  than  they  can  fmg?  will  they  not  fay  afterwards, 
if  they  mould  grow  themfelves  to  common  players,  (as 
it  is  moll  like,  if  their  means  are  no  better  : )  their  wri- 
ters do  them  wrong  to  make  them  exclaim  againil  their 
own  fucceiiion  ? 

Rof.  Faith,  there  has  been  much  to  do  on  both  fides ; 
and  the  nation  holds  it  no  fin,  to  tarre  them  on  to  con- 
troverfy.  There  was,  for  a  while,  no  mony  bid  £or 
argument,  unlefs  the  poet  and  the  player  went  to  curls 
in  the  queflion. 

Ham.  Is't  poflible  ? 

GuiL  Oh,  there  has  been  much  throwing  about  of 
brains. 

Ham.  Do  the  Boys  carry  it  away  ? 
Rof.  Ay,  that  they  do,  my  lord,  Hercules  and  hi3 
load  too. 

Ham.  It  is  not  ftrange  ;  for  mine  uncle  is  King  of 
De?imark ;  and  thofe,  that  would  make  mowes  at  him 
while  my  father  lived,  give  twenty,  forty,  fifty,  an 
hundred  ducates  a-piece,  for  his  picture  in  little.  There 
is  fomething  in  this  more  than  natural,  if  philofophy 
could  find  it  out.  [Flourif?  for  the  Players. 

GuiL  There  are  the  Players. 

Ham.  Gentlemen,  you  are  welcome  to  Eljlnoor  ;  your 
hands  :  come  then,  the  appurtenance  of  welcome  is  fa- 
shion and  ceremony.    Let  me  comply  with  you  in  this 

W3  might  meet  with  it.  'Till  then,  I  mall  make  bold  to  fufpect 
it ;  and,  withe  ut  overtraining  Sagacity,  attempt  to  retrieve  tne 
true  Word.  As  he  fii  ft  calls  'en'  an  Aury  of  Children,  (now,  an 
Sliery  or Eyery  is  a  Hawk's  or  Eagle's  Neft  5  )  there  is  not  the  leaft 

QueOion  but  we  ought  to  reftore  little  Eyafes  5  i,  c.  Young 

Ntftlin^s,  Creatures  juft  out  ef  the  Egg, 
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garbe,  left  my  extent  to  the  players  (which,  I  tell  you, 
niuft  (hew  fairly  outward)  fhould  more  appear  like  en- 
tertainment than  yours.    You  are  welcome ;  but  my 
Uncle- father  and  Aunt- mother  are  deceived. 
Guil.  In  what,  my  dear  lord  ? 

Ham.  I  am  but  mad  north,  north-weft ;  when  thg 
wind  is  foutherly,  I  know  a  hawk  from  a  handlaw. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Pot.  Well  be  with  you,  gentlemen. 

Ham.  Hark  you,  Guildenfterh,  and  you  too,  at  each 
ear  a  hearer ;  that  great  Baby,  you  fee  there,  is  not  yet 
out  of  his  fwathling-clouts. 

Rof.  Haply,  he's  the  fecond  time  come  to  them ;  for 
they  fay,  an  old  man  is  twice  a  child. 

Ham.  I  will  prophefy,  he  conies  to  tell  me  of  the 
players.  Mark  it;  —you  fay  right,  Sir i  for  on  Monday 
morning  'twas  fo,  indeed. 

Pol.  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

Ham.  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

When  Rofcius  was  an  Actor  in  Rome  — ~  — 

.  Pol.  The  Actors  are  come  hither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Buzze,  buzze.  ■ 

Pol.  Upon  mine  honour  - 

Ham.  Then  came  each  Aclor  on  his  afs  — — 

Pol.  The  beft  Actors  in  the  world,  either  for  tragedy, 
comedy,  hiftory,  paftoral,  paftoral-comical,  hiftorical, 
paitoral,  fcene  undivideable,  or  Poem  unlimited :  Seneca 
cannot  be  too  heavy,  nor  Plautus  too  light.  For  the  law 
of  wit,  and  the  Liberty,  thefe  are  the  only  men. 

Ham.  Oh,  Jephtha ,  judge  of  Ijrael,  what  a  treafure 
hadft  Thou ! 

Pol.  What  a  treafure  had  he,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Why,  one  fair  daughter,  and  no  more, 
The  'which  he  loved  fajftng  welt. 

Pol.  Still  on  my  daughter. 

Ham.  Am  I  not  i'th-  right,  old  Jephtha? 

Pol.  If  you  call  me  Jephtha,  my  lord,  I  JiaVe  a 
daughter  that  I  love  palling  well. 

Ham.  Nay,  that  follows  not. 
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Pol.  What  follows  then,  my  lord  ! 

Ham.  Why,  as  by  loty  God  avot*  and  then  you* 

know,  it  came  to  pafs>  as  moft  likeitnvas;  the  firft  row 
of  the  rubriek  will  ihew  you  more.  For,  look,  where 
my  abridgments  come. 

Enter  fcur  or  five  Players. 

Tare  welcome,  mailers,  welcome  all.  I  am  glad  to  fee 
thee  well ;  welcome,  good  friends.  Oh  !  old  friend  ! 
thy  face  is  vaianc'd,  fince  1  faw  thee  laffc :  com 'ft  thou 
to  beard  me  in  Denmark?  What!  my  young  lady  and 
iniftrefs?  b'erlady,  yourladyfhip  is  nearer  heaven  than 
when  I  faw  you  laft,  by  the  altitude  of  a  chioppine. 
Pray  God,  your  voice,  like  a  piece  of  uncurrent  gold, 

be  not  crack'd  within  the  ring.  Matters,  you  are  all 

welcome ;  we'll  e'en  to't  like  friendly  faulconers,  fly 
at  any  thing  we  fee  ;  we'll  have  a  fpeech  rlraighc. 
Come,  give  us  a  taile  of  your  quality  ;  come,  a  paflio*- 
nate  fpeech. 

1  Play.  What  fpeech,  my  good  lord  ? 

Ham.  I  heard  thee  fpeak  me  a  fpeech  once ;  but  it  was 
never  acted  :  or  if  it  was,  not  above  once ;  for  the  Play, 
I  remember,  pleas'd  not  the  million,  'twas  Caviar  to 
the  general ;  but  it  was  (as  I  receiv'd  it,  and  other, 
whole  judgment  in  fuch  matters  cried  in  the  top  of 
mine)  an  excellent  Play ;  well  digefted  in  the  fcenes, 
fet  down  with  as  much  modefry  as  cunning.  I  remem- 
ber, one  fnid,  there  was  no  fait  in  the  lines,  to  make  the 
matter  favoury  ;  nor  no  matter  in  the  phrafe,  that  might 
indite  the  author  of  affection  j  but  call'd  it,  an  honeft 
method.  One  fpeech  in  it  1  chiefly  lov'd  ;  'twas  AZneas's 
tale  to  Dido ;  and  thereabout  of  it  efpecially,  where  he 
fpeaks  of  Priam*  s  ilaughter.  If  it  live  in  your  memory, 
begin  at  this  line,  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee  —  The  rugged 
Pyrrhus,  like  th'  Hyrcanian  beafl,— -It  is  not  fo;  -—it 
begins  with  Pyrrhus. 

The  rugged  Pynhus,  he,  whofe  fable  arms, 
Black  as  his  purpofe,  did  the  Night  refemble 
When  he  lay  couched  in  the  ominous  horfe ; 
Hath  now  his  dread  and  black  complexion  fmear'd 

With 
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With  heraldry  more  difmal ;  head  to  foot, 
Now  is  he  total  geules ;  horridly  trickt 
With  blood  of  fathers,  mothers,  daughters,  fons, 
Bak'd  and  impaired,  with  the  parching  fires, 
That  lend  a  tyrannous  and  damned  light 
To  murders  vile.    Roafted  in  wrath  and  nre, 
And  thus  o'er-fized  with  coagulate  gore, 
With  eyes  like  carbuncles,  the  hellilh  Pyrrhus 
Old  grandfire  Priam  feeks. 

Pol.  'Fore  God,  my  lord,  well  fpoken,  with  good 
accent,  and  good  difcretion. 

1  Play.  Anon  he  finds  him, 
Striking,  too  fhort,  at  Greeks.    His  antique  (word, 
Rebellious  to  his  arm,  lies  where  it  falls, 
Repugnant  to  Command  ;  unequal  matched, 
Pyrrhus  at  Priam  drives,  in  rage  firikes  wide; 
But  with  the  whif  and  wind  of  his  fell  fword 
Th'  unnerved  father  falls.    Then  fenfekfs  Ilium, 
Seeming  to  feel  this  blow,  with  Raming  cop 
Stoops  to  his  Bafe ;  and  with  a  hideous  crafh 
Takes  prifoner  Pyrrhus'  ear.    For  3o,  his  fword^ 
Which  was  declining  on  the  milky  head 
Of  rev'rend  Priam,  feem'd  i'th1  air  to  ftick.;. 
So,  as  a  painted  tyrant,  Pyrrhus  flood ; 
And,  like  a  neutral  to  his  will  and  matter, 
Did  nothing. 

But  as  we  often  fee,  againil  feme  ftorm, 

A  filence  in  the  heav'ns,  the  rack  ftand  flilj, 

The  bold  winds  fpeechlefs,  and  the  orb  below 

As  hufh  as  death  :  anon  the  dreadful  thunder 

Doth  rend  the  region  :  So  after  Pyrrhus'  paufe, 

A  roufed  vengeance  fets  him  new  a-work  : 

And  never  did  the  Cyclops'  hammers  fall 

On  Mars  his  armour,  forg'd  for  proof  eterne, 

With  lefs  remorfe  than  Pyrrhus"  bleeding  fword 

Now  falls  on  Priam.  

Out,  out,  thou  (trumpet  Fortune  !  all  you  Gods, 
In  general  fynod  take  away  her  power  : 
Break  all  the  fpokes  and  fellies  from  her  wheel, 
And  bowl  the  round  nave  down  the  hill  of  heav'n, 
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As  low  as  to  the  fiends. 
Pol.  This  is  too  long. 

Ham.  It  fliall  to  th'  barber's  with  your  beard.  Pr'y- 
thee,  fay  on ;  he's  for  a  jig,  or  a  tale  of  bawdry,  or 
he  fleeps.    Say  on,  come  to  Hecuba. 

i  Play.  But  who,  oh  !  who,  had  feen  the  mobled 

Queen,  

Ham.  The  mobled  Qneen  ? 
Pol.  That's  good    mobled  Queen,  is  good, 
i  Play.  Run  bare-foot  up  and  down,  threatning  the 
flames 

With  billon  rheum  ;  a  clout  upon  that  head, 
Where  late  the  Diadem  flood  ;  and  for  a  robe 
About  her  lank  and  all-o'er-teemed  loyns, 
A  blanket  in  th'  alarm  of  fear  caught  up : 
Who  this  had  feen,  with  tongue  in  venom  flcep'd, 
'Gainft  fortune's  ftate  would  treafon  have  pronounc'd  ; 
But  if  the  Gods  themfelves  did  fee  her  then, 
When  me  faw  Pyrrbus  make  malicious  fport 
In  mincing  with  his  fword  her  husband's  limbs; 
The  inftant  burft  of  clamour  that  fhe  made, 
(Unlefs  things  mortal  move  them  not  at  all) 
Wrould  have  made  milch  the  burning  eyes  of  heav'n, 
And  paflion  in  the  Gods. 

Pol.  Look,  whe're  h§  has  not  turn'd  his  colour,  and 
has  tears  in*s  eyes.    Pr'ythee,  no  more. 

Ham.  'Tis  well,  I'll  have  thee  fpeak  out  the  reft  of 
this  foon.  Good  my  lord,  will  you  fee  the  Players  well 
beftow'd  ?  Do  ye  hear,  let  them  be  well  us'd  ;  for  they 
are  the  abftrael,  and  brief  chronicles  of  the  time.  After 
your  death,  you  were  better  have  a  bad  Epitaph,  than 
their  ill  report  while  you  liv'd. 

Pel.  My  lord,  I  will  ufe  them  according  to  their  de- 
fert 

Ham.  God's-bodikins,  man,  much  better.  Ufe  every 
man  after  his  defert,  and  who  fliall  'fcape  whipping  ? 
ufe  them  after  your  own  honour  and  dignity.  The  lefs 
they  deferve,  the  more  merit  is  in  your  bounty.  Take 
them  in. 

Pol,  Come,  Sirs,  [Exit  Polonius. 

Ham. 
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Ham.  Follow  him,  Friends  :  we'll  hear  a  Play  to 
morrow.  Doft  thou  hear  me,  old  friend,  can  you  play 
the  murther  of  Gonzago  ? 

Pol.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  We'll  ha't  to  morrow  night.  You  could,  for  a 
need,  ftudy-  a  fpeech  of  fome  dozen  or  fixteen  lines, 
whkh  I  would  fet  down,  and  infert  in't  ?  could  ye  not  ? 

Play.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Very  well.  Follow  that  lord,  and,  look,  you 
mock  him  not.  My  good  friends,  I'll  leave  you  'till 
night,*  you  are  welcome  to  Elfenoor. 

Rof>  Good  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 

Manet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Ay,  fo,  God  b*  w'  ye :  now  I  am  alone. 
Oh,  what  a  rogue  and  peafant  flave  am  I  ! 
Is  it  not  m onerous  that  this  Player  here, 
But  in  a  fiction,  in  a  dream  of  paiTion, 
Could  force  his  foul  fo  to  his  own  conceit, 
That,  from  her  working,  all  his  vifage  warm'd  : 
Tears  in  his  eyes,  diftra&ion  in  his  afpect, 
A  broken  voice,  and  his  whole  function  fuiting, 
With  forms,  to  his  conceit  ?  and  all  for  nothing  ? 
For  Hecuba  ? 

What's  H4  cub  a  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba  ? 

That  he  fhould  weep  for  her  ?  what  would  he  doy 

Had  he  the  motive  and  the  cue  for  -pamon, 

That  I  have  ?  he  would  drown  the  ftage  with  tears, 

And  cleave  the  genVal  ear  with  horrid  fpeech  ; 

Make  mad  the  guilty,  and  appall  the  free  $ 

Confound  the  ign'rant,  and  amaze,  indeed, 

The  very  faculty  of  eyes  and  ears.  Yet  I, 

A  dull  and  muddy-mettled  rafcal,  peak, 
Like  "John- a- dream unpregnant  of  my  caufe, 
And  can  fay  nothing.— no,  not  for  a  King, 
Upon  whofe  property  and  moft  dear  life 
A  damft'd  defeat  was  made.    Am  I  a  coward  ? 
Who  calls  me  villain,  breaks  my  pate  a-crofs, 
Plucks  oiF  my  beard,  and  blows  it  in  my  face  ? 
Tweaks  me  by  th'  nofe,  gives  me  the  lye  i'th'  throat, 
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As  deep  as  to  the  lungs  ?  who  does  me  this  ? 

Yet  I  fhould  take  it  for  it  cannot  be, 

But  I  am  pigeon  liver'd,  and  lack  gall 

To  make  oppreffion  bitter ;  or,  ere  this, 

I  mould  have  fatted  all  the  region  kites 

With  this  flave's  offal.    Bloody,  bawdy  villain  \ 

Remorfelefs,  treacherous,  letcherous,  kindlefs  villain  ! 

Why,  what  an  afs  am  I  ?  this  is  moft  brave, 

That  I,  the  fon  of  a  dear  father  murthered, 

Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heav'n  and  hell, 

Muft,  like  a  whore,  unpack  my  heart  with  words, 

And  fall  a  curling  like  a  very  drab  (16) 

A  cullion,  —  fye  upon't !  foh  ! —  about,  my  brain !  — ^ 

I've  heard,  that  guilty  creatures,  at  a  Play, 

Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  Scene 

Been  flruck  fo  to  the  foul,  that  prefendy 

They  have  proclaimed  their  malefactions. 

For  murther,  though  it  have  no  tongue,  will  fpeak 

With  moil:  miraculous  organ.    Til  have  thefe  Playept 

Play  fomething  like  the  murther  of  my  father, 

Before  mine  uncle.    Til  obferve  his  looks : 

I'll  tent  him  to  the  quick  ;  if  he  but  blench, 

I  know  my  courfe.    The  Spirit,  that  I  have  feen, 

May  be  the  Devil ;  and  the  Devil  hath  power 

T'  affume  a  pleafing  fhape  ;  yea,  and  perhaps, 

Out  of  my  weaknefs  and  my  melancholy, 

(As  he  is  very  potent  with  fuch  fpirits) 

Abufes  me  to  damn  me.    Til  have  grounds 

More  relative  than  this :  The  Play's  the  thing, 

Wherein  111  catch  the  Confcience  of  the  King.  [Exit. 

{16)  And  full  a  curjing  like  a  very  Drab     <  « 

A  Stallion,  ]  But  why  a  Stallion  f  The  two  old 

FoIio^s  have  it,  a  Scullion :  but  that  too  is  wrong.  I  am  per- 
Cuaded,  Sbakefpeare  wrote  as  I  have  reform'd  the  Text,  a  CuU 
lion,  i.  e.  a  ftupid,  heartlefs,  faint-hearted,  white-livet'd  Fel- 
low 7  one  good  for  nothing,  but  curfing  and  talking  big. 


ACT 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE,  the  P  A  LA  C  E. 

Enter  Kingy  S$ueen>  Polonius,  Ophelia*  Rofincr&nts, 
Guildenftern,  and  Lords. 

King. 

AN  D  can  you  by  no  drift  of  conference 
Get  from  him  why  he  puts  an  this  confafion^ 
Grating  fo  harfhly  all  his  days  of  quiet. 
With  turbulent  and  dang'rous  lunacy  ? 

Rof.  He  does  confefs,  he  feels  himfelf  diilracled  ; 
But  from  what  caufe  he  will  by  no  means  fpeak, 

Guil.  Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  founded  % 
But  with  a  crafty  madnefs  keeps  aloof, 
When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  fome  confeffion 
Gf  his  true  ftate. 

Queen.  Did  he  receive  you  well  ? 
Rof.  Moft  like  a  gentleman. 
Guil.  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  difpoiltion.. 
Rof.  Niggard  of  queftion,  but  of  our  demands 
Moft  free  in  his  reply. 

Queen.  Did  you  a/fay  him  to  any  paftime  ? 
Rof  Madam,  it  fo  fell  out,  that  certain  Players 
We  o'er-took  on  the  way  ;  of  thefe  we  told  him  7 
And  there  did  feem  in  him  a  kind  of  joy 
To  hear  of  it :  they  are  about  the  Court ; 
And  (as  I  think)  they  have  already  order 
This  night  to  play  before  him. 

Fol.  'Tis  moft  true  : 
And  he  befeech'd  me  to  entreat  your  Majefties 
To  hear  and  fee  the  matter. 

King.  With  all  my  heart,  and  it  doth  much  content  mo 
To  hear  him  fo  inclin'd. 

Good 
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Good  gentlemen,  give  him  a  further  edge, 
And  drive  his  purpofe  into  thefe  delights. 

Rof.  We  (hall,  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 

King.  Sweet  Gertrude,  leave  us  too  ; 
For  we  have  clofely  fent  for  Hamlet  hither, 
That  he,  as  'twere  by  accident,  may  here 
Affront  Ophelia.    Her  father,  and  my  felf, 
Will  fo  bellow  ourfelves,  that,  feeing,  unfeen, 
We  may  of  their  encounter  frankly  judge  ; 
And  gather  by  him,  as  he  is  behaved, 
If 't  be  th'  affliction  of  his  love,  or  no, 
That  thus  he  fuffers  for. 

Queen.  I  mail  obey  you  : 
And  for  my  part,  Ophelia,  I  do  wifh, 
That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  caufe 
Of  Hamlet's  wildnefs :  So  fhall  I  hope,  your  virtues 
May  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again 
To  both  your  honours. 

Oph.  Madam,  I  wifh  it  may.  [Exit  Queen, 

Pol.  Ophelia,  walk  you  here. — Gracious,  fo  pleafe  ye, 
We  will  bellow  our  felves  —  Read  on  this  book  ; 
That  fhew  of  fuch  an  exercife  may  colour 
Your  lonelinefs.    We're  oft  to  blame  in  this, 
*Tis  too  much  prov'd,  that  with  devotion's  vifage, 
And  pious  action,  we  do  fugar  o'er 
The  devil  himfelf. 

King.  Oh,  'tis  too  true.  . 
How  taart  a  lafn  that  fpeech  doth  give  my  confidence  f 

\;4ftde* 

The  harlot's  cheek,  beautied  with  plaflring  art, 
Is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it, 
Than  is  my  deed  to  my  moll  painted  word. 
Oh  heavy  burthen  ! 

Pol.  I  hear  him  coming;  let's  withdraw,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  all  hut  Ophelia. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  To  be,  or  not  to  be  ?  that  is  the  queflion.— - 

Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind,  to  fuffer 
The  flings  and  arrows  of  outrasious  fortune ; 

Or 
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Or  to  take  arms  againft  a  fea  of  troubles, 

And  by  oppofing  end  them  ?  —  to  die,  —  to  fleep  _ 

No  more  ;  and  by  a  fleep,  to  fay,  we  end 

The  heart  ache,  and  the  thoufand  natural  fliocks 

That  flefh  is  heir  to ;  'tis  a  confummation 

Devoutly  to  be  wifh'd.    To  die  to  fleep  - 

To  fleep  ?  perchance,  to  dream  ;  ay,  there's  the  rub— •> 

For  in  that  fleep  of  Death  what  dreams  may  come, 

When  we  have  fliuffied  off  this  mortal  coil, 

Muft  give  us  paufe.  — —  There's  the  refpect, 

That  makes  Calamity  of  fo  long  life. 

For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  fcorns  of  time, 

Th'  oppreflbr's  wrong,  the  proud  man's  contumely^ 

The  pang  of  defpis'd  love,  the  law's  delay, 

The  infolence  of  office,  and  the  fpurns 

That  patient  merit  of  th'  unworthy  takes ; 

When  he  himfelf  might  his  Quietus  make 

With  a  bare  bodkin  ?  who  would  fardies  bear, 

To  groan  and  fweat  under  a  weary  life  ? 

But  that  the  dread  of  fomething  after  death, 

(That  undifcover'd  country,  from  whofe  bourne 

No  traveller  returns)  puzzles  the  will ; 

And  makes  us  rather  bear  thofe  ills  we  have, 

Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of. 

Thus  confcience  does  make  cowards  of  us  all : 

And  thus  the  native  hue  of  refolution 

Is  flcklied  o'er  with  the  pale  call  of  thought ; 

And  enterprizes  of  great  pith,  and  moment, 

With  this  regard  their  currents  turn  awry, 

And  lofe  the  name  of  adion  — —  Soft  you,  now  f 

[Seeing  Oph I 

The  fair  Ophelia  ?  Nymph,  in  thy  orifons 
Be  all  my  fins  remembred. 

Oph.  Good  my  lord, 
How  does  your  Honour  for  this  many  a  day  ? 

Ham.  I  humbly  thank  you,  well ;  . 

Oph.  My  lord,  I  have  remembrances  of  yours, 
That  I  have  longed  long  to -re-deliver. 
I  pray  you,  now  receive  them. 

Ham.  No,  I  never  gave  you  aught, 

Opk 
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Opb.  My  honoured  lord,  you  know  right  well,  you 
did  i 

And  with  them  words  of  fo  fweet  breath  compos'd, 
As  made  the  things  more  rich  :  that  perfume  loft, 
Take  thefe  again  ;  for  to  the  noble  mind 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor,  when  givers  prove  unkind. 
There,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Ha,  ha  !  are  you  hone&  ? 

Opb.  My  lord,  — — 

Ham.  Are  you  fair  r 

Oph.  What  means  your  lordfhip  ? 

Ham.  That  if  you  be  honeft  and  fair,  you  mould  ad- 
mit nq  difcourfe  to  your  beauty. 

Opb.  Could  beauty,  my  lord,  have  better  commerce 
than  with  honefty  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  truly ;  for  the  power  of  beauty  will  fooner 
transform  honefty  from  what  it  is,  to  a  bawd ;  than 
the  force  of  honefty  can  tranflate  beauty  into  its  like- 
nefs.  This  was  fo  me  time  a  paradox,  but  now  the  time 
gives  it  proof.  I  did  love  you  once. 

Opb.  Indeed,  my  lord,  you  made  me  believe  fo. 

Hvn.  You  mould  not  have  believed  me.  For  virtue 
cannot  fo  inoculate  our  old  ftock,  but  we  mall  relim  of 
it.    1  lov'd  you  not. 

Opb.  I  was  the  more  deceiv'd. 

Ham.  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery.  Why  wouldft  thou  bo 
a  breeder  of  finners  ?  I  am  my  felf  indifferent  honeft  ; 
but  yet  I  could  accufe  me  of  fuch  Things,  that  it  were 
better  my  mother  had  not  borne  me.  1  am  very  proud, 
revengeful,  ambitious,  with  more  offences  at  my  beck, 
than  I  have  thoughts  to  put  them  in,  imagination  to 
give  them  fhape,  or  time  to  aft  them  in.  What  fhould 
fuch  fellows,  as  I,  do  crawling  between  heav'h  and 

earth?  we  are  arrant  knaves,  believe  none  of  us  • 

Go  thy  ways  to  a  nunnery  >  Where's  your  father  ? 

Opb.  At  home,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Let  the  doors  be  fhut  upon  him,  that  he  may 
play  the  fool  no  where  but  invs  own  houfe.  Farewel. 
Opb.  Oh  help  him,  you  fweet  heav'ns  ! 
Ham.  If  thou  doft  marry,  Til  give  thee  thk  plague  for 
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thy  dowry.  Be  thou  as  chafte  as  ice,  as  pure  as  fnow, 
thou  ihalt  not  efcape  calumny.  — Get  thee  to  a  nun- 
nery,  farewel  Or,  if  thou  wilt  needs  marry, 

marry  a  fool ;  for  wife  men  know  well  enough,  what 
monfters  you  make  of  them  —  To  a  nunnery,  go,  - 
and  quickly  too  :  farewel. 

Opb.  Heav'nly  powers,  reftore  him  I 

Ham.  I  have  heard  of  your  painting  too,  well  enough : 
God  has  given  you  one  face,  and  you  make  your  felves 
another.  You  jig,  you  amble,  and  you  lifp,  and  nick- 
name God's  creatures,  and  make  your  wantonnefs  your 
ignorance.  Go  to,  Ml  no  more  on't,  it  hath  made  me 
mad.  I  fay,  we  will  have  no  more  marriages.  Thofe 
that  are  married  already,  all  but  one,  mall  live ;  the 
reft  fhall  keep  as  they  are.    To  a  nunnery,  go. 

[Exit  Hamlet,. 

Oph.  Oh,  what  a  noble  mind  is  here  overthrown  i 
The  courtier's,  foldier's,  fcholar's,  eye,  tongue,  fword ! 
ThT  expectancy  and  rofe  of  the  fair  State, 
The  glafs  of  fafhion,  and  the  mould  of  form, 
Th'  obferv'd  of  all  obfervers,  quite,  quite  down  ! 
I  am  of  ladies  mod  deject  and  wretched, 
That  fuck'd  the  honey  cf  his  mufick  vows: 
Now  fee  that  noble  and  moft  fovereign  reafon, 
Like  fweet  bells  jangled  out  of  tune,  and  harm  ; 
That  unmatched  form,  and  feature  of  blown  youth, 
Blafted  with  extafie.    Oh,,  woe  is  me  ! 
T'  have  feen  what  I  have  feen ;  fee  what  I  fee. 

Enter  King  endFolonius. 

King.  Love  !  his  affections  do  not  that  way  tend, 
Nor  what  he  fpake,  tho'  it  lack'd  form  a  little, 
Was  not  like  madnefs.    Something's  in  his  foul, 
O'er  which  his  melancholy  fits  on  brood ; 
And,  I  do  doubt,  the  hatch  and  the  difclofe 
Will  be  fome  danger,  which,  how  to  prevent, 
I  have  in  quick  determination 

Thus  fet  it  down.    He  mall  with  fpeed  to  England, 
For  the  demand  of  our  neglected  Tribute  : 
Haply,  the  Seas  and  Countries  different, 

With 
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With  variable  obje&s,  fhall  expel 
This  fomething- fettled  matter  in  his  heart ; 
Whereon  his  brains  flail  beating,  puts  him  thus 
From  fafhion  of  himfelf.  What  think  you  on't  ? 

Pol.  It  fhall  do  well.    But  yet  do  I  believe, 
The  origin  and  commencement  of  this  grief 
Sprung  from  neglected  love.  How  now,  Ophelia?-—— 
You  need  not  tell  us  what  lord  Hamlet  faid, 

We  heard  it  all.  My  lord,  do  as  you  pleafe; 

[Exit  Ophelia* 

But  if  you  hold  it  fit,  after  the  Play 
Let  his  Queen-mother  all  alone  intreat  him 
To  mew  his  griefs ;  let  her  be  round  with  him  ; 
And  I'll  be  plac'd,  fo  pleafe  you,  in  the  ear 
Of  all  their  conPrence.  -If  lhe  find  him  not, 
To  England  fend  him  ;  or  confine  him,  where 
Your  wifdom  bell  fhall  think. 

King.  It  fhall  be  fo  : 
Madnefs  in  Great  ones  muft  not  unwatch'd  go. 

[Exeunt  4 

Enter  Hamlet,  and  tnxo  or  three  of  the  Players. 

Ham.  Speak  the  fpeech,  I  pray  you;  as  I  pronounced 
it  to  you,  trippingly  on  the  tongue.  But  if  you  mouth 
it,  as  many  of  our  Players  do,  I  had  as  lieve,  the  town- 
crier  had  fpoke  my  lines.  And  do  not  faw  the  air  too 
much  with  your  hand  thus,  but  ufe  all  gently ;  for  in 
the  very  torrent,  temper!:,  and,  as  I  may  fay,  whirl- wind 
of  your  pafiion,  you  muft  acquire  and  beget  a  tempe- 
rance that  may  give  it  fmcothnefs.  Oh,  it  offends  me 
to  the  foul,  to  hear  a  robuftious  periwig- pated  fellow 
tear  a  palfion  to  tatters,  to  very  rags,  to  fplit  the  ears 
of  the  groundlings :  who  (for  the  moft  part)  are  capa- 
ble of  nothing,  but  inexplicable  dumb  mews,  and  noiie: 
I  could  have  fuch  a  fellow  whipt  for  o'er- doing  Ter- 
magant; it  out  herods  Herod.    Pray  you,  avoid  it. 

Play.  I  warrant  your  Honour. 

Ham.  Be  not  too  tame  neither;  but  let  your  own  dif- 
cretion  be  your  tutor.  Sute  the  action  to  the  word, 
the  word  to  the  action,  with  this  fpecial  obfervance.,  that 

you 
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you  o'er-flep  not  the  modefty  of  Nature  ;  for  any  thing 
fo  overdone  is  from  the  purpofe  of  playing ;  whofe  end, 
both  at  the  firffc  and  now  ;  was  and  is,  to  hold  as  'twere 
the  mirror  up  to  nature ;  to  mew  virtue  her  own  fea- 
ture, fcorn  her  own  image,  and  the  very  age  and  body 
of  the  time,  his  form  and  preffure.  Now  this  over-done, 
or  come  tardy  of,  tho1  it  make  the  unskilful  laugh,  can- 
not but  make  the  judicious  grieve  :  the  cenfure  of  which 
one  muft  in  your  allowance  o'er- weigh  a  whole  theatre 
of  others.  Oh,  there  be  Players  that  I  have  fecn  play, 
and  heard  others  praife,  and  that  highly,  (not  to  fpeak  ic 
prophanely)  that  neither  having  the  accent  of  chriftian, 
nor  the  gate  of  chriftian,  pagan,  nor  man,  have  fo  ftrut- 
ted  and  bellow'd,  that  I  have  thought  fome  of  nature's 
journeymen  had  made  men,  and  not  made  them  well ; 
they  imitated  humanity  fo  abominably. 

Play.  I  hope,  we  have  reformed  that  indifferently 
with  us. 

Ham.  Oh,  reform  it  altogether.  And  let  thofe,  that 
play  your  Clowns,  fpeak  no  more  than  is  fet  down  for 
them :  For  there  be  of  them  that  will  themfelves  laugh, 
to  fet  on  fome  quantity  of  barren  fpectators  to  laugh 
too ;  though,  in  the  mean  time,  fome  neceflary  queftiort 
of  the  Play  be  then  to  be  confidered  :  That's  villanous ; 
and  mews  a  moft  pitiful  ambition  in  the  fool  that  ufes  it, 
Go  make  you  ready.  [Exeunt  Players* 

Enter  Polonjus,  Rofincrantz,  and  Guild  enftern. 

How  now,  my  lord;  will  the  King  hear  this  piece  of 
work  ? 

Pol.  And  the  Queen  too,  and  that  prefently. 
Ham.  Bid  the  Players  make  hafte.        [Exit  Polonius. 
Will  you  two  help  to  haften  them  ? 

Both.  We  will,  my  lord.  [Exeunt* 
Ham.  What,  ho,  Horatio! 

Enter  Horatio  to  Hamlet. 

Hor.  Here,  fweet  lord,  at  your  fervice. 
Ham.  Horatio,  thou  art  e'en  as  juft  a  Man, 
As  e'er  my  converfation  coap'd  withal. 

Hor. 
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Her.  Oh  my  dear  lord,  

Ham.  Nay,  do  not  think,  I  flatter: 
For  what  advancement  may  I  hope  frem  thee, 
That  no  revenue  haft,  but  thy  good  fpirits, 
To  feed  and  cloath  thee  ?  Should  the  poor  be  flatterM  ? 
No,  let  the  candied  tongue  lick  abfurd  Pomp, 
And  crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee, 
Where  thrift  may  follow  fawning.    Doft  thou  hear  ? 
Since  my  dear  foul  was  miitrefs  of  her  choice, 
And  could  of  men  diftinguifh,  her  election 
Hath  feaPd  thee  for  her  1  elf.    For  thou  haft  been 
As  one,  in  fuftering  all,  that  fuffers  nothing  ; 
A  man,  that  fortune's  buffets  and  rewards 
Haft  ta'en  with  equal  thanks.    And  bleft  are  thofe, 
Whofe  blood  and  judgment  are  fo  well  comingled, 
That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune's  ringer, 
To  found  what  ftop  me  pleafe.    Give  me  that  man, 
That  is  not  paffion's  flave,  and  I  will  wear  him 
In  my  heart's  core  :  ay,  in  my  heart  of  heart, 

As  I  do  thee.  Something  too  much  of  this.  — 

There  is  a  Play  to  night  before  the  King, 
One  Scene  of  it  comes  near  the  circumftance, 
Which  I  have  told  thee,  of  my  father's  death. 
I  pr'ythee,  when  thou  feeft  that  Act  a- foot, 
Ev'n  with  the  very  comment  of  thy  foul 
Obferve  mine  uncle  :  if  his  occult  guilt 
Do  not  it  felf  unkennel  in  one  fpeech, 
It  is  a  damned  Ghoft  that  we  have  feen : 
And  my  imaginations  are  as  foul  (17) 
As  Vulcaris  Smithy.    Give  him  heedful  note  ; 
For  I  mine  eyes  will  rivet  to  his  face ; 
And,  after,  we  will  both  our  judgments  join, 
In  cenfure  of  his  Seeming. 

Hor.  Well,  my  lord, 

(17)  And  my  Imaginations  are  as  foul, 

As  Vulcan' j  Stithy.]  I  have  ventur'd,  againft  the  Au- 
thority of  all  the  Copies,  to  fubftitute  Smithy  here.  I  have 
given  my  Reafons  already  in  a  Note  on  Troilus,  to  which,  for 
Brevity^  fake,  I  beg  leave  to  refer  the  Readers. 
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If  be  (leal  aught,  the  whilft  this  Play  is  playing, 
And  'fcape  detecting,  I  will  pay  the  theft. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Polonius,  Ophelia,  Rofincrantz, 
Guildeiritern,  and  other  lords  atttendant,  with  a 
guard  carrying  torches.  Danifh  March.  Sound  a 
f.ourijb. 

Ham.  They're  coming  to  the  Play ;  I  muft  be  idle, 
Get  you  a  place. 

King.  How  fares  our  coufin  Hamhtf 

Ham.  Excellent,  i'faith,  of  the  camelion's  difh  :  I  eat 
the  air,  promife-cramm'd  :  you  cannot  feed  capons  fo, 

King.  I  have  nothing  with  this  anfwer,  Hamlet ;  thefe 
words  are  not  mine. 

Ham.  No,  nor  mine.  Nov/,  my  lord ;  you  plaid 

once  i'th'  univerfity,  you  fay  :  [To  Polonius,. 

Pel.  That  I  did,  my  lord,  and  was  accounted  a  good 
&£lor. 

Ham.  And  what  did  you  enact  ? 

Pol.  I  did  enact  Julius  Cafar,  I  was  kill'd  i*th'  Ca- 
pitol :  Brutus  kill'd  me. 

Ham.  It  was  a  brute  part  of  him,  to  kill  fo  capital  a 
calf  there.    Be  the  players  ready  ? 

Rof,  Ay,  my  lord,  they  May  upon  your  patience. 

Queen.  Come  hither,  my  dear  Hamlet,  fit  by  me. 

Ham.  No,  good  mother,  here's  mettle  more  attractive.' 

Pol.  Oh  ho,  do  you  mark  that  ? 

Ham.  Lady,  (hall  I  lye  in  your  lap  ? 

{Lying  down  at  Ophelia'/  fceU 

Oph.  No,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  mean,  my  Head  upon  your  Lap  ? 
Oph.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Do  you  think,  I  meant  country  matters  ? 
Oph.  I  think  nothing,  my  lord. 
Ham.  That's  a  fair  thought,  to  lie  between  a  maid's 
legs. 

Oph.  What  is,  my  lord? 
Ham.  Nothing, 
Oph.  You  are  merry,  my  lord* 
Ham.  Who,  ll 

Opt. 
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Oph.  Ay,  my  lord. 

ham.  Oh  God!  your  only  jig-maker;  what  mould  a 
nan  do,  but  be  merry?  For,  look  you,  how  chear- 
fuhy  my  mother  locks,  and  my  father  dy'd  within 
thefe  two  hours. 

Oph.  Nay,  'tis  twice  two  months,  my  lord. 

Ham.  So  long  ?  nay,  then  let  the  Devil  wear  black, 
for  Til  have  a  iuit  of  fables.  Oh  heav'ns !  dye  two 
months  ago,  and  not  forgotten  yet !  then  there's  hope,  a 
Great  man's  memory  may  out-live  his  life  half  a  year: 
but,  by'r-lady,  he  muft  build  churches  then ;  or  elfe  mail 
he  fufter  not  thinking  on,  with  the  hobby-horfe;  whofc 
epitaph  is,  For  oh,  for  oh,  the  hobby-horfe  is  forget. 

Hani-boys  play.    The  dumb  Jhew  enters. 

(iS)  Enter  a  Duke  and  Dutchefs,  with  regal  Coronets, 
nfcry  lovingly,  the  Dutchefs  embracing  him,  and  he 
her.  She  kneels  ;  he  takes  her  up,  and  declines  his 
head  upon  her  neck ;  he  lays  him  down  upon  a  bank 
of  f 1  oxers  ;  Jbe  feeing  him  afeep,  leaves  him.  Anon 
comes  in  a  fellow,  takes  off  his  Crown,  kiffes  it,  and 
fours  poifan  in  the  Duke's  ears,  aiid  Exit.  The 
Dutchefs  returns,  finds  the  Duke  dead,  and  makes 
faj/ionate  aclion.  The  poifoner,  with  fo?ne  two  or 
three  mutes,  corner  in  again,  feeming  to  lament  with 
her.  The  dead  body  is  carried  away.  The  poifoner 
wooes  the  Dutchefs  with  gifts ;  /he  feems  loth  and  un- 
willing a  while,  but  in  the  end  accepts  his  love. 

[Exeunt.  ' 

(18)  Enter  a  King  and  Queen  'very  lovingly :]  Thus  have  the 
blundering  and  inadvertent  Editors  ail  along  given  us  this  Stage- 
Direction,  tho'  we  are  exprefsly  told  by  Hamlet  anon,  that  the 
Story  of  this  introduced  Interlude  is  the  Murder  of  Gcnzago 
Puke  of  Vienna.  The  Source  of  this  Miftake  is  eafily  to  be 
accounted  for,  from  the  Stage's  drejjing  the  Characters.  Regal 
Coronets  being  at  firft  order'd  by  the  Poet  for  the  Duke  and 
Dutchefs,  the  fucceeding  Players,  who  did  not  ftiiclly  obferve 
the  Quality  of  the  Perfons  or  Circumjlances  of  the  Story,  mif- 
took  'em  for  a  King  and  Queen  j  and  fo  the  Error  was  de- 
duced down  from  thence  to  the  prefent  Times. 
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Opb.  What  means  this,  my  lord  ? 
Ham.  Marry,  this  is  miching  Malicbo ;  it  means 
mifchief. 

Opb.  Belike,  this  mow  imports  the  Argument  of  the 
Play  ? 

Enter  Prologue. 

Ham.  We  mall  know  by  this  fellow:  the  Players 
cannot  keep  counfel ;  they'll  tell  us  all. 

Opb.  Will  he  tell  us,  what  this  mow  meant  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  or  any  mow  that  you'll  mew  him.  Be 
not  you  amamed  to  mew,  he'll  not  fhame  to  tell  yoa 
what  it  means. 

Opb.  You  are  naught,  you  are  naught,  Til  mark  the 
Play. 

Prol.  For  us,  and  for  our  tragedy , 
Here  Jiooping  to  your  clemency^ 
We  beg  your  bearing  patiently. 

Ham.  Is  this  a  prologue,  or  the  polie  of  a  ring  ? 
Opb.  'Tis  brief,  my  lord. 
Ham.  As  woman's  love. 

Enter  Duke,  and  Dufcbefs,  Players. 

Duke.  Full  thirty  times  hath  Phoebus'  Carr  gone  round 
Neptune'' s  fait  wafh,  and  'Tellus'  orbed  ground ; 
And  thirty  dozen  moons  with  borrowed  fheen 
About  the  world  have  time  twelve  thirties  been, 
Since  love  our  hearts,  and  Hymen  did  our  hands, 
Unite  commutual,  in  moft  facred  bands. 

Dutch.  So  many  journeys  may  the  Sun  and  Moon 
Make  us  again  count  o'er,  ere  love  be  done. 
But  woe  is  me,  you  are  fo  fick  of  late, 
So  far  from  cheer  and  from  your  former  (late, 
That  I  diilruft  you ;  yet  though  I  diilruft, 
Difcomfort  you,  my  lord,  it  nothing  mull  : 
For  women  fear  too  much,  ev'n  as  they  love, 
And  womens'  fear  and  love  hold  quantity ; 
'Tis  either  none,  or  in  extremity. 

Nov, 
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Now,  what  my  love  is,  proof  hath  made  you  know ; 
And  as  my  love  is  fiz'd,  my  fear  is  fo.  (19) 
Where  love  is  great,  the  fmalleft  doubts  are  fear ; 
Where  little  fears  grow  great,  great  love  grows  there. 

Duke.  Faith*  I  muft  leave  thee,  Love,  and  fnortly  too: 
My  operant  powers  their  fun&ions  leave  to  do> 
And  thou  (halt  live  in  this  fair  world  behind, 
Honour Vi,  belov'd ;  and,  haply,  one  as  kind 
for  husband  malt  thou  

L  ulcb.  Oh,  confound  the  reft ! 
Such  love  muft  needs  be  treafon  in  my  breaft  1 
In  fecond  husband  let  me  be  accurft  f 
None  wed  the  fecond,  but  who  kill  the  flrft. 

Ham.  Wormwood,  wormwood  !  

Dutch,  The  inftances,  that  fecond  marriage  move, 
Are  bafe  refpe&s  of  thrift,  but  none  of  love. 
A  fecond  time  I  kill  my  husband  dead, 
When  fecond  husband  kifles  me  in  bed. 

Duke.  I  do  believe,  ycu  think  what  now  you  f.  cak  j 
But  what  we  do  determine^  oft  we  break ; 
Purpofe  is  but  the  flave  to  memory, 
Of  violent  birth,  but  poor  validity  > 
Which  now,  like  fruits  unripe,  fticks  on  the  tree, 
But  fall  unmaken,  when  they  mellow  be. 
Moil  necefiary  'tis,  that  we  forget 
To  pay  our  felves  what  to  our  felves  is  debt : 
What  to  our  felves  in  pafTion  we  propofe, 

(19)  And  as  my  Love  h  fix'd,  x:y  Fear  is  fo."]  Mr.  Pope 
fays,  I  read  fixd\  and,  indeed,  I  do  fo  :  becaufe,  I  obferve, 
the  Quarto  of  1605  reads,  r/Vdf;  that  of  1611  citsfl ;  the  Fo- 
lio in  1632,  JtK  ;  and  that  in  1623,  Jizd:  and  becaufe,  be- 
Tides,  the  whole  Tenour  of  the  Context  demands  this  Read- 
ing :  For  the  Lady  evidently  is  talking  here  of  the  Quantity 
and  Proportion  of  her  Love  and  Fear  ;  not  of  their  Conti- 
nuance, Duration,  or  Stability*  Cleopatra  exprefles  herfelf 
much  in  the  fame  manner,  with  regard  to  her  Grief  for  th? 
Lofs  of  Antony. 

 our  Size  of  Sorrow, 

Projfortion'd  to  our  Caife,  mufi  be  at  great 
As  that  which  makes  />, 

The 
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The  palTion  ending,  doth  the  purpofe  lofe ; 

The  violence  of  either  £rief  or  joy. 

Their  own  enactors  with  themfelves  deftroy. 

Where  joy  molt  revels,  grief  doth  molt  iarnent; 

Grief  joys,  joy  grieves,  on  flender  accident. 

This  world  is  not  for  aye ;  nor  'tis  not  ftrange, 

That  ev'n  our  loves  mould  with  our  fortunes  change, 

For  'tis  a  queftion  left  us  yet  to  prove, 

Whether  love  leads  fortune,  or  elfe  fortune  love. 

The  Great  man  down,  you  mark*  his  favVite  flies  $ 

The  poor  advanc'd,  makes  friends  of  enemies. 

And  hitherto  doth  love  on  fortune  tend, 

For  who  not  needs,  (hall  never  Jack  a  friend  j 

And  who  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  try, 

Directly  feafons  him  his  enemy* 

But  orderly  to  end  where  I  begun, 

Our  wills  and  fates  do  fo  contrary  run* 

That  our  devices  ftili  are  overthrown; 

Our  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  Of  Our  Owft. 

Think  ftiil,  thou  wilt  no  fecond  husband  wed; 

But  die  thy  thoughts,  when  thy  firft  lord  is  dead. 

Dutch.  Nor  earth  to  me  give  food,  nor  heaven  light ! 
Sport  and  repofe  lock  from  me*  day  and  night ! 
To  defperation  turn  my  truft  and  hope  ! 
An  Anchor's  cheer  in  prifon  be  my  fcope  ! 
Each  oppofite,  that  blanks  the  face  of  joy, 
Meet  what  I  would  have  well,  and  it  deftroy ! 
Both  here,  and  hence,  purfue  me  lafting  ftrife ! 
If,  once  a  widow,  ever  I  be  wife* 

Ham.  If  me  mould  break  it  now  — 

Duke.  'Tis  deeply  fworn ;  Sweet,  leave  me  here  a 
while ; 

My  fpirits  grow  dull,  and  fain  I  would  beguile 

The  tedious  day  with  lleep.  [Sleep*. 

Dutch.  Sleep  rock  thy  brain, 
And  never  come  mifchance  between  us  twain  I  [Exit* 

Ham.  Madam  *  how  like  you  this  Play  ? 

Queen.  The  lady  proteits  too  much,  methinks. 

Ham.  Oh,  but  ihe'll  keep  her  word. 

King, 
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King.  Have  you  heard  the  argument,  is  there  no 
offence  in't  ? 

Ham.  No,  no,  they  do  but  jeft,  poifon  in  jeft,  no 
offence  i'th'  world. 

King.  What  do  you  call  the  Play  ? 

Ham.  The  Mcufe-Trap   Marry,  how?  tro- 
pically. This  Play  is  the  image  of  a  murther  done  in 
Vienna ;  Gonzago  is  the.  Duke's  name,  his  wife's  Bap* 
tijia;  you  mall  fee  anon,  'tis  a  knavifh  piece  of  Work  ; 
but  what  o'  that  ?  your  Majefty,  and  we  that  have  free 
fouls,  it  touches  us  not;  let  the  galPd  jade  winch,  our 
withers  are  unwrung. 

Enter  Lucianus. 

This  is  one  Lucianus,  nephew  to  the  Duke. 

Opb.  You  are  as  good  as  a  chorus,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  could  interpret  between  you  and  your  love, 
if  I  could  fee  the  puppets  dallying. 

Opb.  You  are  keen,  my  lord,  you  are  keen. 

Ham.  It  would  coil  you  a  groaning  to  take  off  my 
edge. 

Oph.  Still  better  and  worfe. 
Ham.  So  you  miftake  your  husbands.       .  - 
Begin,  murtherer.  —  Leave  thy  damnable  faces, 
and  begin. 

Come,  the  croaking  raven  doth  bellow  for  revenge. 
hue.  Thoughts  black,  hands  apt,  drugs  fit,  and  time 

agreeing : 

Confederate  feafon,  and  no  creature  feeing : 
Thou  mixture  rank,  of  mid -night  weeds  collected,, 
With  Hecate's  ban  thrice  blafted,  thrice  infected, 
Thy  natural  magick,  and  dire  property, 
On  wholfom  life  ufurp  immediately. 

[Pours  the  poifon  into  his  ears. 

Ham.  He  poifons  him  i'th'  garden  for's  eft  ate ;  his 
name's  Gonzago ;  the  ftory  is  extant,  and  writ  in  choice 
Italian.  You  lhall  fee  anon  how  the  murtherer  gets  the 
love  of  Gonzago 's  wife. 

Oph.  T  he  King  rifes. 

Ham.  What,  frighted  with  falfe  fire  ! 

Queen, 
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3>ueen.  How  fares  my  lord  ? 

Pol.  Give  o'er  the  Play. 

King.  Give  me  fome  light.  Away  ! 

All.  Lights,  lights,  lights!  \Ex4unt. 

Manent  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  Why,  let  the  ftrucken  deer  go  weep, 
The  hart  ungalled  play  ; 
For  fome  muft  watch,  whilft  fome  muft  fleep ; 

So  runs  the  world  away. 
Would  not  this,  Sir,  and  a  foreftof  Feathers,  (if  the  reft 
of  my  fortunes  turn  'Turk  with  me)  with  two  provin- 
cial rofes  on  my  rayed  Ihoes,  get  me  a  feJlowfliip  in  a 
cry  of  Pla  vers,  Sir? 
Jior.  Half  a  (hare. 
Ham.  A  whole  one,  I. 
"  For  thou  doft  know,  oh  Damon  dear, 

"  This  realm  difmantled  was 
11  Of  Jove  himfelf,  and  now  reigns  here 

"  A  very,  very,  »         (20)  Paddock. 

Hon 

(20)  A  very  very  Peacock.]  The  old  Copies  have  it  Paicock, 
•Paicocke,  and  Pajocke.    I  fubftitute  Paddock,  as  neareft  to  the 
Traces  of  the  corrupted  Reading.    I  have,  as  Mr.  Pope  fays, 
been  willing  to  fubftitute  any  Thing  in  the  place  of  his  Pea- 
cock.   He  thinks  a  Fable  alluded  to,  of  the  Birds  chocfin^  a 
King  ;  inftead  of  the  Eagle,  a  Peacock.    I  fuppofe,  he  mufl 
mean  the  Fable  of  Barlanduz,  in  which  it  is  faid,  The  Birds  be- 
ing weary  of  their  State  of  Anarchy,  m'ovM  for  the  fetting  up 
of  a  King  :     and  the  Peacock  was  elected  on  account  of  hit 
gay  Feathers.     But,  with  Submiflion,  in  this  PaiTage  of  our 
Shakefpeare,  there  is  not  the  leaft  mention  made  of  the  Earh 
in  Antithesis  to  the  Peacock  ;  and  it  muft  be  by  a  very  uncommon 
Figure,  that  Jove  himfelf  ftands  in  the  place  of  his  %Sird,  ,  I 
think  Hamlet  is  fetting  his  Father's  and  Uncle's  Characters  in 
Contraft  to  each  other  :  and  means  to  fay,    that  by  his  Father's 
Deaith  the  State  was  ftripp'd  of  a  godlike  Monarch,   and  that 
now  in  his  Stead  reign*  d  the  moft  defpicable  poifonous  Animal 
that  could  be:  ameer  Paddock,  or  Toad.    |3aD3  bufo,  rubeta 
major  ;  a  toad.    This  Word,  I  take  to  be  of  Hamlet" %  own  fub- 
Vol.  VIII.  H  diluting. 
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Hor.  You  might  have  rhim'd. 

Ham.  Oh,  good  Horatio,  Til  take  the  Ghoft's  word 
for  a  thouiand  pounds.    Didft  perceive  ? 
Hor.  Very  well,  my  lord. 
Ham.  Upon  the  talk  of  the  poifoning  ? 
Hor,  I  did  very  well  note  him. 

Enter  Rofmcrantz  and  Guildenftern. 

Ham.  Oh,  ha !  come,  fome  munck  :  Come,  the  re- 
corders. 

For  if  the  King  like  not  the  comedy  ; 
Why,  then,  belike,  he  likes  it  not,  perdy. 
Come,  fome  mulick.  • 

GuiL  Good  my  lord,  vouchfafe  me  a  word  wkh  you. 

Ham.  Sir,  a  whole  hiftory. 

GuiL  The  King,  Sir  

Ham.  Ay,  Sir.  what  of  him  ? 

GuiL  Is,  in  his  retirement,  marvellous  diftemper'd—— 

Ham.  With  drink,  Sir  ? 

GuiL  No,  my  lord,  with  choler. 

Ham.  Your  wifdom  fhould  mew  it  felf  more  rich,  to 
fignify  this  to  his  Doctor :  for,  for  me  to  put  him  to 
his  purgation,  would,  perhaps,  plunge  him  into  more 
choler. 

GuiL  Good  my  lord,  put  your  difcourfe  into  fome 
frame,  and  ftartnot  fo  wildly  from  my  affair. 

Ham.  I  am  tame,  Sir  ;  pronounce. 

GuiL  The  Queen  your  mother,  in  mort  great  affliclion 
of  fpirit,  hath  fent  me  to  you. 

Ham.  You  are  welcome. 

GuiL  Nay,  good  my  lord,  this  Conrtefy  is  not  of  the 
right  Breed.  If  it  fhall  pleafe  you  to  make  me  a  wholfoin 
anfwer,  I  will  do  }  our  mother's  commandment ;  if  not, 
yoar  pardon,  and  my  return  fhall  be  the  end  of  my 
bufinefs. 

Aituting.  The  Verfes,  repeated,  feem  to  be  from  fome  old 
Balad  ;  in  which,  Rhyme  being  neceflary,  I  doubt  not  but  the 
laft  Verfe  ran  thus  : 

A  very*  very,    ■  Ars, 

Ham. 
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Ham.  Sir,  I  cannot. 
Guil.  What,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Make  you  a  wholfom  anfwer  :  ray  wit's  dif- 
eas'd.    But,  Sir,  fuch  anfwer  as  I  can  make,  you  mail 

command;  or,  rather,  as  you  fay,  my  mother—  . 

therefore  no  more  but  to  the  matter  -my  mother, 

you  fay  . 

Rof.  Then  thus  me  fays  ;  your  behaviour  hath  ftruck 
her  into  amazement,  and  admiration. 

Ham.  Oh  wonderful  fon,  that  can  fo  aftonifti  a  mo- 
ther !  But  is  there  no  fequel  at  the  heels  of  this  mother's 
admiration  ? 

Rof.  She  defires  to  fpeak  witk  you  in  her  clofet,  ere 
you  go  to  bed. 

Ham.  We  (hall  obey,  were  {he  ten  times  our  mother, 
Have  you  any  further  trade  with  us  ? 

Rof.  My  lord,  you  once  did  love  me. 

Ham.  So  I  do  ftill,  by  thefe  pickers  and  Healers. 

Rof.  Good  my  lord,  what  is  your  caufe  of  dirtemper  ? 
you  do,  furely,  bar  the  door  of  your  own  liberty,  if  you 
deny  your  griefs  to  your  friend. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  lack  advancement. 

Rof.  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  voice  of 
the  King  himfelf,  for  your  fucceflion  in  Denmark  P 

Ham.  Ay,  but  while  the  grafs  grows  the  Proverb 

is  fomething  mufty. 

Enter  one,  with  a  Recorder. 

Oh,  the  Recorders  ;  let  me  fee  one.  To  withdraw  with 
you— —why  do  you  go  about  to  recover  the  wind  of  me, 
as  if  you  would  drive  me  into  a  toil? 

Guil.  Oh  my  lord,  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my  love  is 
too  unmannerly. 

Ham.  I  do  not  well  underftand  that.  Will  you  play 
upon  this  pipe  ? 

Guil.  My  lord,  I  cannot. 

Ham.  I  pray  you. 

Guil.  Believe  me,  I  cannot. 

Ham.  I  do  befeech  you. 

Guil.  I  know  no  touch  of  it,  my  lord. 

H  2  Ham. 
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Ham.  'Tis  as  eafy  as  lying;  govern  thefe  ventiges 
with  your  fingers  and  thumb,  give  it  breath  with  your 
mouth,  and  it  will  difcourfe  molt  eloquent  mufick.  Look 
you,  thefe  are  the  Hops. 

Guil.  But  thefe  cannot  I  command  to  any  utterance  of 
harmony  ;  I  have  not  the  skill. 

Ham.  Why,  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  thing 
you  make  of  me  ;  you  would  play  upon  me,  you  would 
ieem  to  know  my  flops;  you  would  pluck  out  the  heart 
of  my  myftery  ;  you  would  found  me  from  my  loweft 
note,  to  the  top  of  my  compafs ;  and  there  is  much  mu- 
fick, excellent  voice,  in  this  little  organ,  yet  cannot  you 
make  it  fpeak.  Why,  do  you  think,  that  I  am  eafier 
to  be  plaid  on  than  a  pipe  ?  call  me  what  inltrument  you 
will,  though  you  can  fret  me,  you  cannot  play  upon 
me.  God  blefs  you,  Sir. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  My  lord,  the  Queen  would  fpeak  with  you,  and 
prefently. 

Ham.  Do  you  fee  yonder  cloud,  that's  almoft  in  fliape 

of  a  Camel  ? 

Pol.  By  the  mafs,  and  it's  like  a  Camel,  indeed. 
Ham.  Methinks,  it  is  like  an  Ouzle. 
Pel.  It  is  black  like  an  Ouzle. 
Ham.  Or,  like  a  Whale? 
Pol.  Very  like  a  Whale. 

Ham.  Then  will  I  come  to  my  mother  by  and  by—— 

they  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent.  1  will  come 

by  and  by. 

Pol.  I  will  fay  fo. 

Ham.  By  and  by  is  eafily  faid.    Leave  me,  friends. 

\Exeunt. 

'Tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night, 

When  church  yards  yawn  and  hell  it  fel f  breathes  ou<t 

Contagion  to  this  world.    Now  could  I  drink  hot  blood, 

And  do  fuch  bitter  bufmefs  as  the  day 

Would  quake  to  look  on.    Soft,  now  to  my  mother— 

O  heart,  lofe  not  thy  nature  ;  let  not  ever 

The  Soul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  bofom  ; 

Let 
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Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural  ; 

I  will  fpeak  daggers  to  her,  but  ufe  none. 

My  tongue  artd  foul  in  this  be  hypocrites ; 

How  in  my  words  foever  fhe  be  fhent, 

To  give  them  feals  never  my  foul  confent !  [Exit, 

Enter  King,  Rofincrantz,  and  Guildenftern. 

King.  1  like  him  not,  nor  ftands  it  fafe  with  us 
To  let  his  madnefs  range.  Therefore,  prepare  you  ; 
I  your  Commiflion  will  forthwith  difpatch, 
And  he  to  England  (hall  along  with  you. 
The  terms  of  our  eftate  may  not  eudure  (21 ) 
Hazard  fo  near  us,  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Out  of  his  Lunes. 

Guil.  We  will  provide  our  felves ; 
Moil  holy  and  religious  fear  it  is, 
To  keep  thofe  many,  many,  Bodies  fafe, 
That  live  and  feed  upon  your  Majefty. 

Rof.  The  fingle  and  peculiar  life  is  bound, 
With  all  theftrength  and  armour  of  the  mind, 
To  keep  k  felf  from  noyance  ;  but  much  more, 
That  fpirit,  on  whofe  weal  depends  and  reits 
The  lives  of  many.    The  ceaie  of  Majelty 
Dies  not  alone,  but,  like  a  gulf,  doth  draw 
What's  near  it,  with  it.   It's  a  maiTy  wheel 
Fixt  on  the  fummit  of  the  higher!  mount, 

(21)  The  Terms  of  our  EJlate  may  not  endure 
Hazard  fo  near  us,  as  doth  hourly  grew 
Out  of  his  Lunacies. 
Guil.  We  nvill  provide  our  felves. 

The  old  Quarto's  read,  Out  of  his  Brows.    This  was 

from  the  Ignorance  of  the  firft  Editors  ;  as  is  this  unneceflary 
Alexandrine,  which  we  owe  to  the  Players.  The  Poet,  I  am 
perfuaded,  wrote, 

— —  as  doth  hourly  grow 

Out  »f  his  Lunes. 
i.  e.  his  Madnefs,  Frenzy.    So  our  Poet,  before,  in  his  Win- 
ter's Tale. 

Thefe  dangerous,  unfafe  Lunes  Vtb\  King  1—hejkrew  'em, 
He  mufi  be  told  of  it,  &c. 

H3  T« 
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To  whofe  huge  fpokes  ten  thoufand  leffer  things 
-Are  mcrtiz'd  and  adjoined,  which,  when  it  falls, 
Each  fmall  annexment,  petty  confequence, 
Attends  the  boift'rous  ruin,    Ne'er  alone 
Did  the  King  figh ;  but  with  a  general  groan. 

King.  Arm  you,  I  pray  you,  to  this  fpeedy  voyage  ; 
For  v.  e  will  fetters  put  upon  this  fear, 
Which  now  goes  too  free- footed. 

Both.  We  will  hafte  us.  [Exeunt  Gentlemen. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  My  lord,  he's  going  to  his  mother's  clofst; 
Behind  the  arras  I'll  convey  my  felf 
To  hear  the  procefs.  I'll  warrant,  (he'll  tax  him  heme. 
And,  as  you  faid,  and  wifely  was  it  faid, 
*  Tis  meet,  that  fome  more  audience  than  a  mother 
(Since  nature  makes  them  partial,)  mould  o'er-hear 
The  fpeech,  of  vantage.  Fare  you  well,  my  liege  ; 
I'll  call  upon  you  ere  you  go  to  bed, 
And  tell  you  what  I  know.  [Exit. 

King.  Thanks,  dear  my  lord. 
Oh  !  my  offence  is  rank,  it  fmells  to  heav'n, 
It  hath  the  primal,  elder!:,  curfe  upon't ;  (22). 
That  of  a  brother's  mur.her.    Pray  I  cannot, 
Though  inclination  be  as  fharp  as  will ; 
My  fhonger  guilt  defeats  my  itrong  intent : 
And,  like  a  man  to  double  bufmefs  bound, 
J  Hand  in  paufe  where  I  (hall  firft  begin, 
And  both  neglect.    What  if  this  curfed  hand 


(225  It  bath  the  primal,  eldeft,  Curfe  upon't : 

A  brother's  Murther  Pray  I  cannot.]  The  Iaft  Verfe,  'tis 

evident,  halts  in  the  Meafure  5  and,  if  I  don't  miftake,  is  a 
little  lame  in  the  Senfe  too.  Was  a  brother's  Murther  the  eldeft 
Curfe  f  Surely,  it  was  rather  the  Crime,  that  was  the  Caufe  of 
this  eldeft:  Curfe,  We  have  no  Affiftance,  however,  either  to 
the  Senfe  or  Numbers,  from  any  of  the  Copies.  I  have  ventur'd 
at  two  Supplemental  Syllables,  as  innocent  in  themfelves  as 
neccfiVy  ro  the  Purpofes  for  which  they  are  introduced  : 
That  of  a  Brother  s  Murther,  " 

Were 
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Were  thicker  than  itfelf  with  brother's  blood  ? 

Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  fweet  heav'ns 

To  wafh  it  white  as  fnow  ?  whereto  ferves  Mercy, 

Bat  to  confront  the  vifage  of  offence  ? 

And  what's  in  prayer,  but  this  two- fold  force, 

To  be  fore-iialled  ere  we  come  to  fall, 

Or  pardon'd  being  down  r  then  I'll  look  up  ; 

My  fault  is  paft. — —But  oh,  what  form  of  prayer 

Can  ferve  my  turn  ?  Forgive  me  my  foul  rnurther !  — 

That  cannot  be,  fince  I  am  mil  poffelt 

Of  thofe  effects  for  which  I  did  the  rnurther, 

My  Crown,  mine  own  Ambition,  and  my  Queen. 

May  one  be  pardon'd,  and  retain  th'  offence  ? 

In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world, 

Offence's  gilded  hand  may  move  by  juftice  ; 

And  oft  'tis  feen,  the  wicked  prize  it  felf 

Buys  out  the  law  ;  but  'tis  not  fa  above  : 

There,  is  no  muffling ;  there,  the  a&ion  lies 

In  his  true  nature,  and  we  our  felves  compell'd, 

Ev'n  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults, 

To  give  in  evidence.    What  then  ?  what  refts  ? 

Try,  what  repentance  can  :  What  can  it  not  ? 

Yet  what  can  it,  when  one  cannot  repent  ? 

Oh  wretched  ftate  !  oh  bofom,  black  as  death! 

Oh  limed  foul,  that,  ftruggling  to  be  free, 

Art  more  engaged !  help,  angels !  make  affay ! 

Bow,  itubborn  knees  ;  and,  heart,  with  firings  of  fteel, 

Be  foft  as  finews  of  the  new-born  babe  ! 

Ail  may  be  well.  [The  King  retires  and  kneels* 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Now  might  I  do  it  pat,  now  he  is  praying, 

And  now  I'll  do'c  and  fo  he  goes  to  heav'n.— 

And  fo  am  I  reveng'd  ?  that  would  be  fcann'd  ; 

A  villain  kills  my  father,  and  for  that 

I,  his  fole  fon,  do  this  fame  villain  fend 

To  heav'n-— O,  this  is  hire  and  falary,  not  revenge. 

He  took  my  father  grofly,  full  of  bread, 

With  all  his  crimes  broad  blown,  as  fluih  as  May ; 

And  how  his  audit  Hands,  who  knows,  fave  heaven  ? 

H  4  But 
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But  in  our  circumfiance  and  courfe  of  thought, 

*Tis  heavy  with  him.    Am  I  then  reveng'd. 

To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  foul* 

When  he  is  fit  and  feafon'd  for  his  paflage  ? 

Up,  fword,  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  Bent  ;  (23) 

When  he  is  drunk,  afieep,  or  in  his  rage, 

Or  in  th1  inceftuous  pleafure  of  his  bed  ; 

At  gaming,  fwearing  or  about  fome  ad 

That  has  no  relifh  of  falvation  in't; 

Then  trip  him,  that  his  hee]s  may  kick  at  heav'n ; 

And  that  his  foul  may  be  as  damnM  and  black 

As  hell,  whereto  it  goes.    My  mother  flays ; 

This  phyfick  but  prolongs  thy  fickly  days.  [Exit. 

The  King  rifes,  and  comes  forward. 

King.  My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain  below ; 
'Words,  without  thoughts,  never  to  heaven  go.  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Queen's  Apartment. 

Enter  Queen  and  Polonius. 

Pal.  T  I  E  will  come  ftraight ;  look,   you  lay  home  to 
n       him ; 

Tell  him,  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear  with  ; 
And  that  your  Grace  hath  fcreen'd,  and  flood  between 
Much  heat  and  him.    I'll  filence  me  ev'n  here  j 
Pray  you,  be  round  with  him. 

Bam.  [within.]  Mother,  Mother,  Mother.— 

(23)  Up,  Sword,  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  Time.]  This 
is  a  fophifticated  Reading,  warranted  by  none  of  the  Copies  of 
any  Authority.    Mr.  Pope  fays,  I  read  conjeclurally  : 

 j  a  more  horrid  Bent.. 

I  do  fo ;  and  why  ?  the  tw  o  oldeft  Quarto's,  as  well  as  the  two 

eldeft  Folio's,    read  ;  a  more  horrid  Hent.    But,  as  there 

is  no  fuch  Enghjh  Subftantive,  it  feems  very  natural  to  con- 
cl  ude,  that,  with  the  Change  of  a  fingle  Letter,  our  Au- 
thor's genuine  Word  was,  Bent  j  i.  e.  Drift,  Scope,  Inclination, 
Purpofe,  &c. 

f>ueen. 
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Queen.  I'll  warrant  you,  fear  me  not, 
Withdraw,  I  hear  him  coming. 

[Polonius  bides  himj elf  behind  the  Arras, 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Now,  mother,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Queen.  Hamlet,  thou  haft  thy  father  much  offended. 

Ham.  Mother,  you  have  my  father  much  offended. 

Queen.  Come,  come,  you  anfwer  with  an  idle  tongue. 

Ham.  Go,  go,  you  queftion  with  a  wicked  tongue. 

Queen.  Why,  how  now,  Hamlet? 

Ham.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 

Queen.  Have  you  forgot  me  ? 

Ham.  No,  by  the  rood,  not  fo  ; 
You  are  the  Queen,  your  husband's  brother's  wife, 
But,  'would  you  were  not  fo  !  -You  are  my  mother. 

Queen.  Nay,  then  I'll  fet  thofe  to  you  that  can  fpeak. 

Ham.  Come,  come,  and  fit  you  down ;  you  (hall  not 
budge  : 

You  go  not,  'till  I  fet  you  up  a  glafs 
Where  you  may  fee  the  inmoft  part  of  you. 

Queen.  What  wilt  thou  do  ?  thou  wilt  not  murther  me  ? 
Help,  ho. 

Pol.  What  ho,  help.  [Behind  the  Arras. 

Ham.  How  now,  a  rat  ?  dead  for  a  ducate,  dead. 

[Hamlet  kills  Polonius,. 

Pol.  Oh,  lam  flain. 

Queen.  Oh  me,  what  haft  thou  done  ? 

Ham.  Nay  I  know  not:  is  it  the  King? 

Queen.  Oh,  what  a  rafti  and  bloody  deed  is  this ! 

Ham.  A  bloody  deed  ;  almoft  as  bad,  good  mother,. 
As  kill  a  King,  and  marry  with  his  brother. 

Queen.  As  kill  a  King  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  lady,  'twas  my  word. 
Thou  wretched,  rafh,  intruding  fool,  farevvel, 

[To  Polonius* 
I  took  thee  for  thy  Betters ;  take  thy  fortune ; 
Thou  find' ft,  to  be  too  bufy,  is  fome  danger. - 
Leave  wringing  of  your  hands  ;  peace,  fit  you  down, 
And  let  me  wring  your  heart,'  for  fo  I  mail, 

» s  if 


1 78   Hamlet,  Prince  of  Denmark. 

If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  ftufr: 

If  damned  cuftom  have  not  braz'd  it  fo, 

That  it  is  proof  and  bulwark  againft  fenfe. 

Queen.  What  have  I  done,  that  thou  dar'ft  wag  thy 
tongue 

In  noife  fo  rude  againft  me  ? 

Ham.  Such  an  aft, 
That  blurs  the  grace  and  blufh  ofmodefty  ; 
Calls  virtue  hypocrite  ;  takes  off  the  rofe 
From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love, 
And  fets  a  blifter  there ;  makes  marriage- vows 
As  falfe  as  dicers'  oaths.  O,  fuch  a  deed, 
As  from  the  body  of  Contraction  plucks 
The  very  foul,  and  fweet  Religion  makes 
A  rhapfody  of  words.  Heav  Vs  face  doth  glow ; 
Yea,  this  folidity  and  compound  mafs, 
With  triftful  vifage,  as  againft  the  doom, 
Is  thought-Tick  at  the  acl, 

Queen.  Ay  me  !  what  act, 
That  roars  fo  loud,  and  thunders  in  the  index  ? 

Ham.  Look  here  upon  this  picture,  and  on  this, 
The  counterfeit  prefentment  of  two  brothers: 
See,  what  a  grace  was  feated  on  this  brow  ; 
Hyperions  curies ;  the  front  of  Jove  himfelf  * 
An  eye,  like  Mars,  to  threaten  or  command ; 
A  ftation,  like  the  herald  Mercury 
New-lighted  on  a  heaven-kilTing  hill ; 
A  combination,  and  a  form  indeed, 
Where  every  God  did  feem  to  fet  his  feal, 
To  give  the  world  aflurance  of  a  man. 
This  was  your  husband,  Look  you  now,  what  fol- 
lows ; 

Here  is  your  husband,  like  a  mildew'd  esr, 
Blafting  his  wholefome  brother.  Have  you  eyes  ? 
Could  you  on  this  fair  mountain  leave  to  feed, 
And  batten  on  this  moore  ?  ha  !  have  you  eyes  ? 
You  cannot  call  it  Love  ;  for,  at  your  age, 
The  hey-day  in  the  blood  is  tame,  it's  humble, 
And  waits  upon  the  judgment ;  and  what  judgment 

Would 
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Would  ftep  from  this  to  this  ?  Senfe,  fure,  you  have,  ( 24) 
Elfe  could  you  not  have  motion :  but,  fure,  that  fenfe 
Is  apoplex'd  :  for  madnefs  would  not  err; 
Nor  fenfe  to  ecftafy  was  ne'er  fo  thralPd, 
But  it  referv'd  fome  quantity  of  choice 

To  ferve  in  fuch  a  difference.  What  devil  was't,. 

That  thus  hath  cozen.'d  you  at  hoodman  blind  ? 
Eyes  without  feeling,  feeling  without  fight, 
Ears  without  hands  or  eyes,  fmellingy^  all, 
Or  but  a  fickly  part  of  one  true  fenfe 
Could  not  fo  mope. 

O  mame  !  where  is  thy  blufli?  rebellious  hell, 
If  th'  u  canft  mutiny  in  a  matron's  bones, 
To  flaming  youth  let  virtue  be  as  wax, 
And  melt  in  her  own  fire.    Proclaim  no  fhame, 
When  the  compulfive  ardour  gives  the  charge;. 
Since  froft  it  felf  as  adlively  doth  burn, 
And  Reafon  panders  Will. 

Queen.  O  Hamlet,  fpeak  no  more. 
Thou  turn'ft  mine  eyes  into  my  very  foul, 
And  there  I  fee  fuch  black  and  grained  fpots, 
As  will  not  leave  their  tinct. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  to  live 
In  the  rank  fweat  of  an  incefluous  bed, 
Stew'd  in  corruption,  honying  and  making  love 
Over  the  nafty  fty  ;  ~  ■■  . .  - 

Queen.  Oh,  fpeak  no  more  ; 
Thefe  words  like  daggers  enter  in  mine  ears. 
No  more,  fweet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  A  murtherer,  and  a  villain  t*  

A  flave,  that  is  not  twentieth  part  the  tythe 

Of  your  precedent  lord.    A  Vice  of  Kings ;  — < 

(24,)  Senfe,  fure,  you  have,  &c]  Mr.  Pope  has  left  out  the 
Quamity  of  about  eight  Verfes  here,  which  I  have  taken  care 
to  replace.  They  are  not,  indeed,  to  be  found  in  the  two  elder  ■ 
Folio's,  but  they  carry  the  Style,  Expreffion,  and  Caft  of  Thought, 
peculiar  to  our  Author;  and  that  they  were  not  an  Interpolation 
from  another  Hand  needs  no -better  Proof,  than  that  they  are  in 
all  the  oldeft  guartvs, 

A  cut* 
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A  cutpurfeof  the  Empire  and  the  Rule, 
That  from  a  (helf  the  precious  Diadem  ftolc- 
And  put  it  in  his  pocket. 
Queen.  No  more. 

Enter  Ghofi. 
Ham.  A  King  of  (hreds  and  patches- 
Save  me  !  and  hover  o'er  me  with  your  wings, 

[Starting  up. 

You  heav'nly  guards !  what  would  your  gracious  figure  I 

Queen.  Alas,  he's  mad  

Ham.  Do  you  not  come  your  tardy  fon  to  chide, 
That,  laps'd  in  time  and  paffion,  lets  go  by 
TrT  important  acling  of  your  dread  command  ? 
O  fay  ! 

Gbofi.  Do  not  forget :  this  vifitation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  almoft  blunted  purpofe. 
But,  look  !  amazement  on  thy  mother  fits ; 
O  ftep  between  her  and  her  righting  foul : 
Conceit  in  weak  ell  bodies  flrongeft  works. 
Speak  to  her,  Hamlet. 

Ham  How  is  it  with  you,  lady  ? 

Queen.  Alas,  how  is't  with  you  ? 
That  thus  you  bend  your  eye  on  vacancy, 
And  with  thf  incorporal  air  do  hold  difcourfe  ? 
Forth  at  your  eyes  your  fpirits  wildly  peep, 
And,  as  the  fleeping  foldiers  in  th'  alarm, 
Your  bedded  hairs,  like  life  in  excrements, 
Startup,  and  Hand  on  end.    O  gentle  fon, 
Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  diftemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience.    Whereon  do  you  look  ? 

Ham.  On  him  !  on  him!  look  you,  how  pale  he 

glares  ! 

His  form  and  caufe  conjoin'd,  preaching  to  ftones, 
Would  make  them  capable.    Do  not  look  on  me, 
Left  with  this  piteous  action  you  convert 
My  ftern  effects ;  then  what  I  have  to  do, 
Will  want  true  colour;  tears,  perchance,  for  blood. 
Quetn.  To  whom  do  you  fpeak  this? 
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Ham.  Do  you  fee  nothing  there  ? 

[Pointing  to  the  Qhoft. 

Queen.  Nothing  at  all ;  yet  all,  that  is,  I  fee. 

Ham.  Nor  did  you  nothing  hear  ? 

Queen.  No,  nothing  but  our  felves. 

Ham.  Why, look  you  there!  look,  how  itftealsaway  ! 
My  father  in  his  habit  as  he  lived  ! 
Look,  where  he  goes  ev'n  now,  out  at  the  portal. 

[Exit  Ghoft. 

Queen.  This  is  the  very  coinage  6f  your  brain, 
This  bodilefs  creation  Ecftafy 
Is  very  cunning  in. 

Ham.  What  EcHafy  ? 
My  pulfe,  as  yours,  doth  temp'rately  keep  time, 
And  makes  as  healthful  mufick.    'Tis  notmadnefe 
That  I  have  utter'd;  bring  me  to  the  teft, 
And  I  the  matter  will  re-word ;  which  madncfs 
Would  gambol  from.    Mother,  for  love  of  grace, 
Lay  not  that  flattering  undlion  to  your  foul, 
That  not  your  trefpafs,  but  my  madnefs,  fpeaks; 
Jt  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place ; 
Whilll  rank  corruption,  mining  all  within, 
Infe&s  unfeen.    Confefs  your  felf  to  heav'n  * 
Repent  what's  paft,  avoid  what  is  to  come ; 
And  do  not  fpread  the  compoft  on  the  weeds 
To  make  them  ranker.    Forgive  me  this  my  virtue  i 
For,  in  thefatnefs  of  thefe  purfy  times, 
Virtue  itfelf  of  vice  mull  pardon  beg, 
Yea,  courb,  and  wooe,  for  leave  to  do  it  good. 

Queen.  Oh  Hamlet !  thou  haft  cleft  my  heart  in  twain. 

Ham.  O,  throw  away  the  worfer  part  of  it, 
And  live  the  purer  with  the  other  half. 
Good  night ;  but  go  not  to  mine  uncle's  bed  : 
Aflume  a  virtue,  if  you  have  it  not. 
That  rnonfter  cuflom,  who  all  fenfe  doth  eat  (25) 

9t 

(*5)         Menjier  Cujlom,  ivbo  all  Senfe  doth  ea?y 
Of  Habit's  Devil,  is  Angel  yet  in  tbi:> 
1b*t  to  tbe  Ufe  of  Anions  fair  and  gcc<£ 
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Of  habits  evil,  is  angel  yet  in  this  ; 

That  to  the  ufe  of  actions  fair  and  good 

He  likewife  gives  a  frock,  or  livery, 

That  aptly  is  put  on  :  Refrain  to  night ; 

And  That  (hall  lend  a  kind  of  eafinefs 

To  the  next  abftinence  ;  the  next,  more  eafy  ; 

For  ufe  can  almoft  change  the  ftamp  of  Nature, 

And  mafter  ev'n  the  Devil,  or  throw  him  out 

With  wondrous  potency.    Once  more,  good  night  \ 

And  when  you  are  defirous  to  be  bleft, 

I'll  Bleffing  beg  of  you.— For  this  fame  lord, 

[Pointing  to  PoloniuSi 
I  do  repent :  but  heav'n  hath  pleased  it  fo, 
To  punifti  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me, 
That  I  muft  be  their  fcourge  and  miniiler. 
I  will  beftow  him,  and  will  anfwer  well 
The  death  I  gave  him  ;  fo,  again,  good  night ! 
I  mult  be  cruel,  only  to  be  kind  ; 
Thus  bad  begins,  and  worfe  remains  behind. 
Queen.  What  (hall  I  do  ? 

Ham.  Not  this  by  no  means,  that  I  bid  you  do. 
Let  the  fond  King  tempt  you  again  to  bed ; 
Pinch  wanton  on  your  cheek  ;  call  you  his  moufe  3 
And  let  him,  for  a  pair  of  reechy  kifles, 
Or  padling  in  your  neck  with  his  damn'd  fingers, 
Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matcer  out, 
That  1  effentially  am  not  in  madnefs, 

He  likewife  gives  a  Frock  or  Livery, 

That  aptly  is  fut  en.]  This  Pafiage  is  left  out  in  the 
two  elder  Folio's  :  It  is  certainly  corrupt,  and  the  Players  did 
the  difcreet  part  to  ftifle  what  they  did  not  underftand.  Ha- 
bits Devil  certainly  arofe  from  fome  conceited  Tampere  r  with 
the  Text,  who  thought  it  was  neceflary,  in  Contraft  to  An- 
gel.  The  Emendation  of  the  Text  I  owe  to  the  Sagacity  of 
Vr,  Thirlby. 

That  Monfter  Cuftom,  tvbo  all  Senfe  doth  eat 

Of  Habits  evil,  is  Angel,  &c. 
i.  e.  Cuftom,  which  by  inuring  us  to  ill  Habits,  makes  us  lofe 
the  Apprehenfion  of  their  being  really  ill,  as  eafily  will  recon- 
cile us  to  the  Practice  of  good  Actions, 

$0 
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But  mad  in  craft.  'Twere  good,  you  let  him  know. 

For  who  that's  but  a  Queen,  fair,  fober,  wife, 

Would  from  a  paddock,  from  a  bat,  a  gibbe, 

Such  dear  concernings  hide  ?  who  would  do  fo? 

No,  in  defpight  of  fenfe  and  fecrecy, 

Unpeg  the  basket  on  the  houiVs  top, 

Let  the  birds  fly,  and,  like  the  famous  ape, 

To  try  conclufions,  in  the  basket  creep ; 

And  break  your  own  neck  down. 

Queen.  Be  thou  affur'd,  if  words  be  made  of  breath, 
And  breath  of  Life,  I  have  no  Life  to  breathe 
What  thou  haft  faid  to  me. 

Ham.  I  muft  to  England,  you  know  that  ? 

Queen.  Alack,  I  had  forgot ;  'tis  fo  concluded  on. 

Ham.  There's  letters  feal'd,    and  my  two  fchool* 
fellows, 

(Whom  I  will  truft,  as  I  will  adders  fang'd ;) 
They  bear  the  mandate ;  they  mud  fweep  my  way, 
And  marfnal  me  to  knavery  :  let  it  work.  * 
For  'tis  the  fport,  to  have  the  engineer 
Hoift  with  his  own  petar  :  and't  mail  go  hard, 
But  I  will  delve  one  yard  below  their  mines, 
And  blow  them  at  the  moon.    O,  'tis  moll  fweet, 
When  in  one  line  two  crafts  directly  meet ! 

This  man  mall  fet  me  packing  ;  

I'll  lug  the  guts  into  the  neighbour  room ; 
Mother,  good  night. — Indeed,  this  Counsellor 
Is  now  mod  Hill,  mod  fecret,  and  molt  grave, 
Who  was  in  life  a  foolifti  prating  knave. 
Come,  Sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you, 
Good  night,  mother. 

{Exit  Hamlet,  tugging  in  Polonias. 
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ACT  IV. 
SCENE,     A    Royal  Apartment. 

Enter  King  and  ^ueett9  with  Rofincrantz,  and 
Guildenftern. 
King. 

THERE'S  matter  in  thefe  fighs ;  thefe  profound 
heaves 

You  mod  tranflate ;  'tis  fit,  we  underftand  them. 
Where  is  your  fon  ? 

Queen.  Bellow  this  place  on  us  a  liittle  while. 

[To  Rof.  and  Guild,  uoho  go  out, 
Ah,  my  good  lord,  what  have  I  feen  to  night  ? 

King.  What,  Gertrude?  How  docs  Hamlet? 

Queen.  Mad  as  the  Teas,  and  wind,  when  both  contend 
Which  is  the  mightier ;  in  his  lawlefs  ft, 
Behind  the  arras  hearing  fomething  ftir, 
He  whips  his  rapier  out,  and  cries,  a  rat! 
And,  in  this  braini(h  apprehenfion,  kills 
The  unfeen  good  old  man. 

King.  O  heavy  deed  ! 
It  had  been  fo  with  us,  had  we  been  there  r 
His  liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all, 
To  you  your  felf,  to  us,  to  every  cne. 
Alas !  how  (hall  this  bloody  deed  be  anfwer'df 
It  will  be  laid  to  us,  whofe  providence 
Should  have  kept  (hort,  reftrain'd,  and  out  of  haunt, 
This  mad  young  man.    But  fo  much  was  our  love, 
We  would  not  underftand  what  was  moft  fit  >  * 
But,  like  the  owner  of  a  foul  difeafe, 
To  keep  it  from  divulging,  let  it  feed 
Ev'n  on  the  pith  of  life.    Where  is  he  gone  ? 

Queen.  To  draw  apart  the  body  he  hath  kill'd, 
O'er  whom  his  very  madnefs,  like  fome  ore 

Among 
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Among  a  mineral  of  metals  bafe, 

Shews  it  felf  pure.    He  weeps  for  what  is  done. 

King.  O  Gertrude,  come  away  : 
The  fun  no  fooner  fhall  the  mountains  touch, 
But  we  will  (hip  him  hence ;  and  this  vile  deed 
We  mull,  with  all  our  Majefty  and  skill, 
Both  countenance  and  excufe.    Ho!  Guildenftern! 

Enter  Rofmcrantz  and  Guildenftern. 

Friends  both,  go  join  you  with  fbme  further  aid  : 
Hamlet  in  madnefs  hath  Polonius  flain, 
And  from  his  mother's  clofet  hath  he  drag'd  him. 
Go  feek  him  out,  fpeak  fair,  and  bring  the  body 
Into  the  chappel.    Pray  you,  hafte  in  this, 

[Exe.  Rof.  and  GuiL 
Come,  Gertrude,  we'll  call  up  our  wifeft  friends,  [z6) 

And 

(26)  Gertrude,  We'll  call  up  our  wifeft  Friends, 
And  let  them  know  both  what  ws  mean  to  do, 
And  what's  untimely  done* 
Whofe  Whifper  o'er  the  World's  Diameter, 
As  level  as  the  Cannon  to  his  blank, 
Tranfports  its  poifon'd  Shot,  may  mifs  our  Name, 

And  hit  the  woundlefs  Air.  0,  come  away;] 

Mr.  Pope  takes  n©tice,  that  /  replace  Jome  Verfes  that  were  im- 
perfect ,  (and  tbo'  of  a  modern  Date,  feem  to  be  genuine  \)  by 
inserting  two  Words.  But  to  fee,  what  an  accurate  and  faith- 
ful Collator  he  is  !  I  produc'd  thefe  Verfes  in  my  Shakespeare 
refold,  from  a  Quarto  Edition  of  Hamlet  printed  in  1637,  and 
happened  to  fay,  that  they  had  not  the  Authority  of  any  ear- 
lier Date  in  Print,  that  I  knew  of,  than  that  Quarto.  Upon 
the  Strength  of  this  Mr.  Pope  comes  and  calls  the  Lines  modern, 
tho'  they  are  in  the  Quarto's  cf  1605  and  161 1,  which  I  had 
not  then  feen,  but  both  of  which  Mr.  Pope  pretends  to  have 
collated.  The  Verfes  carry  the  very  Stamp  of  Shakefpeare  up- 
on them.  The  Coin,  indeed,  has  been  dipt  from  our  firft  re- 
ceiving it ;  but  it  is  not  fo  diminifh'd,  but  that  with  a  fmall 
Affiftance  we  may  hope  to  make  it  pafs  current.  We  have 
not,  'tis  true,  fo  much  as  the  Footfteps,  or  Traces,  of  a  cor- 
rupted Reading,  to  lead  us  to  an  Emendation  ;  nor  any  means 
•f  reftoring  what  is  loft,  but  Conjecture.  I  am  far  from  af- 
firming 
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And  let  them  know  both  what  we  mean  to  do, 

And  what's  untimely  done.    For,  haply,  Slander 

(Whofe  whifper  o'er  the  world's  diameter, 

As  level  as  the  cannon  to  his  blank, 

Tranfports  its  poifon'd  {hot  j)  may  mifs  our  Name, 

And  hit  the  woundlefs  air  O,  come  away ; 

My  foul  is  full  ofdifcord  and  difmay.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Safely  flowed  

Gentlemen  within*    Hamlet  f  lord  Hamlet  P 
Ham.  What  noife  ?  who  calls  on  Hamlet  F 
Oh,  here  they  come. 

Enter  Rofincrantz,  and  Guildenftern. 

Rof.  What  have  you  done,  my  lord,  with  the  dead 

body  ? 

Ham.  Compounded  it  with  cufl.  whereto  'tis  kin. 
Rof  Tell  us  where  'tis,  that  we  may  take  it  thence, 
And  bear  it  to  the  chapel. 
Ham.  Do  not  believe  it. 
Rof.  Believe  what? 

Ham.  That  I  can  keep  your  counfel,  and  not  mine 
own.  Befides,  to  be  demanded  of  a  fpunge,  what  repli- 
cation mould  be  made  by  the  fon  of  a  King  ? 

Rof.  Take  you  me  for  a  fpunge,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  Sir,  that  fokes  up  the  King's  countenance, 
his  rewards,  his  authorities ;  but  fuch  officers  do  the 
King  belt  fervice  in  the  end  ;  he  keeps  them,  like  an 
apple,  in  the  corner  of  his  Jaw;  firft  mouth'd,  to  be 

firming,  therefore,  that  I  have  given  the  Poet's  very  Words ; 
but  the  Supplement  is  fuch  as  the  Sentiment  naturally  feems  to 
demand.    The  Poet  has  the  fame  Thought,    concerning  the 
diffufive  Pow'rs  of  Slander  in  another  of  his  Plays. 
No,  •/«  Slander ; 
JVhofe  Edge  is  Sharper  than  the  Sword,  ivbofe  Tongue 
Out-venomes  all  the  Wormi  of  Nile,  whofe  Breath 
Rides  on  the  porting  Winds,  and  doth  belie 
All  Corners  of  the  World,  Cymbelinf 

laft 
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lad  fwallow'd  :  when  he  needs  what  you  have  glean'd, 
it  13  but  fqueezing  you,  and,  fpunge,  you  fhall  be  dry 
again. 

Rof.  I  underftand  you  not,  my  lord. 
Ham.  I  am  glad  of  it ;  a  knavilh  fpeech  fleeps  in  a 
foolifh  ear. 

Rof.  My  lord,  you  muft  tell  us  where  the  body  is, 
and  go  with  us  to  the  King. 

Ham.  The  body  is  with  the  King,  but  the  King  is 
not  with  the  body.    The  King  i*  a  thing  

Guild.  A  thing,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Of  nothing  :  bring  me  to  him  ;  hide  fox,  and 
all  after.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  King. 

King.  I've  fent  to  feek  him,  and  to  find  the  body; 
How  dang'rous  is  it,  that  this  man  goes  loofe  ! 
Yet  mult  not  we  put  the  ftrong  law  on  him ; 
He's  lov'd  of  the  diftra&ed  multitude, 
Who  like  not  in  their  judgment,  but  their  eyes  : 
And  where  'tis  fo,  th'  offender's  fcourge  is  weigh'd, 
But  never  the  offence.  To  bear  ail  fmooth, 
This  fudden  fending  him  away  muft  feem 
Deliberate  paufe  :  difeafes,  defp'rate  grown, 
By  defperate  appliance  are  relieved, 
Or  not  at  all. 

Enter  Rofincrantz, 

How  now  ;  what  hath  befall'n  ? 

Rof.  Where  the  dead  body  is  beftow'd,  my  lord, 
We  cannot  get  from  him. 

King.  But  where  is  he  ? 

Rof.  Without,  my  lord,  guarded  to  know  your  plea- 
fure. 

King.  Bring  him  before  us. 

Rof  Ho,  Guildenftem  !  bring  in  my  lord. 

Enter  Hamlet,  and  Guildenftern. 

King.  Now,  Hamlet,  where's  Polonius  ? 
Ham*  At  f upper. 

King', 
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King.  At  fupper  ?  where  ? 

Ham.  Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten  ;  a 
certain  convocation  of  politique  worms  are  e'en  at  him. 
Your  worm  is  your  only  Emperor  for  diet.  We  fat  all 
creatures  elfe  to  fat  us,  and  we  fat  our  felves  for  mag- 
gots. Your  fat  King  and  your  lean  beggar  is  but  va- 
riable fervice,  two  dimes  but  to  one  table ;  that's  the 
end. 

King.  Alas,  alas  \ 

Ham.  A  man  may  rlfh  with  the  worm  that  hath  eat  of 
a  King,  eat  of  the  fifh  that  hath  fed  of  that  worm. 

King.  What  doll  thou  mean  by  this  ? 

Ham.  Nothing,  but  to  mew  you  how  a  King  may  go 
a  progrefs  through  the  guts  of  a  beggar. 

King.  Where  is  Polonius  ? 

Ham.  In  heav'n,  fend  thither  to  fee.  If  your  mef- 
fenger  find  him  not  there,  feek  him  i'th'  other  place 
your  felf.  But,  indeed,  if  you  find  him  not  within  this 
month,  you  mail  nofe  him  as  you  go  up  the  flairs  into 
the  lobbey. 

King.  Go  feek  him  there. 

Ham.  He  will  flay  'till  ye  come. 

King.  Hamlet,  this  deed,  for  thine  efpecial  fafety, 
(Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  That  which  thou  haft  done)  mull  fend  thee  hence 
With  fiery  quicknefs ;  therefore  prepare  thy  felf ; 
The  bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  at  help, 
TV  affociates  tend,  and  every  thing  is  bent 
For  England. 

Ham.  For  England  ? 

King.  Ay,  Hamlet. 

Ham,  Good. 

King,  So  is  it,  if  thou  knew'ft  our  purpofes. 

Ham.  I  fee  a  Cherub,  that  fees  them ;  but  come,  for 
England !  fatewel,  dear  mother. 

King.  Thy  loving  father,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  My  mother:  father  and  mother  is  man  and 
wife  ;  man  and  wife  is  one  flefti,  and,  fo,  my  mother. 
Come,  for  England.  '  {Exit. 

Kin*.  Follow  him  at  foot ;  tempt  him  witn  fpeed 
aboard ;  Delay 
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Delay  it  not,  I'll  have  him  hence  to  night. 

Away,  for  every  thing  is  feal'd  and  done 

That  elfe  leans  on  th'  affair ;  pray  you,  make  hafte. 

[Exeunt  Rof.  and  Guild. 
And,  England1!  if  my  love  thou  hold'ft  at  aught, 
As  my  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  fenfe, 
Since  yet  thy  cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 
After  the  Danijb  fvvord,  and  thy  free  awe 
Pays  homage  to  us ;  thou  may* ft  not  coldly  fet 
Our  fovereign  procefs,  which  imports  at  full, 
By  letters  congruing  to  that  effect, 
The  prefent  death  of  Hamlet*    Doit,  England: 
For  like  the  kectick  in  my  blood  he  rages, 
And  thou  muft  cure  me  ;  'till  I  know  'tis  done. 
How-e'er  my  haps,  my  joys  will  ne'er  begin.  [Exit, 

SCENE,  A  Camp,  on  the  Frontiers  of 
Denmark. 

Enter  Fortinbras,  with  an  Army. 

For,        O,  Captain,  from  me,  greet  the  Danijb  Kings 

VJT  Tell  him,  that,  by  his  licenfe,  Fortinbras 
Claims  the  conveyance  of  a  promis'd  March 
Over  his  Realm.    You  know  the  rendezvous. 
If  that  his  Majefty  would  aught  with  us, 
We  fhall  exprefs  our  duty  in  his  eye, 
And  let  him  know  fo. 

Capt.  I  will  do't,  my  lord. 

For.  Go  foftly  on.  [Exit  Fortinbras,  with  the  Army. 
Enter  Hamlet,  Rofincrantz,  Guildenftern,  &c. 

Ham.  Good  Sir,  whofe  Powers  are  thefe  ? 
Capt.  They  are  of  Norway,  Sir. 
Ham.  How  purpos'd,  Sir,  I  pray  you? 
Capt.  Againft  fome  part  of  Poland. 
Ham.  Who  commands  them,  Sir? 
Capt.  The  nephew  of  old  Norvjay,  Fortinbras. 
Ham.  Goes  it  againft  the  main  of  Poland,  Sir, 
Qr  for  fome  frontier  ? 

Cepti 
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Capt.  Truly  to  fpeak  it,  and  with  no  addition, 
We  go  to  gain  a  little  patch  of  ground, 
That  hath  in  it  no  profit  but  the  name. 

To  pay  five  ducats  five,  I  would  not  farm  it* 

Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway,  or  the  Pole, 
A  ranker  rate,  fliould  it  be  fold  in  fee. 

Ham.  Why,  then  the  Polacke  never  will  defend  it. 

Capt.  Yes,  'tis  already  garnfon'd. 

Ham.  Two  thoufand  fouls,  and  twenty  thoufand  du- 
cats, 

Will  not  debate  the  queftion  of  this  ftraw ; 
This  is  th'  impoiThume  of  much  weak!  .  :  d  peace, 
That  inward  breaks,  sn^  0  c\vs  no  Cftufe  without 
Why  the  man  dies.    I  humbly  thank  you,  Sir. 

Catt.  God  b'w'ye,  Sir. 

Rof.  Wilft  pleafe  you  go,  my  lord? 

Ham.  I'll  be  with  ycu  ftrait,  go  a  little  before. 

\Exmnt. 

Manet  HanJcr 

How  all  occafions  do  inform  agsinitme, 
And  fpur  my  dull  revenge  ?  wnat  is  a  man, 
If  his  chief  good  and  market  ot  his  time 
Be  but  to  fleep  and  feed  ?  a  bealt,  no  more. 
Sure,  he  that  made  us  with  fuch  large  difcourfe, 
Looking  before  and  after,  gave  us  not 
That  capability  and  god  .ike  reaibn 
To  run1  in  us  unus'd.    Now  wherner  it  be 
Beftial  oblivion,  or  fome  craven  fcruple 
Of  thinking  too  precifely  on  th'  event, 
(A  thought,   which,    quarter'd,   hath  but  one  part 
wifdom, 

And  ever  three  parts  coward  :)  I  do  not  know 

Why  yet  I  live  to  fay  this  thing's  to  do ; 

Sith  I  have  caule,  and  will,  and  ftrength,  and  means 

To  do't.    Examples,  grofs  as  earth,  exhort  me; 

Witnefs  this  army  of  fuch  mafs  \  nd  charge, 

Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  Prince, 

Whole  fpirit,  with  divine  ambition  puft, 

Makes  mouths  at  the  invifible  event ; 

Expofing 
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Expofing  what  is  mortal  and  unfure 

To  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger  dare, 

Ev'n  for  an  egg-lhell.    'Tis  not  to  be  great, 

Never  to  ftir  without  great  argument  j 

But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  ftraw, 

When  Honour's  at  the  (lake.    How  ftand  I  then, 

That  have  a  father  knTd,  a  mother  ftain'd, 

(Excitements  of  my  reafon  and  my  blood) 

And  let  all  fleep  ?  while,  to  my  (name,  I  fee 

The  imminent  death  of  twenty  thoufand  men ; 

That  for  a  fantafieand  trick  of  fame 

Go  to  their  Graves  like  beds ;  fight  for  a  Plot, 

Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  caufe, 

Which  is  not  tomb  enough  and  continent 

To  hide  the  (lain  ?  G,  then,  from  this  time  forth, 

My  thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth.  [Exit* 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Palace* 

Enter  Queen,  Horatio,  and  a  Gentleman* 

Queen.  "T  Will  not  fpeak  with  her. 

X    Gent.  She  is  importunate, 
Indeed,  diftract ;  her  mood  will  needs  be  pitied. 
Queen.  What  would  fhe  have  ? 

Gent.  She  fpeaks  much  of  her  father  ;  fays,  fhe  hears, 
There's  tricks  i'crT  world  ;  and  hems,  and  beats  her  heart; 
Spurns  envioufl  y  at  draws ;  fpeaks  things  in  doubt, 
That  carry  but  half  ienfe  :  her  fpeech  is  nothing, 
Yet  the  unftV.ped  ufe  of  it  doth  move 
The  hearers  to  collection ;  they  aim  at  it, 
And  botch  tne  words  up  fit  to  their  own  thoughts ; 
I  Which  as  her  winks,  and  nods,  and  geftures  yield  them, 
i  Indeed,  would  make  one  think,  there  might  be  thought  s 
I  Tho'  nothing  fure,  yet  much  unhappily. 

Hor.  'Tweregood  (he  were  fpoken  with,  for  (he  may 
ftrow 

1  Dangerous  conjectures  in  ill-breeding  minds. 

Let  her  come  in.  — 

Queen.  To  my  fick  foul,  as  fin's  true  nature  is, 

Each 
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Each  Toy  feems  prologue  to  fome  great  Amifs ; 
So  full  of  artlefs  jealoufy  is  guilt, 
It  fpills  it  felf,  in  fearing  to  be  fpilt. 

Enter  Ophelia,  diftracled. 

Oph.  Where  is  the  beauteous  Majefty.of  Denmark? 
Queen.  How  now,  Ophelia  ? 

Oph.  How  Jhould  I  your  true  Love  know  from  another 

one  ? 

By  his  cockle  hat  and faff,  and  his  fandal Jhoon. 

[Singing. 

Sheen.  Alas,  fweet  lady  ;  what  imports  this  Song  ? 
Oph.  Say  you  ?  nay,  pray  you,  mark. 

He's  dead  and  gone,  lady,  he  is  dead  and  gone  ; 
At  his  head  a  grafs- green  turf,  at  his  heels  aflone* 

Enter  King. 

Queen.  Nay,  but  Ophelia 
Oph.  Pray  you,  mark. 

White  his  fhrowd  as  the  mountain  /now* 

Queen.  Alas,  look  here,  my  lord. 

Oph.  Larded  all  with  fweet  flowers  : 
Which  be  wept  to  the  Grave  did  go 
With  true  love  Showers. 

King.  How  do  ye,  pretty  lady  ? 

Oph.  Well,  God  yield  you!  They  fay  the  owl  was 
a  baker's  daughter.  Lord,  we  know  what  we  are,  but 
know  not  what  we  may  be.  God  be  at  your  table  ! 

King.  Conceit  upon  her  father. 

Oph.  Pray,  let  us  have  no  words  of  this ;  but  whca 
they  ask  you  what  it  means,  fay  you  this : 

To  morrow  is  St.  Valentine1;  day,  all  in  the  morn  betime0 
And  la  maid  at  your  window,  to  be  your  Varlantine. 
Then  up  he   rofe,  and  donyd  his  cloaths,    and  dupt  the 

chamber  door ; 
Let  in  the  maid,  that  out  a  maid  never  departed  more. 

King. 
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King.  Pretty  Ophelia  f 

Opb.  Indeed,  without  an  oath,  I'll  make  an  end  on**. 

By  Gisy  and  by  S.  Charity, 

Alack,  and  fie  for  Jbame  ! 
Young  men  nutU  do't,  if  they  come  to't, 

By  cock,  they  are  to  bla?ne. 
Ohioth  fhe,  before  you  tumbled  me, 

You  promised  me  to  wed : 
So  would  1  hd  done,  by  yonder  fun, 

An  thou  hadft  not  come  to  my  bed. 

King.  How  long  has  ihe  been  thus  ? 

Opb.  I  hope,  all  will  be  well.  We  muft  be  patieWs 
tut  I  cannot  chufe  but  weep,  to  think,  they  mould  lav 
■him  i'th1  cold  ground  ; ,  my  brother  fhall  know  of  it,  and 
■fo  I  thank  you  for  your  good  counfel.  Come,  my  coach 
good  night,  ladies  ;  good  night,  fweet  ladies  ;  good 
night,  good  night. 

King.  Follow  her  clofe,  give  her  good  watch,  J  pray 
you  ;  .  -[Exit  Horatie. 

This  is  the  poifon  of  deep  grief;  it  fprings 
All  from  her  father's  death.    O  Gertrude,  Gertrude? 
When  forrows  come,  they  come  not  fingle'fpies, 
But  in  battalions.    Firft,  her  father  flain ; 
Next  your  Son  gone,  and  he  moft  violent  author 
Of  his  own  juft  Remove;  the  people  muddied, 
Thick  and  unwholfome  in  their  thoughts  and  whifpers, 
For  good  Polonius  death;  (We've  done  but  greenly, 
In  private 'to  interr  him  ;)  poor  Ophelia, 
Divided  from  her  felf,  and  her  fair  judgment ; 
{Without  the  which  we're  pictures,  or  mere  beafb :) 
SLaft,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  thefe, 
Her- brother  is  in  fecret  come  from  France: 
Feeds  on  this  wonder,  keeps  himfelf  in  clouds, 
And  wants  n6t  buzzers  to  infeft  his  ear 
With  peftilent  fpeeches  of  his  father's  death  ; 
Wherein  necefiity,  of  matter  beggar M, 
Will  nothing  ftick  our  perfons  to  arraign 
In  ear  and  ear.    G  my  dear '  Gertrude,  this, 
Like  to  a  murthering  piece,  in  many  places 

¥ql.  VllL  I  .  elm 
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Gives  me  fuperfluous  death !  [A  noi/e  within. 

Queen.  Alack  !  what  Noife  is  this  ? 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

King.  Where  are  my  Switzers  ?  let  therft  guard  the 
door. 
What  is  the  matter  ? 

Me/.  Save  your  felf,  my  lord. 
The  ocean,  over- peering  of  his  lift, 
Eats  not  the  flats  with  more  impetuous  hafte, 
Than  young  Laertes,  in  a  riotous  head, 
O'er-bears  your  officers ;  the  rabble  call  him  lord  j 
And  as  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin, 
Antiquity  forgot,  cuftom  not  known, 
ri  he  ratifiers  and  props  of  every  Ward  ;  (27) 
They  cry,  "  Chufe  we  Laertes  for  our  King." 
Caps,  hands,  and  tongues,  applaud  it  to  the  Clouds  5 
*'  Laertes  (hall  be  King,  Laertes  King." 

Queen.  How  chearfully  on  the  falfe  trail  they  cry  ! 
Oh,  this  is  counter,  you  falfe  Dani/h  dogs. 

[Noife  within. 

Enter  Laertes,  <witb  a  Party  at  the  door. 

King.  The  doors  are  broke. 

Laer.  Where  is  this  King  ?  Sirs !  (land  you  all  with- 
out. 

All.  No,  let's  come  in. 

(27)  The  Ratifers  and  Props  t>f  enfry  Word$]  The  whole 
Tenour  of  the  Context  is  fufticient  to  fhew,  that  this  is  a  mif- 
taken  Reading.  What  can  Antiquity  and  Cuftom,  being  the 
Props  of  JVords,  have  to  do  with  the  Bufinefs  in  hand  ?  Or 
what  Idea  is  conveyed  by  it  ?  Certainly,  the  Poet  wrote  5 

The  Ratifers  and  Props  cfevry  Ward  5 
The  Mefienger  is  complaining,  that  the  riotous  Head  had  over- 
borne the  King's  Officers,  and  then  fubjoins,  that  Antiquity  and 
Cuftom  were  forgot,  which  were  the  Ratifiers  and  Props  of 
every  Ward>  i.  e.  of  every  one  of  thofe  Securities  that  Nature 
and  Law  place  about  the  Perfon  of  a  King.  All  this  is  rational 
and  confequenUal.  Mt.  fVarburton. 


Laer. 
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Laer.  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave,  j 
All.  We  will,  we  will.  [ExeunU 
Laer.  I  thank  you  :  keep  the  door. 
O  thou  vile  King,  give  me  my  father; 
Queen.  Calmly,  good  Laertes. 

Laer.  That  drop  of  blood  thaf  s  calm*  proclaims  mc 
baftard ; 

Cries  cuckold  to  my  father ;  brands  the  harlot 
Even  here,  between  the  chafte  and  unfmirch'd  brovy 
Of  my  true  mother. 

King.  What  is  thecaufe,  Laertes ; 
That  thy  Rebellion  looks  fo  giant-like  ? 
Let  him  go,  Gertrude;  do  not  fear  our  perfon: 
There's  fuch  divinity  doth  hedge  a  King, 
That  treafon  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would, 
Ads  little  of  its  will.    Tell  me,  Laertes, 
Why  are  you  thus  incens'd  ?  Let  him  go,  Gertruck^ 
t>peak,  man. 

Laer.  Where  is  my  father  I 
King.  Dead. 
Queen.  But  not  by  him. 


Laer.  How  came  he  dead  ?  I'll  not  be  juggled  witk  x 
ITo  hell,  allegiance  !  vows,  to  the  blackeit  devil ! 
Confcience  and  grace,  to  th«  profoundeft  pit ! 
I  dare  damnation  ;  to  this  point  I  ftand, 
That  both  the  worlds  I  give  to  negligence, 
Let  come,  what  comes;  only  I'll  be  reveng- d 
Mo  ft  throughly  for  my  father. 
King.  Who  (hall  Hay  you  ? 
Laer.  My  will,  not  all  the  world  * 
And  for  my  means,  I'll  husband  them  fo  well* 
They  mail  go  far  with  little. 

King,  Good  Laertes, 
If  you  defire  to  know  the  certainty 
Of  your  dear  father,  is't  writ  la  your  revenge, 
{That  fweep-ftakc)  you  will  draw  both  friend  and  foe> 
Winner  and  lofer  ? 

Laer.  None  but  his  enemies. 
&ng.  Will  you  know  them  then? 
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Laer.  To  his  good  friends  thus  wide  I'll  ope  rny 
arms, 

And,  like  the  kind  life-rendring  pelican, 
Repaft  them  with  my  blood. 

King.  Why,  now  you-  fpeak 
.Like  a  good  child,  and  a  true  gentleman. 
That  I  am  guiltlefs  of  your  father's  death, 
And  am  moil  fenfible  in  grief  for  it, 
1c  (hall  as  level  to  your  judgment  pierce, 
As  day  does  to  your  eye.  \A  noife  within.  "  Let  he* 
come  in.] 

Laer.  How  now,  what  noife  is  that  ? 

Enter  Ophelia,  fantafiically  dreft  with  Jlraws 
•and  flowers. 

O  heat,  dry  up  my  brains  !  tears,  feven  times  fait, 
Burn  out  the  fenfe  and  virtue  of  mine  eye  ! 
By  heav'n,  thy  madnefs  mail  be  paid  with  weight, 
'Till  our  fcale  turn  the  beam.    O  rofe  of  May! 
Dear  maid,  kind  filler,  fweet  Ophelia  ! 
O  heav'ns,  tvt  poflible  a  young  maid*s  wits 
fchould  be  as  mortal  as  an  old  man's  life? 
Nature  is  fine  in  love;  and,  where  'tis  fine, 
Jt  fends  fome  precious  inftance  of  it  felf 
After  the  thing  it  loves, 

Oph.  They  bore  him  hare-facd  on  the  Her, 
A7id  on  his  Grave  rains  many  a  tear ; 
Fare  you  welly  my  dove  ! 

Laer.  Had'ft  thou  thy  wits,  and  did'ft  perfuade  Re- 
venge, 
It  could  not  move  thus. 

Oph.  You  muft  fmg,  down  a-down,  and  you  call  him 
a-down  a.  O  how  the  wheel  becomes  it!  It  is  the  falie 
fteward  that  Hole  his  mailer's  daughter. 

Laer.  This  nothing's  more  than  matter. 

Oph.  There's  rofemary,  that's  for  remembrance ; 
pray,  love,  remember ;  and  there's  panels,  that's  for 
thoughts. 

Laer, 
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Laer.  A  document  in  madnfefs,  thoughts  and  rememv 
brance  fitted. 

Oph.  There's  fennel  for  you,  and  columbines- ;  there's' 
rue  for  you,  and  here's  fome  for  me.  We  may  call  it 
herb  of  grace  o'  Sundays :  you  may  wear  your  rue  with 
a  difference.  There's  a  daifie  ;  I  would  give  \ou  fome 
violets,  but  they  withered  all  when  my  father  dy'd  :  they 
fay,  he  made  a  good  end  ; 

For  bonny  fiveet  Robin  is  all  my  joy. 

Laer.  Thought,  and  affliction,  palTion,  hell  itfelf,] 
She  turns  to  favour,  and  to  prettinefs. 

Oph.  And  will  he  not  come  again  ? 
And  twill  be  not  come  aga'm  ? 
No,  no,  be  is  diad,  go  to  thy  death  bed, 
He  never  twill  come  again, 
His  beard  was  as  white  as  /now, 
All  flaxen  twas  bis  pole  : 

He  is  gone,  be  is  gone,  and  we  cajl  away  money 
Gramercy  on  h  is  Joul  f 

And  of  all  chriftian  fouls !  God  b'vv'y  e.    [Exit  Ophelia. 

Laer.  Do  you  fee  this,  you  Gods  ! 

King.  Laertes,  I  muft  commune  with  your  grief, 
Or  you  deny  me  right :  go  but  a-part, 
Make  choice  of  whom  your  wifeft  friends  you  will, 
And  they  mall  hear  and  judge  'twixt  you  ani  me; 
If  by  direct  or  by  collateral  hand 
They  find  us  touched,  we  will  our  Kingdom  give, 
Our  Crown,  our  life,  and  all  that  we  call  ours, 
To  you  in  fatisfaclion .    But  if  not, 
Ee  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us ; 
And  we  (hall  jointly  labour  with  your  foul,. 
To  give  it  due  content. 

Laer.  Let  this  be  fo. 
His  means  of  death,  his  obfcure  funeral, 
No  trophy,  fword,  nor  hatchment  o'er  his  bones, 
No  noble  rite,  nor  formal  oftentation, 
Cry  to  be  heard,  as  'twere  from  heav'n  to  earth, 
That  I  muft  cairtinqueftion. 
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King.  So  you  fhall : 
And  where  th'  offence  is,  let  the  great  ax  fall. 
I  pray  you,  go  with  me.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Horatio,  'with  an  attendant. 

Hor.  What  are  they,  that  would  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Ser.  Sailors,  Sir ;  they  fay,  they  have  letters  for  yoifc 

Hor.  Let  them  come  in. 
J  do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  world 
I  fhould  be  greeted,  if  not  from  lord  Hamlet. 

Enter  Sailors. 

Sail,  God  blefs  you,  Sir. 
Hor.  Let  him  blefs  thee  too. 

Sail  He  (hall,  Sir,  ant  pleafe  him.—  There's  a  letter 
for  ycu,  Sir:  It  comes  from  [th?  ambaflador  that  was 
bound  for  England,  if  your  name  be  Horatio,  as  I  am 
let  to  know  it  is. 

Horatio  reads  the  letter. 

HORATIO,  'when  thou  Jhalt  heme  ovir /ootid  this, 
give  thefe  fellows  fome  means  to  the  King:  they 
have  letters  for  him.  Ere  we  'were  two  days  old  at 
fea,  a  pirate  of  very  'warlike  appointment  gave  us 
chace.  Finding  our  /elves  too  flow  of  fail,  vue  put  on 
a  compelled  valour,  and  in  the  grapple  1  hoarded  them  t 
on  the  infant  they  got  clear  of  our  /hip.  fo  I  alone  be- 
came their  prifoner.  They  have  dealt  with  me,  like 
thieves  of  mercy  ;  hut  they  knew  what  they  did:  I  am 
to  do  a  good  turn  for  them.  Let  the  King  have  the  let- 
ters  1  have  fent,  and  repair  thou  to  me  v:ith  as  much 
hafle  as  thou  wouldift  fly  death.  I  have  words  to  fpeak 
in  thy  ear,  will  make  thee  dumb  ;  yet  are  they  much  too 
light  for  the  matter.  Thefe  good  fellows  will  bring  thee 
where  I  am.  Rofincrantz  and  Guildenftern  hold  their 
cwrfe  England.  Of  them  I  have  much  to  tell  thee9 
farewel. 

Me  that  thou  hawefl  thine,  Hamlet. 


Come, 
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Come,  I  will  make  you  way  for  thefe  your  letters  ; 

And  dot  the  fpeedier,  that  you  may  direct  me 

To  him  from  whom  you  brought  them.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  King,  and  Laertes. 

King.  Now  mult  your  confcience  my  acquittance  feal, 
And  you  mutt  put  me  in  your  heart  for  friend ; 
Sith  you  have  heard,  and  with  a  knowing  ear, 
That  he,  which  hath  your  noble  father  {lain, 
Purfued  my  life. 

Laer.  It  well  appears.    But  tell  me, 
Why  you  proceeded  not  againft  thefe  feats, 
So  crimeful  and  fo  capital  in  nature, 
As  by  your  fafety,  wifdom,  all  things  elfe, 
You  mainly  were  ftirr'd  up  ? 

King.  Two  fpecial  reafons, 
Which  may  to  you,  perhaps,  feem  much  unfinew'd, 
And  yet  to  me  are  ftrong.    The  Queen,  his  mother, 
Lives  almoll  by  his  looks  ;  and  for  my  felf, 
(My  virtue  or  my  plague,  bet  either  which,) 
She's  fo  conjunctive  to  my  life  and  foul, 
That,  as  the  ftar  moves  not  but  in  his  fphere, 
I  could  not  but  by  her.    The  other  motive, 
Why  to  a  publick  count  I  might  not  go, 
Is  the  great  love  the  general  gender  bear  him  ; 
Who,  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  affection, 
Would,  like  the  fpring  that  turneth  wood  to  ftone, 
Convert  his  gyves  to  graces.    So  that  my  arrows, 
Too  (lightly  timbred  for  fo  loud  a  wind, 
Would  have  reverted  to  my  bow  again, 
And  not  where  I  had  aim*d  them. 

Laer.  And  fo  have  I  a  noble  father  loft, 
A  lifter  driven  into  defperate  terms, 
Whofe  worth,  if  praifes  may  go  back  again, 
Stood  challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  age 
For  her  perfections  But  my  revenge  will  come. 

King.  Break  not  your  fleeps  for  that ;  you  muft  not 
think, 

That  we  are  made  of  fluff  fo  flat  and  dull, 
That  we.  carpet  ou/  beard  be  fhook  with  danger, 

I  4  And 
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And  think  it  paftime.    You  fhall  foon  hear  more. 
J  lov'd  your  father,  and  we  love  our  felf, 

And  that,  I  hope,  will  teach  you  to  imagine  * 

How  now?  what  news? 

Enter  Mejfenger. 

Me/.  Letters,  my  lord,  from  Hamlet. 
Thefe  to  your  Majefty  :  this  to  the  Queen. 

King.  From  Hamlet  ?  who  brought  them? 

Mef,  Sailers,  my  lord,  they  fay  ;  I  faw  them  not ; 
They  were  given  me  by  Claudia,  he  receivM  them. 

King.  Laertes,  you  fhall  hear  them  :   leave  us,  all — 

[Exit  Mef. 

IT  I  G  H  and  Mighty,  you  Jhall  know,  1  am  Jet  na- 
X  ktd  Gn  ycur  Kingdom.  To  morrow  Jhall  1  beg  leat  e 
to  Jee  your  kingly  eyes.  When  1  Jhall,  (Jirjl  asking  your 
pardon  thereunto,)  recount  the'  occajlon  of  my  fudden  re- 
turn. 

Hamlft 

What  mould  this  mean  ?  are  all  the  red  comeback  ? 
Or  is  it  fome  abufe  -and  no  fuch  thing  ? 

Laer.  Know  you  the  hand? 

King.  'Tis  Hamlet's  character  ; 
Naked,  and  (in  a  poftfeript  here,  he  fays) 
Alone  :  can  you  advife  me  ? 

Laer.  Vm  loft  in  it,  my  lord:  but  let  him  come; 
It  warms  the  very  ficknefs  in  my  heart, 
That  I  mail  live  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth,. 
Thus  diddeft  thou. 

King.  If  it  be  fo,  Laertes, 
As  how  fliould  it  be  fo  ?  how,  otherwife  ?  «. 

Aft  ill  you  be  rul'd  by  me  ? 

Laer.  I,  fb  youll  not  o'er-ruleme  to  a  peace. 

King.  To  thine  own  peace  :  if  he  be  now  return'd, 
As  liking  not  his  voyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it ;  I  will  work  him 
To  an  exploit  now  ripe  in  my  device, 
Under  the  which  he  (hall  not  chufe  but  fall  : 
And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  Blame  fhall  breathe; 
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But  ev'n  his  mother  (hall  uncharge  the  practice, 
And  call  it  accident. 

Laer.  I  will  be  rulM, 
The  rather  if  you  could  devife  it  fo, 
That  I  might  be  the  organ. 

King.  It  falls  right : 
You  have  been  talkt  of  fince  your  travel  much, 
And  that  in  Hamlet's  Hearing,  for  a  quality 
Wherein,  they  fay,  you  mine  ;  your  fum  of  parts 
Did  not  together  pluck  fuch  envy  from  him, 
As  did  that  one,  and  that  in  my  regard 
Cf  the  unworthieft  fiege. 

Laer,  What  part  is  that,  my  lord  ? 

King.  A  very  feather  in  the  cap  of  youth, 
Yet  needful  too  ;  for  youth  no  lefs  becomes 
The  light  and  carelefs  livery  that  it  wears, 
Than  fettled  age  his  fables,  and  his  weeds 
Importing  health  and  gravenefs. — Two  months  fince,* 
Here  was  a  gentleman  of  Normandy  ; 
Pve  feen  myfelf,  and  ferv'd  againft  the  Trench, 
And  they  can  well  on  horfe-back  ;  but  this  Gallant 
Had  witchcraft  in't,  he  grew  unto  his  feat; 
And  to  fuch  wondrous  doing  brought  his  horfe, 
As  he  had  been  incorps-d  and  demy-natur'd 
With  the  brave  beaft ;  fo  far  he  top'd  my  thought, 
That  1  in  forgery  of  fhapes  and  tricks 
Come  ihortof  what  he  did. 

Laer.  A  Norman,  was'c?-* 

King.  A  Norman. 

Laer.  Upon  my  life,  Lamond. 

King.  The- fa  me: 

Laer.  I  know  him  well ;  he  is  the  brooch,  indeed^ 
And  gem  of  all  the  nation. 

King.  He  made  confellion  of  you,' 
And  gave  you  fuch  a  mafterly  report, 
For  art  and  exercife  in  your  defence ; : 
And  for  your  rapier  moit  efpecial, 
That  he  cry'd  out,  'twould  be  a  Sight  indeed, 
If  one  could  match,  you.  The  Scrimers  of  their  nation^ 
Hcfwore,  had  neither  motion,  guard,  nor  eye, . 

I5  If 
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If  you  oppos'd'em  Sir,  this  Report  of  his 

Bid  Hamlet  fo  envenom  with  his  envy, 
That  he  could  npthing  do,  but  wilh  and  beg 
Your  fudden  coming  o'er  to  play  with  him. 
Now  out  of  this 

Laer.  What  out  of  this,  my  lord  ? 

King.  Laertes ,  was  your  father  dear  to  you  ? 
Or  are  you  like  the  painting  of  a  forrow, 
A  face  without  a  heart  ? 

Laer.  Why  ask  you  this  ? 

King.  Not  that  I  think,  you  did  not  love  your  father^ 
But  that  I  know,  love  is  begun  by  time 
And  that  I  fee  in  parages  of  proof, 
Time  quali6es  the  fpark  and  fire  of  it : 
There  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  love 
A  kind  of  wick,  or  fnuff,  that  will  abate  it^ 
And  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodnefs  ftill ; 
For  goodnefs,  growing  to  a  pleurifie 
£ieb  in  his  own  too  much  ;  what  we  would  do, 
We  mould  do  when  we  would  ;  for  this  would  change 
And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents  ; 
And  then  this  Jhouldh  like  a  fpend- thrift  figh 
That  hurts  by  eafing  ;  but  to  thV  quick  o'th1  ulcer  ■  ■ 
Hamlet  comes  back  ;  what  would  you  undertake 
To  fhevv  your  felf  your  father's  Son  indeed 
More  than  in  words  ? 

Laer.  To  cut  his  throat  PtV  church. 
King.  Noplace,  indeed,  mould  murther  fan&uarife  £ 
Revenge  mould  have  no  bounds;  but,  good  Laertes* 
Will  you  do  this  ?  keep  clofe  within  year  chamber;, 
Bamht,  return'd,  fhall  know  you  are  come  home  : 
We'll  put  on  thofemall  praife  your  excellence, 
.And  fet  a  double  varnifh  on  the  fame 
The  Frenchman  ga^e  ycu;  bring  you  in  fine  together* 
And  wager  on  your  heads.    He  being  remifs, 
Molt  generous,  and  free  from  all  contriving,. 
*W  ill  not  perufe  the  foils ;  fo  that  with  eafe, 
Or  with  a  litt!^  muffling,  you  may  chufe 
A  frvcrd  unbated,  and  in  a  pafs  of  jraftice 

Requite 


Ha  ml  e  t,  Prince  of  Denmark.  203 

Requite  him  for  your  father. 

Laer.  I  willdo't; 
And  for  the  purpofe  I'll  anoint  my  fvvord  : 
I  bought  an  un&ion  of  a  Mountebank, 
So  mortal,  that  but  dip  a  knife  in  it, 
Where  it  draws  blood,  no  Cataplafm  fo  rare, 
Collected  from  all  Simples  that  have  virtue 
Under  the  Moon,  can  fave  the  thing  from  death, 
That  is  but  fcratch'd  withal  ;  Til  touch  my  poinc 
With  this  contagion,  that  if  I  gall  him  flightly, 
It  may  be  death. 

King.  Let's  farther  think  of  this  ; 
Weigh,  what  convenience  both  of  time  and  means 
May  fit  us  to  our  mape.    If  this  mould  fail, 
And  that  our  drift  look  through  our  bad  performance-, 
' Twere  better  not  afiay'd  ;  therefore  this  project 
Should  have  a  back,  or  fecond,  that  might  hold, 

If  this  mould  blaft  in  proof.    Soft — let  me  fee-  

We'll  make  a  folemn  wager  on  your  cunnings ; 

I  ha't  when  in  your  motion  you  are  hot, 

(As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  that  end,) 
And  that  he  calls  for  Drink,  Til  have  prepar'd  hint 
A  Chalice  for  the  nonce;  whereon  butfipping, 
If  he  by  chance  efcape  your  venom'd  tuck, 
Our  purpofe  may  hold  there. 

Enter  Queen. 

How  now,  fweet  Queen  ? 

Queen.  One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heef,> 
So  fall  they  follow  :  your  filter's  drown'd,  Laertes, 

Laer.  Drowned  !  oh  where  ? 

Queen.  There  is  a  willow  grows  aflant  a  Brook,- 
That  (hews  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glaflie  ftream  : 
There  with  fantaftick  garlands  did  (he  come, 
Of  crow  Rowers,  nettles,  daifies,  and  long  purples,. 
(That  liberal  (hepherds  give  a  grofTer  name  , 
But  our  cold  maids  do  dead  men's  fingers  call  them 
There  on  the  pendant  boughs,  her  coronet  weeds 
Ciambring  to  hang,  an  envious  fiiver  broke  ; 
When  down  her  weedy  trophies  and  her  felf 

Fell 
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Fell  in  the  weeping  brook ;  her  cloaths  fpread  wide:,- 
And  mermaid  like,  a  while  they  bore  her  up ; 
Which  time  fhe  chaunted  matches  of  old  tun@v 
As  one  incapable  of  her  own  diflrefs ; 
Or  like  a  creature  native,  and  indued 
Unto  that  element :  but  long  it  could  not  be; 
'  fill  that  her  garments,  heavy  with  their  drink,, 
Puird  the  poor  wretch  from  her  melodious  lay 
To  muddy  death. 

Laer.  Alas  then,  (he  is  drown-'&f ' 

Queen.  Drown'd,  drown'd. 

Laer.  Too  much  of  water  haft  thou,  poor  Ophelia?, 
And  therefore  I  forbid  my  tears  :  but  yet 
It  is  our  trick  ;  Nature  her  cuftom  holds, . 
Let  Shame  fay  what  it  will ;  when  thefe  are  gone,* 
The  woman  will  be  out :  adieu,  my  lord  ! 
I  have  a  fpeech  of  nre;  that  fain,  would  blaze, 
But  that  this  folly  drowns  it.  \JExif.* 

King.  Follow,  Gertrude: 
How  much,  had  I  to  do  to  calm  his  rage  ! ' 
Now  fear  I,  this  will  give  it  ftart  again  ; , 
Therefore,  let's  follow.  [Exeunt*; . 

A    C    T  V. 

S  C  E  N  E,  A  C  h  u  r  c  m 

Enters  two  Clowns,  with  fpades  and  mattocks* 
2  C  l  o  w 

TS  (he  to  be  buried  in  chriftian  burial,,  that  wilfully? 
JL  fe^ks  her  own  falvation  ? 

2  Cloixn.  I  tell  thee,  fhe  is,   therefore  make  her  • 
Grave  flraiglu  ;    the  crowner  hath  fate  on  her,  and 
it  chriltiaa  buriaL 

1  CIovjtu 
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1  Clown.  How  can  that  be,  unlefs  me  drowned  her 
felf  in  her  own  defence  ? 

2  Clown.  Why,  'tis  found  fo. 

1  Clown.  It  muft  be  fe  offendendo,  it  cannot  be  elfe. 
For  here  lyes  the  point ;  if  I  drown  my  felf  wittingly, 
it  argues  an  aft  ;  and  an  aft  hath  three  branches ;  It  is  to 
act,  to  do,  and  to  perform ;  argal,  me  drown'd  her  feif 
wittingly. 

2  Clown.  Nay,  but  hear  you,  goodman  Delver. 

1  Clown.  Give  me  leave  ;  here  lies  the  water,  good : 
here  ftands  the  man,  good :  if  the  man  go  to  this  water, 
and  drown  himfelf,  it  is,  will  he,  nil  I  he,  he  goes; 
mark  you  that :  but  if  the  water'  come  to  him,  and 
drown  him,  he  drowns  not  himfelf.  Argal,  he,  that 
is  not  guilty  of  his  own  death,  fhortens  not  his  owa 
life. 

2. Clown.  But  is  this  law? 

1  Clown.  Ay,  marry  is't,  crowner's  queft-l&w, 

z  Clown.  Will  you  ha1  the  truth  on't?  if  this  had  not 

been  a  gentlewoman,  me  mould  have  been  buried  out  of 

chriftian  burial. 

1  Clown.  Why,  there  thou  fay 'ft.  And  the  more 
pity,  that  great  folk  mould  have  countenance  in  this 
world  to  drown  or  hang  themfelves,  more  than  xther 
chriftians.  Come,  my  fpade ;  there  is  no  ancient  gen- 
tlemen but  gardeners,  ditchers,  and  grave?makers  5  they 
faold  up  Adam's  profenion. 

2  Clo<wn.  Was  he  a  gentleman  ? 

1  Clown,  He  was  the  fir  ft,  that  ever  bore  arms. 

2  Clown.  Why,  he  had  none. 

\  Clown.  What,  art  a  heathen  >  how  doft  thou  un- 
derstand the  Scripture  ?  the  Scripture  fays,  Adam  digg'd  y 
could  he  dig  without  arms  ?  Til  put  another  queilion  to 
thee  ;  if  thou  anfwereil'  me  not  to  ihepurpofe,  confefs 

thy  felf  

*   2  Clown.  Go  to. 

1  Clown.  What  is  he  that  builds  flronger  than  either 
the  mafori,  the  mip-wright,  or  the  carpenter  ? 

2  Clown.  The  gallows-maker  j   for  that  frame  cut- 
lives  suthoufand  tenants. 

1  Cfeum* 
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1  Clown.  I  like  thy  wit  well,  in  good  faith  ;  the.  gal- 
lows does  well ;  but  how  does  it  well  ?  it  does  well  to 
thofe  that  do  ill :  now  thou  doft  ill,  to  fay  the  gallows 
is  built  Wronger  than  the  church  ;  argal,  the  gallows 
may  do  well  to  thee.    To't  again,  come. 

2  Clown.  Who  builds  llronger  than  a  mafon,  a  fiiip- 
wright,  or  a  carpenter  ?  

1  Clown.  Ay,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. 

2  Clown.  Marry,  now  I  can  tell. 

1  Clown.  To't. 

2  Clown.  Mafs,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio,  at  a  diftance. 

i  Clown.  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it ;  for 
your  dull  afs  will  not  mend  his  pace  with  beating  and, 
when  you  are  askrd  this  queftion  next,  fay,  a  grave- 
maker.  The  houfes,  he  makes,  laft  'till  dooms-day  :  go> 
get  thee  to  Toughan,  and  fetch  me  a  ftoup  of  liquor. 

{Exit  z  Clown y 

He  digs  and  fings. 

In  youth  when  I  dU  love,  did  love,  (28) 

Methought,  it  was  very  fweet ; 
T 0  contraSi \  oh,  the  time  for,  a,  my  behoves?  ' 

Oh,  me  thought,  there  was  nothing  meet. 

Ham.  Has  this  fellow  no  feeling  of  his  bufinefs,  that 
he  fings  at  Grave-making  ? 

Hor.  Cuftom  hath  made  it  to  him  a  property  of  ea- 
finefs. 

Ham.  'Tis  e'en  fo ;   the  hand  of  little  inaployment 
hath  the  daintier  fcnfe. 

(2%)  In  Youth,  ivlen  I  did  love,  &c]  The  Three  Starts, 
fung  here  by  the  Grave-digger,  are  extracted,  with  a  flight  Va- 
riation, from  a  little  Poem,  call'd,  The  Jged  Lover  renounceth 
Love  :  written  by  H(nry  Howard  Er.rl  of  Surrey,  who  flourifh'd 
in  the  Reign  of  Kirg  Henry  VIII.  and  who  was  beheaded  io 
*5*7>  on  a  Around  Accufation  of  Treafon, 
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Clown  fings. 

But  age,  with  bis  Jlealing  fteps. 

Hath  clawd  me  in  his  clutch  : 
And  hath  Jbipped  vie  into  the  land, 

As  if  I  had  never  been  fuch* 

Ham.  That  fcull  had  a  tongue  in  it,  and  could  ling- 
once ;  how  the  knave  jowles  it  to  the  ground,  as  if  it 
were  Cains  jaw-bone,  that  did  the  firft  murther  !  this 
might  be  the  pate  of  a  politician,  which  this  afs  o'er- 
©frlces ;  one  that  would  circumvent  God,  might  it 
not  ? 

Hor.  It  might,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Or  of  a  courtier,  which  could  fay,  "  good- 
"  morrow,  fweet  lord;  how  dolt  thou,  good  lord:** 
this  might  be  my  lord  fuch  a  one,  that  prais'd  my  lord 
fuch  a  one's  horfe,  when  he  meant  to  beg  it;  might  it 
not  ? 

Hor.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  e'en  fo :  and  now  my  lady  Worm's^ 
chaplefs,  and  knock*  about  the  mazzard  with  a  fex- 
ion's  fpade.  Here's  a  fine  revolution,  if  we  had  the 
trick  to  feet.  Did  thefe  bones  coft  no  more  the  breed- 
ing, but  to  play  at  loggats  with  'em  ?  mine  ake-  to 
think  on't. 

Clown  fings. 

A  pick- axe  and  a  fpade,  a  fpade, 

For,  and  a  Jbroudiiig  fheet  ! 

O,  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  he  mads- 

For  fuch  a  guefl  is  meet. 

Ham.  There's  another :  why  may  not  that  be  the  fcaif 
of  a  lawyer  ?  where  be  his  quiddits  now?  his  quillets  ? 
his  cafes  ?  his  tenures,  and  his  tricks  ?  why  does  he  fuffer 
this  rude  knave  now  to  knock  him  about  the  fconce  with 
a  dirty  (hovel,  and  will  not  tell  him  of  his  attion  of 
battery?  hum!  this  fellow  might  be  in's  time  a  great 
buyer  of  land,  with,  h&  ii&Pttes,  hit  ^cognizances,  his 
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fines,  his  double  vouchers,  his  recoveries.  Is  this  the 
fine  of  his  fines,  and  the  recovei*y  of  his  recoveries,  to 
have  his  fine  pate  full  of  fine  dirt  ?  will  his  vouchers  vouch 
him  no  more  of  his  purchafes,  and  double  ones  too, 
than  the  length  and  breadth  of  a  pair  of  indentures  ? 
the  very  conveyances  of  his  lands  will  hardly  lye  in 
this  box;  and  mud  the  inheritor  himfelf  have  no 
more  ?  ha  ? 

Hor.  Not  a  jot  more,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Is  not  parchment  made  of  fheep-skins  ? 

Hor.  Ay,  my  lord,  and  of  calve  skins  too. 

Ham.  They  are  fheep  and  calves  that  feek  out  afiu- 
rance  in   that.    I  will  (peak  to  this  fellow  :  Whofet 
Grave's  this,  Sirrah  ? 

Clown.  Mine,  Sir  

O,  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
For fitch  a  Gueji  is  meet. 

Ham.  I  think,  it  be  thine,  indeed,  for  thou  Iieftin't. 

Clown  Ycu  lie  out  on't,  Sir,  and  therefore  it  is  not 
yours;  for  my  part,  I  do  not  lie  in't,  yet  it  is  mine. 

Ham.  Thou  doit  lie  in1:,  to  be  in't,  and  lay,  'cis 
thine  :  'tis  for  the  dead,  not  for  the  quick,  therefore 
thauly'ft. 

Clown.  'Tis  a  quick  lie,  Sir,  'twill  away  again  from,; 
me  to  you. 

Ham.  What  man  doft  thou  dig  it  for  ? 

Cloven.  For  no  man,  Sir. 

Ham.  What  woman  then  ? 

Clown.  For  none  neither. 

Ham.  Who  is  to  be  buried  in't  ? 

Clown.  One,  that  was  a  woman,  Sir ;  but,  reft  her 
foul,  (he's  dead. 

Ham.  How  abfolute  the  knave  is  ?  we  muft  fpeak  by  ' 
the  card,  or  equivocation  will  undo  us.  By  the  lord, 
Horatioy  thefe  three  years  I  have  taken  note  of  it,  the 
age  is  grown  fo  picked,  that  the  toe  of  the  peafant 
comes  fo  near  the  heel  of  our  courtier,  he  galls  his  kibo. 
Ifow  long  hail  thou  been  a  grave-maker? 

CW»,  - 
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Clown.  Of  all  the  days  i'th'  year,  I  came  to't  that 
day  that  our  laft:  King  Hamlet  o'ercame  Fortinbras. 
Ham.  How  long  is  that  fince  ? 

Clown.  Cannot  you  tell  that?  every  fool  can  tell  that : 
it  was  that  very  day  that  young  Hamlet  was  born,  he 
that  was  mad,  and  fsnt  into  England. 

Ham.  Ay,  marry,  why  was  he  fent  into  England  ? 

Clown.  Why,  be^aufe  he  was  mad;  he  (hall  reco- 
ver his  wits  there  ;  or,  if  he  do  not,  it's  no  great  matter 
there. 

Ham.  Why? 

Clown.  '  Twill  not  be  feen  in  him ;  there  the  men  ar$ 
as  mad  as  he. 
Ham.  How  came  he  mad  ? 
Clown.  Very  ftrangely,  they  fay. 
Ham.  How  ftrangely  ? 
Clown.  Faith,  e'en  with  lofinghis  wits. 
Ham-  Upon  what  ground  ? 

Clown.  Why,  here,  in  Denmark.  I  have  been  fexto« 
here,  man  and  boy,  thirty  years. 

Ham-  How  long  will  a  man  lie  i'trT  earth  ere  he  rot? 

Clown.  Tfaith,  if  he  be  not  rotten  before  he  die,  (as 
we  have  many  pocky  coarfes  now- a- days,  that  will 
fcarce  hold  the  laying  in)  he  will  laft  you  fome  eight 
year,  or  nine  year  \  a  tanner  will  laft  you  nine  years. 

Ham.  Why  he,  more  than  another? 

Clown.  Why,  Sir,  his  hide  is  fo  tan'd  with  his  trade, 
that  he  will  keep  out  water  a  great  while.  And  your 
water  is  a  fore  decayer  of  your  whorfon  dead  body. 
Here's  a  fcull  now  has  lain  in  the  earth  three  and  twen- 
ty years. 

Ham.  Whofe  was  it  f 

Clown.  A  whorfon  mad  fellow's  it  was;  whofe  da 
-  you  think  it  was  ? 

Ham.  Nay,  I  know  not. 

Clown.  A  peftilence  on  him  for  a  mad  rogue  !  he 
pourd  a  flaggon  of  Rhenifti  on  my  head  once.  Thi* 
fame  fcull,  Sir,  was  Yorick\  fcull,  the  King's  jefter. 

Ham.  This  ? 

Clown.  E'en  that. 

Ham* 
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Ham.  Alas,  poor  Torick!  I  knew  him,  Horatio,  ar 
fellow  of  infinite  jeft  ;  of  moil  excellent  fancy  :  he  hath 
borne  me  on  his  back  a  thoufand  times :  and  now  how 
abhorred  in  my  imagination  it  is !  my  gorge  rifes  at  it. 
Here  hung  thole  lips,  that  I  have  kitVd  1  know  not  how 
oft.  Where  be  your  gibes  now  ?  your  gambols  ?  your 
fongs  ?  your  flaihes  of  merriment,  that  were  wont  to  fet 
th«  table  in  a  roar  ?  not  one  now,  to  mock  your  own 
grinning  ?  quite  chap-fallen  ?  now  get  you  to  my  lady*$ 
chamber,  and  tell  her,  let  her  paint  an  inch  thick,  to 
this  favour  fhe  mud  come  ;  make  her  laugh  at  that  «  ■  ■■ 
Pr'ythee,  Horatio,  tell  me  one  thing. 

Hor.  What's  that,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Doft  thou  think,  Alexander  looked  o1  this  falhict* 
i'th*  earth  ? 
Hor.  Ee'n  fo. 

Ham.  And  fmelt  fo,  puh  ?  [Smelling  to  the  Scull. 
Hor.  E'en  fo,  my  lord. 

Ham.  To  what  bafe  ufes  we  may  return,  Horatio  f 
why  may  not  imagination  trace  the  noble  dull  of  Alex* 
under,  'til  he  find  it  flopping  a  bung-hc!e? 

Hor.  'Twere  to  conlider  too  curioufly,  to  confider  fo. 

Ham.  No,  faith,  not  a  jot:  But  to  follow  him  thither 
with  modefty  enough,  and  likelihood  to*  lead  it ;  as  thu^ ; 
Alexander  died,  Alexander  was  buried,   Alexander  re- 
turneth  to  duft ;  the  dull  is  earth ;  of  earth  we  make 
lome  ;  and  why  of  that  lome,  whereto  he  was  convened 
might  they  net  Hop  a  beer-barrel? 
Imperial  C<efar,  dead  and  turn'd  to  clay, 
Might  flop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away  : 
Oh,  that  that  earth,  which  kept  the  world  in  awej 
Should  patch  a  wall,  t'  expel  the  winter's  Haw  ! 
But  foft  (  but  foft,  a  while — here  comes  the  King, 

Enter  King,   Queen,  Laertes,  and  a  coffin,  with  Lords, 
and  Priejis,  attendant. 

The  Queen,  the  Courtiers.  What  is  that  they  follow. 
And  with  fuch  maimed  rites  ?  this  doth  betoken, 
The  coarfe,  they  follow,  did  with  defperate  hand 
Foredo  its  own  life ;  'twas  of  fome  eftate. 

Couck 
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Coach  me  awhile,  and  mark. 
Laer.  What  ceremony  elfe  ? 

Ham.  'Thetis  Laertes,  a  mod  noble  youth :  mark— 

Laer.  What  ceremony  elfe? 

Priefi.  Her  obfequies  have  been  fo  far  enlarg'd 
As  we  have  warranty  ;  her  death  was  doubtful  ; 
And  but  that  great  Command  o'er-fways  the  order, 
She  mould  in  ground  unfanctified  have  lodg'd 
'Till  the  laft  Trump.    For  charitable  prayers, 
Shards,  flints,  and  pebbles,  lhould  be  thrown  on  her  i 
Yet  here  (he  is  allow'd  her  virgin  rites, 
Her  maiden  ftrewments,  and  the  bringing  home 
Of  bell  and  burial. 

Laer.  Mutt  no  more  be  done  ? 

Priefi.  No  more  be  done  I 
We  lhould  prophane  the  fervice  of  the  dead, 
To  fmg  a  Requiem,  and  men  Reft  to  her 
As  to  peace- parted  fouls. 

Laer.  Lay  her  iW  earth ; 
And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flefh 
May  violets  fpring  !  I  tell  thee,  churlilh  prieft, 
A  miniflring  angel  mall  my  filter  be, 
When  thou  lieft  howling. 

Ham.  What,  the  fair  Ophelia  t 

Queen.  Sweets  to  the  fweet,  farewel  ! 
I  hop'd,  thou  fhould'it  have  been  my  Hamlet"**  wife; 
I  thought  thy  bride  bed  to  have  deck'd,  fweet  maid, 
And  not  have  ftrewM  thy  Grave. 

Laer.  O  treble  woe 
Fall  ten  times  treble  on  that  curfed  head, 
Whofe  wicked  deed  thy  molt  ingenious  fenfe 
Deprived  thee  of !  Hold  off  the  earth  a  while, 
Till  I  have  caught  her  once  more  in  my  arms  ; 

[Laertes  leap  into  the  Grav£ 
Now  pile  your  dull  upon  the  quick  and  dead, 
'Till  of  this  flat  a  mountain  you  have  made, 
T1  o'er-top  old  Pelion,  or  the  tkyifh  head 
Of  blue  Oljmpus. 

Ham.  [difcovering  him/elf  ]  What  is  he,  whofe  griefs 
Bear  fuch  an  emphafis  ?  whofe  phrafe  of  forrovv 

Conjures 
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Conjures  the  wandring  (lars,  and  makes  them  ftand 
Like  wonder- wounded  hearers  ?  this  is  I, 

[Hamlet  leaps  into  the  Craw. 

Hamlet  the  Dane. 

Laer.  The  Devil  take  thy  foul !  [Grappling  with  him> 

Ham.  Thou  pray'il  not  well. 
I  pr'ythee,  take  thy  ringers  from  my  throat  *m 
For  though  I  am  not  ipienitive  and  ralh  ; 
Yet  have  [  in  me  fomething  dangerous, 
Which  let  thy  wifdom  fear.   Hold  off  thy  hand.. 

King.  Pluck  them  afunder— • 

Qpeen.  Hamlet,  Hamlet*  ■ 

Hor.  Good  my  lord,  be  quiet. 

[The  attendants  part  them* 

Ham.  Why,  I  will  fight  with  him  upon  this  theme, 
Until  my  eye- lids  will  no  longer  wag. 

Queen.  Oh  my  Ton  !  what  theme  ? 

Ham.  I  lov'd  Ophelia  ;  forty  thoufand  brothers 
Could  not  with  all  their  quantity  of  love 
Make  up  my  fum.    What  wilt  thou  do  for  her  ? 

King.  O,  he  is  mad,  Laertes. 

Queen.  For  love  of  God,  forbear  him* 

Ham.  Come,  fhew  oie  what  thou'lt  do. 
Woo'tweep?  woo't  fight?  woo't  fall?  woo't  tear  thy 
felf? 

Woo't  drink  up  Eifel,  eat  a  crocodile  ?  (29)  : 

(29)  Would  drink  up  Efill,  eat  a  Crocodile  f  [This  Word  has 
thro1  all  the  Editions  been  diftinguiuYd  by  ltalick  Charters, 
as  if  it  were  the  proper  Name  of  fome  River  :  and  fo,  I  dare 
fayf  all  the  Editors  have  from  time  to  time  underftood  it  to 
be.  But  then  this  muft  be  fome  River  in  Denmark  ;  and  there 
is  none  there  fo  call'd  ;  nor  is  there  any  near  it  in  Name, 
that  I  know  of,  but  Tffel,  from  which  the  Province  of  Ovcr- 
yjfel  deiives  its  Title  in  the  German  Flanders.  Befides,  Hamlet 
is  not  propofing  any  Impofiibilities  to  Laertes,  as  the  drinking 
up  a  River  would  be :  but  he  rather  feems  to  mean,  Wilt  thou 
refolve  to  do  things  the  moft  (hocking  and  diftafteful  to  human 
Nature  ?  and,  behold,  I  am  as  refoiute,  I  am  perfuaded,  the 
Poet  wrote;. 
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S'U  do't —  Dofl  thou  come  hither  but  to  whine? 
To  out-face  me  with  leaping  in  her  Grave  ? 
Be  buried  quick  with  her  ;  and  fo  will  I ; 
And  if  thou  prate  of  mountains,  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  acres  On  us, 'till  our  ground, 
Singeing  his  pate  agamft  the  burning  Zone, 
Make  Ojfa  like  a  wart !  nay,  an  thou'lt  mouth, 
I'll  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

Queen*  This  is  meer  madnefs  ; 
And  thus  a  while  the  Fit  will  work  on  him  : 
Anon,  as  patient  as  the  female  dove, 
When  that  her  golden  couplets  are  difclos'd, 
His  filence  will  fit  drooping. 

Ham.  Hear  you,  Sir  

What  is  the  reafon  that  you  ufe  me  thus  ? 
1  lov'd  you  ever  ;  but  it  is  no  matter 
Let  Hercules  himfelf  do  what  he  may, 
The  cat  will  mew,  the  dag  will  have  his  day.  [Exit* 
King.  I  pray  you,  good  Horatio,  wait  upon  him. 

[Exit  Hot, 

Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  laft  night's  fpeech. 

[To  Laertes, 

We'll  put  the  matter  to  theprefent  pufti. 

Good  Gertrude,  fet  fome  watch  over  your  fon  : 

This  Grave  (hall  have  a  living  Monument. 

An  hour  of  quiet  fhortly  (hall  we  fee  5 

'Till  then,  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  [Exeunt, 

Wilt  drink  up  Eifel ,  eat  a  Crocodile  f 
1.  e.  Wilt  thou  fwallow  down  large  Draughts  of  Vinegar  !  The 
Propofition,  indeed,  is  not  very  grand  ;  but  the  doing  it  might 
be  as  difiafteful  and  unfavoury,  as  eating  the  Flefti  of  a  Cro- 
codile. And  now  there  is  neither  an  Impoflibility,  nor  an  An- 
ticlimax :  And  the  Lownefs  of  the  Idea  is  in  fome  meafure  re- 
mov'd  by  the  uncommon  Term. 


S  GENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  a  Hall>  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 
Ham.  QO  much  for  this,    now  (hall  you  fee  the 

O  other. 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumftance  ? 
Hor.  Remember  it,  my  lord  ? 
Ham.  Sir,  in  my  heart  there  was  a  kind  of  fightings 
That  would  not  let  me  fleep  ;  methought,  I  lay 
Worfe  than  the  mutines  in  the  Bilboes ;  Rafhnefs 
{And  prais'd  be  rafhnefs  for  it)  lets  us  know, 
Our  indifcretion  fomctimes  ferves  us  well, 
When  our  deep  plots  do  fail ;  and  that  mould  teach  us, 
There's  a  Divinity  that  fhapes  our  ends, 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  will. 
Hor.  That  is  mod  certain* 
Ham.  Up  from  my  cabin, 
My  fea-gown  fcarft  about  me,  in  the  dark 
Grop'd  1  to  find  out  them  5  had  my  defire, 
Finger'd  their  packet,  and  in  fine  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  again  ;  making  fo  bold 
(My  fears  forgetting  manners)  tounfeal 
Their  grand  CommiiFion,  where  I  found,  Horatio^ 
A  royal  knavery  ;  an  exad  Command, 
Larded  with  many  feveral  forts  of  reafons, 
Importing  Denmark's  health,  and  England's  too, 
With,  ho  !  fuch  bnggs  and  goblins  in  my  life  ;) 
That  on  the  fupervize,  no  leifure  bated, 
No,  not  to  (lay  the  grinding  of  the  ax, 
My  head  fhould  be  ftruckonv 
'Hor.  1st  po&ble? 

Ham.  Here's  the  commiflion,  read  it  at  more  leifure  5 
But  wilt  thou  hear  now  how  I  did  proceed  ? 

Hor.  I  befeech  you. 

Ha-m.  Being  thus  benetted  round  with  villany, 
(Ere  I  could  make  a  prologue,  to  my  Bane  (3c) 

They 

(30)  Being  thus  benetted  round  with  villains, 
ICa  I  could  make  a  Prologue  to  my  Brains, 
they  bad  begun  the  Play,   I  fate  me  down,  fcc] 

Thii 
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They  had  begun  the  Play :)  I  fate  me  down, 

Devis'd  a  new  commiflion,  wrote  it  fair  : 

(I  once  did  hold  it,  as  our  Statifts  do, 

A  bafenefs  to  write  fair  ;  and  labour'd  much  / 

How  to  forget  that  Learning ;  but,  Sir,  now 

Jt  did  me  yeoman's  fervice  ;)  wilt  thou  know 

Th*  effedt  of  what  I  wrote  ? 

Hor,  Ay,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.  An  earn  eft  conjuration  from  the  King, 
As  England  was  his  faithful  tributary, 
As  love  between  them,  like  the  palm,  might  flourilh, 
As  peace  mould  Hill  her  wheaten  garland  wear,  (31) 

This  Pafiage  is  certainly  corrupt  both  in  the  Text  and  Point- 
ing. Making  a  Prologue  to  his  Brains  is  fuch  a  Phrafe  at 
Shakespeare  would  never  have  us'd,  to  mean,  ere  J  could 
form  my  Thoughts  in  making  a  Prologue.  I  communicated  my 
Doubts  to  my  two  ingenious  Friends  Mr.  Warburton  and  Mr, 
Bijhcp,  and  by  their  Affiftance,  I  hope,  I  have  reform'd  the 
whole  to  the  Author's  Intention.  The  Senfe  is,  plainly,  this, 
"  Being  thus  in  their  Snares,  ere  I  could  make  a  Prologue 
*'  (take  the  leaft  previous  Step)  to  ward  oft  Danger,  they  had 
*f  begun  the  Play  (put  their  Schemes  in  Action)  which  was  to 
*'  terminate  in  my  Deftruclion." 

(31)  As  Peace  Jhould  fiill  her  wheaten  Garland  wear, 

And  ft  and  a  Comma  'tween  their  Amities,  &c] 
Peace  is  finely  and  properly  perfonaliz'd  here,  as  the  God- 
defs  of  good  League  and  Friendihip :  but  what  Ideas  can  we 
form  of  her  ftanding  as  a  Comma,  or  Stop,  betwixt  their  Ami* 
ties  ?  I  am  fure,  (he  ftands,  rather  like  a  Cypher,  in  this  Read* 
ing.    I  have  no  Doubt,  but  the  Poet  wrote : 

And  ftand  a  Commere  "'tween  their  Amities ; 
f .  e.  a  Guarantee,  a  Common  Mother.  Nothing  can  be  mora 
pitlurefque  than  this  Image  of  Peace's  ftanding  dreft  in  her 
wheaten  Garland  between  the  two  Princes,  and  extending  a 
Hand  to  each.  In  this  Equipage  and  Office  we  frequently  fee 
her  on  Roman  Coins  :  particularly,  on  two  exhibited  by 
Baron  Spanbeim  ;  one  of  Auguflus,  and  the  other  of  Vejpajian. 
The  Poets  likewife  image  to  us  Peace  holding  an  Ear  of  Corn, 
as  an  Emblem  of  Plenty.    TibulL  lib.  I.  Eleg*  x. 

At  ndis,  Pax  alma,  veni>  fpicamq  $  teneto. 

Mr*  Warhnrton* 

And 
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And  (land  a  Commere  'tween  their  amities ; 
And  many  fuch  like  Ass  of  great  charge  ? 
That  on  the  view  and  knowing  thefe  contents, 
Without  debatement  further,  more  or  lefs, 
He  fhould  the  bearers  put  to  fudden  death, 
Not  (hriving-time  allowed.  - 
H  r.  How  was  this  feal'd  ? 
Hor.  Why,  ev"n  in  that  was  heaven  ordinant  j 
I  had  my  father's  Signet  in  my  purfe, 
Which  was  the  model  of  that  Danijh  feal : 
I  folded  the  Writ  up  in  form  of  th'  other, 
Subfcrib'd  it,  gave  th'  imprefTion5  plac'd  it  fafely, 
The  changeling  never  known  ;  now,  the  next  day* 
Was  our  fea- fight,  and  what  to  this  was  fequent 
Thou  know' ft  already. 

Hor.  So,  Guiidenjlem  and  Rofincrantz  go  tot. 
Ham.  Why,  man,  they  did  make  love  to  this  employ- 
ment.——— 
They  are  not  near  my  confcience;  their  defe  t 
Doth  by  their  own  infinuation  grow  : 
'  .Tis  dangerous  when  the  bafer  nature  comes 
Between  the  pafs,  and  fell  incenfed  points, 
Of  mighty  oppofites. 

Hor.  Why,  what  a  King  is  this ! 
Ham.  Does  it  not,  think'ft  thou,  (land  me  now  upon? 
He  that  hath  kill'd  my  King,  and  whor'd  my  mother, 
•Popt  in  between  th'  election  and  my  hopes, 
Thrown  out  his  angle  for  my  proper  life, 
And  with  fuch  cozenage ;  ist  not  perfect  confcience, 
To  quit  him  with  this  arm?  and  ist  not  to  be  damn'd, 
To  let  this  canker  of  our  nature  come 
In  further  evil  ? 

Hor.  It  muft  be  fhortly  known  to  him  from  England^ 
What  is  the  ifiue  of  the  bufinefs  there. 

Ham.  It  will  be  fhort. 
The  Interims  mine  ;  and  a  man's  life's  no  more 
Than  to  fay,  one. 

But  I  am  very  forry,  good  Horatio, 
That  to  Laertes  I  forgot  my  felf ; 
^for  by  the  image  of  my  caufe  I  fee 
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The  portraiture  of  his ;  Til  court  his  favour ; 
But,  fure,  the  bravery  of  his  grief  did  pur.  me 
Into  a  towering  pafllon. 

Hor.  Peace,  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Ofrick. 

Ofr.  Your  lordfhip  is  right  welcome  back  to  Den- 
mark. 

Ham.  I  humbly  thank  you,  Sir.    Doft  know  this  wa- 
ter-fly ? 
Hor.  No,  my  good  lord. 

Ham.  Thy  ft  ate  is  the  more  gracious  ;  for  'tis  a  vice 
to  know  him :  he  hath  much  land,  and  fertile  ;  let  a 
bead  be  lord  of  beafts,  and  his  crib  mail  (land  at  the 
King's  mefTe;  'tis  a  chough  ;  but,  as  I  fay,  fpacious  in 
the  poffeffion  of  dirt. 

Ofr.  Sweet  lord,  if  your  lordfnip  were  at  leifure,  I 
mould  impart  a  thing  to  you  from  his  Majefty. 

Ham.  I  will  receive  it  with  all  diligence  of  fpirit :  your 
bonnet  to  his  right  ufe,— — •'tis  for  the  head. 

Ofr.  I  thank  your  lordfhip,  'tis  very  hot. 

Ham.  No,  believe  me,  'tis  very  cold  ;  the  wind  is 
northerly. 

Ofr.  it  is  indifferent  cold,  my" lord,  indeed. 

Ham.  But  yet,  methinks,  it  is  very  fultry,  and  hot  for 
my  complexion. 

Ofr.  Exceedingly,  my  lord,  it  is  very  fultry,  as  'twere, 

I  cannot  tell  how  :  My  lord,  his  Majefty  bid  me  fig- 

nify  to  you,  that  he  has  laid  a  great  wager  on  your  head  : 
Sir,  this  is  the  matter  > 

Ham.  I  befeech  you,  remember  

Q/r.  Nay,  in  good  faith,  for  mine  eafe,  in  good  faith  : 
— Sir,  here  is  newly  come  to  Court  Laertes-,  (32)  be- 
lieve 

(32)  Sir,  here  is  newly  come  to  Court  Laertes.]  I  have  re* 
Aor'd  here  feveral  fpeeches  from  the  elder  Quarto's,  which  were 
omitted  in  the  Folio  Editions,  and  which  Mr.  Pope  has  like- 
wife  thought  nt  to  fink  upon  us.  They  appear  to  me  very  well 
worthy  not  to  be  loft,  as  they  thoroughly  ftiew  the  Foppery 

Vol.,  VIII,  K  and 


2 1 8    Hamlet,  Prince  of  Denmark. 

ieve  me,  an  abfolute  Gentleman,  full  of  mod  excellent 
Differences,  of  very  foft  fociety,  and  great  mew  :  indeed, 
to  fpeak  feelingly  of  him,  he  is  the  card  or  kalendar  of 
gentry  ;  for  you  (hall  find  in  him  the  continent  of  what 
part  a  gentleman  would  fee. 

Ham.  Sir,  his  defmement  fufFers  no  perdition  in  you, 
tho1  I  know,  to  divide  him  inventorialJy  would  dizzy 
the  arithmetick  of  memory ;  and  yet  but  raw  neither 
in  refpecl  of  his  quick  fail  :  But,  in  the  verity  of  ex- 
tulmenc,  I  take  him  to  be  a  Soul  of  great  article ;  and 
his  infufion  of  fuch  dearth  and  rarenefs,  as,  to  make 
true  diction  of  him,  his  Semblable  is  his  mirrour  ;  and, 
who  elfe  would  trace  him,  his  umbrage,  nothing 
more. 

Ofr.  Your  Lordfhip  fpeaks  mod  infallibly  of  him. 

Ham.  The  Concernancy,  Sir  ?  Why  do  we  wrap 

the  Gentleman  in  our  more  rawer  breath  ? 

[To  Horatio. 

O/r.  Sir,-  

Hor.  Is't  not  poiiible  to  underftand  in  another  tongue  ? 
you  will  do't,  Sir,  rarely. 

Ham.  What  imports  the  nomination  of  this  gentle- 
man ? 

Ofr.  Of  Laertes  ? 

Hor.  His  purfe  is  empty  already  :  all's  golden  word's 
are  fpent. 

Ham.  Of  him,  Sir. 

Ofr.  I  know,  you  are  not  ignorant,—— 
Ham.  I  would,  you  did,  Sir ;  yet,  in  faith,  if  you 
did,  it  would  not  much  approve  me. — Well,  Sir. 

Ofr.  You  are  not  ignorant  of  what  excellence  La- 
ertes is. 

Ham.  I  dare  not  confefs  that,  left  I  mould  compare 
with  him  in  excellence  :  but  to  know  a  man  well,  were 
to  know  himfelf. 

Ofr.  I  mean,  Sir,  for  his  weapon  :   but  in  the  Im- 

and  ArTe&ation  of  Ofrick,  and  the  Humour  and  Addrefs  of 
Hamlet  in  according  the  other  at  once  in  his  own  Vein  and 


putation 
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putation  laid  on  him  by  them  in  his  Meed,  he's  unfel- 
low'd. 

Ham.  What's  his  weapon  ? 

Ofr.  Rapier  and  dagger. 

Ham.  That's  two  of  his  weapons  ;  but  well. 

Ofr.  The  King,  Sir,  has  wag'd  with  him  fix  Barhary 
horfes,  againft  the  which  he  has  impon'd,  as  I  take  it, 
fix  French  rapiers  and  poniards,  with  their  afligns,  as 
girdle,  hangers,  and  fo  :  three  of  the  carriages,  in  faith, 
are  very  dear  to  fancy,  very  refponfive  to  the  hilts,  moil 
delicate  carriages,  and  of  very  liberal  conceit. 

Ham.  What  call  you  the  carriages  ? 

Hor.  I  knew,  you  mud  be  edified  by  the  Margenr, 
e'er  you  had  done.  [ajtde. 

Ofr.  The  carriages,  Sir,  are  the  hangers* 

Ham.  The  phrafe  would  be  more  germane  to  the 
matter,  if  we  could  carry  cannon  by  our  fides  ;  I  would, 
it  might  be  hangers  'till  then.  But,  on  ;  fix  Barbary 
horfes  againft  fix  French  fwords,  their  afTigns,  and 
three  Lberal-conceited  carriages  ;  that's  the  French 
bett  againft  the  Danifh ;  why  is  this  impon'd,  as  you 
call  it  ? 

Ofr.  The  King,  Sir,  hath  laid,  that  in  a  Dozen  Paf- 
fes  between  you  and  him,  he  (hall  not  exceed  you  three 
hits;  he  hath  laid  on  twelve  for  nine,  and  it  would  come 
to  immediate  tryal,  if  your  lord  (hip  would  vouchfafe  the 
anfwer. 

Ham.  How  if  I  anfwer,  no? 

Ofr.  I  mean,  my  lord,  the  oppofition  of  your  perform 
in  tryal. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  will  walk  here  in  the  Hall ;  If  it  pleafe 
his  Majefty,  'tis  the  breathing  time  of  day  with  me  ; 
let  the  foils  be  brought,  the  gentleman  willing,  and 
the  King  hold  his  purpofe,  I  will  win  for  him  if  [ 
can  :  if  not,  I'll  gain  nothing  but  my  fhame,  and  the 
odd  hits. 

Ofr.  Shall  I  deliver  you  fo  ? 

Ham.  To  this  effect,  Sjr,  after  what  flouriih  your 
nature  will. 

Ofr.  I  commend  my  duty  to  your  lordHiip.  .  [Exit. 

K  2  Ham. 
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Ham,  \  ours,  ycurs ;  he  dees  well  to  commend  it  him- 
fttf,  there  are  no  tongues  elfe  for's  turn. 

Hor.  This  lapwing  runs  awav  with  the  fhell  on  his 
head. 

Hem.  He  did  fo,  St,  with  his  dug  before  he  fuck'd  it: 
thus  has  he  (and  many  more  of  the  fame  breed,  that,  I 
knovv,  the  drony  age  dotes  on)  only  got  the  tune  of  the 
time,  and  outward  habits  of  encounter,  a  kind  of  yefty 
collection,  which  carries  them  thrcugfi  and  through  the 
mofi  fond  and  win nc wed  opinions ;  ^and  do  but  blow 
them  to  their  Dryads,  the  bubbles  are  out. 

E i  ter  a  Lord. 

Lord,  My  lord,  his  M.-.je'ty  commended  him  to  you 
by  young  Ofii ;k,  .w ho  brings  back  to  him,  that  you  at- 
tend him  in  the  Hall;  he  fends  to  know  if  your  pleafure 
bold  to  pby  with  Laertes,  cr  that  you  will  take  longer 

time  ? 

Ham*  I  am  coniiant  to  my  purpofes,  they  follow  the 
King's  pleafure;  if  his  fitceis  i peaks,  mine  is  ready,  now, 
cr  raenfbevtr,  provided  I  be  fo  able  as  now. 

Lord.  Tr.e  Xirg,  and  Queen,    and  ah  are  coming 

down. 

Ham   fo  happy  time. 

Lard.  The  Queen  dehres  ycu  to  ufe  fome  gentle  en- 
tertainment to  Laertes,  before  you  fall  to  play. 

Ham,  She  well  inilrufts  me.  [Exit  Lord, 

Hor.  You  will  ioie  this  wager,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  do  not  think  fo;  fince  he  wen:  into  Trance*  I 
have  been  in  continual  practice;  I  (hall  win  at  the  odds. 
Eu:  thou  wouldit.  not  think  how  ill  all's  here  about  my 
heart  but  it  is  no  matter. 

Bar,  Xav,  my  gord  lord. 

Ham.  It  is  but  foolery  ;  but  it  is  fuch  a  kind  of  gain- 
giving  is  would,  perhaps,  troub'e  a  woman. 

Ho-.  If  your  mind  difiike  any  thing,  obey  it.  I  will 
foreftal  their  repair  hither,  and  ny  you  are  not  fit. 

Ham.  Not  a  whit,  we  dery  augury  ;  there  is  a  fpecial 
providence  in  the  fall  of  a  fparrcw.  If  it  be  now,  'tis 
no:  to  co  nc  ;  if  it  be  no:  to  come,  it  will  be  now:  if  it 

be 
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be  not  now,  yet  it  willcoir.e  ;  the  readinefs  is  all.  Since 
no  man  has  aught  of  what  he  leaves,  what  is'  to  leave 
betimes  ? 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Laertes  and  lords,  Ofrick,  with 
other  attendants  with  foils ,  and  gantlets.  A  table, 
and fiaggons  of  wine  on  it. 

King.  Come,  Hamlet,  come,  and  take  this  hand  from 
me 

Ham.  Give  me  your  pardon,  Sir  ;   I've  done  you 
wrong ; 

But  pardon't,  as  you  are  a  gentleman. 

This  prefence  knows,  and  you  muft  needs  have  heard, 

Kow  I  am  punim'd  with  a  fore  detraction. 

What  I  have  done, 

That  might  your  Nature,  Honour,  and  Exception 
Roughly  awake,  I  here  proclaim  was  madnefs  : 
Was't  Hamlet  wrong'd  Laertes  ?  never,  Hamlet. 
If  Hamlet  from  himfelf  be  ta'en  away, 
And,  when  he's  not  himfelf,  does  wrong  Laertes >P 
Then  Hamlet  does  it  not  ;  Hamlet  denies  it : 
Who  does  it  then  ?  his  madnefs.    If  t  be  fo, 
Ha-mlet  is  of  the  faclion  that  is  wrong'd  ; 
His  madnefs  is  poor  Hamlet" %  enemy. 
Let  my,difclaiming  from  a  purpos'd  Evil, 
Free  me  fo  far  in  your  mo  ft  generous  thoughts, 
That  I  have  mot  mine  arrow  o'er  the  houle, 
And  hurt  my  brother. 

Laer.  I  am  fatisfied  in  nature. 
Whole  motive,  in  this  cafe,  mould  ftir  me  mod 
To  my  revenge  :  but  in  my  terms  of  honour 
I  (land  aloof,  and  will  no  reconcilement ; 
'Till  by  fome  elder  mailers  of  known  honour 
I  have  a  voice,  and  prefident  of  peace, 
To  keep  my  name  ungor'd.    But  till  that  time, 
I  do  receive  your  offer 'd  love  like  love, 
And  will  not  wrong  it. 

Ham.  I  embrace  it  freely, 
And  will  this  brother's  wager  frankly  play. 
Give  us  the  foils. 

K  3  Laer 
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Laer.  Come,  one  for  me. 

Ham.  Til  be  your  foil,  Laertes  ;  in  mine  ignorance 
Your  skill  mall  like  a  liar  i'th'  darkeft  night 
Stick  fiery  off,  indeed. 

Laer.  You  mock  me,  Sir. 

Ham.  No,  by  this  hand. 

King.  Give  them  the  foils,  young  Ofrich. 
Hamlet^  you  know  the  wager. 

Ham.  Wei],  my  lord  ; 
Your  Grace  hath  laid  the  odds  o'  th'  weaker  fide. 

King.  I  do  not  fear  it,  I  have  feen  you  both  : 
Put  fmce  he's  better'd,  we  have  therefore  odds. 

Laer.  This  is  too  heavy,  let  me  fee  another. 

Ha?n.  This  likes  me  well ;    thefe  foils  have  all  a 
length .  [Prepares  to  play. 

Ofr.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

King.  Set  me  the  itoops  of  wine  upon  that  table  : 
If  Hamlet  gives  the  firft,  or  fecond,  Hit, 
Or  quit  in  anfwer  of  the  third  exchange, 
Let  all  the  battlements  their  ordnance  fire  ; 
The  King  mail  drink  to  Hamlefs  better  breath  : 
And  in  the  cup  an  Union  fhall  he  throw,  (33) 

Richer 

(33)  dtid  in  the  Cup  an  Onyx  Jball  he  throw, 

Richer  than  that  ivhicb  four  fucceffi<ve  Kings 

In  Denmark'*  Croivn  have  worn.]  This  is  a  various 
Reading  in  feveral  of  the  old  Copies  :  but  Union  feems  to  m« 
to  be  the  true  word,  for  feveral  reafons.  The  Onyx  is  a  fpe- 
cies  of  lucid  Stone,  of  which  the  Antients  made  both  Columns 
and  Pavements  for  Ornament,  and  in  which  they  likewifo 
cut  Seals,  &c.  but,  if  I  am  not  miftaken,  neither  the  Oryx, 
nor  Sardonyx,  are  Jewels  which  ever  found  Place  in  an  Impe- 
rial Crown.  On  the  other  hand,  an  Union  is  the  fineft  fort 
of  Pearl,  and  has  its  Place  in  all  Crowns  and  Coronets.  Be- 
fides,  let  us  confider  what  the  King  fays  on  Hamlet's  giving  La- 
ert*s>  the  firft  Hit. 

Stay,  give  me  Drink:  Hamlet,  this  Pearl  is  thine  ; 

Here's  to  thy  Health. 
Therefore,  if  an  Union  be  a  Pearl,  and  an   Onyx  a  Gem,   or  j 
Stone  quite  differing  in  its  Nature  from  Pearls  5  the  King  fay- 
ing 
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Richer  than  that  which  four  fucceflive  Kings 
In  Denmark's  Crown  have  worn.    Give  me  the  cups; 
And  let  the  kettle  to  the  trumpets  fpeak, 
The  trumpets  to  the  cannoneer  without, 
The  cannons  to  the  heav'ns,  the  heav'ns  to  earth  : 
Now  the  King  drinks  to  Hamlet.      ■■-Come,  be^in, 
And  you  the  Judges  bear  a  wary  eye. 
Ham.  Come  on,  Sir. 

Laer.  Come,  my  lord.  \Tbtf  $fa\  • 

Ham.  One  — • 

Laer.  No— - 

Ham.  Judgment. 

Ofr.  A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hit. 

Laer.  Well  again  

King.  Stay,  give  me  Drink.  Hamlet,  this  Pearl  is  thine. 
Here's  to  thy  health.    Give  him  the  cup. 

[Trumpets  found,  Shot  goes  ojf. 
Ham.  Til  play  this  bout  firlt,  fet  it  by  a  while. 

[They  play. 

Come — -another  hit— what  fay  you? 

Laer.  A  touch,  a  touch,  I  do  confefs. 

King.  Cur  fon  (hall  win. 

Queen.  lie's  fat,  and  fcant  of  breath. 
Here,  Hamlet,  take  my  napkin,  rub  thy  brows ; 
The  Queen  caroufes  to  thy  fortune,  Haw/et. 

Ham.  Good  Madam,  — 

King.  Zsertrude,  do  not  drink. 

Queen.  I  will,  my  lord  ;  I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

King.  It  is  the  poifon'd  cup,  it  is  too  late.  [afide* 

Ham.  I  dare  not  drink  yet,  Mackm,  by  and  by. 

Queen.  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face.  A 

Laer.  I'll  hit  him  now. 

King.  I  do  not  think'*. 

Laer.  And  yet  it  is  almoft  againft  my  confcience. 

\_Afidei 

Ham.  Come,  for  the  third,  Laertes,  you  but  daily  ; 

ing,  that  Hamlet  has  earn'd  the  Pearl,  I  think,  amounts  to  a. 

Demonftration  that  it  was  an  (/«/0«-Pearl,  which  he  means  to. 
throw  into  the  Cap, 

K  4  I  pray 
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I  pray  you,  pafs  with  your  beft  violence  5 
I  am  afraid,  you  make  a  Wanton  of  me. 

Laer.  Say  you  fo,  come  on.  [Play, 

Ofr.  Nothing  neither  way. 

Laer.  Have  at  you  now. 

[Laertes  wounds  Hamlet ;  then,  in  fcuffiing,  they 
change  rapiers,  and  Hamlet  wounds  Laertes. 

King.  Part  them,  they  are  incens'd. 

Ham.  Nay,  come  again  —  

Ofr.  Look  to  the  Queen  there,  ho  ! 

Her.  They  bleed  on  both  fides.   How  is't,  my  lord  ? 

Ofr.  How  is't,  Laertes  ? 

Laer.  Why,  as  a  woodcock  to  my  own  fprindge, 

Ofr  id; 

I'm  juftly  kilPd  with  mine  own  treachery. 

Ham.  How  does  the  Queen  ? 

King.  She  fvvoons  to  fee  them  bleed. 

Queen.  No,  no,  the  drink,  the  drink  

Oh  my  dear  Hamlet,  the  drink,  the  drink,—— 

I  am  poifon'd   [gueen  dies. 

Ham.  Oh  villany  !  ho  !  let  the  door  be  Iocs' d  ; 
Treachery  !  feek  it  out  

Laer.  It  is  here,  Hamlet,  thou  art  (lain, 
No  medicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good. 
In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hour  of  life  ; 
The  treacherous  inftrument  is  in  thy  hand,  (34) 
Unbated  and  envenom'd :  the  foul  practice 
Hath  turn'd  itfelf  on  me.    Lo>  here  I  lye, 

(34.)  The  treacherous  Jnjlrument  is  in  thy  hand, 

Unbated  and  envemn?  d.]    The  King  in  the  fourth  AH, 
in  the  Scene  betwixt  him  and  Lgertes,  fays  5 

>   So  that  with  eafe, 

Or  ivitb  a  little fouffling,  you  may  cbufe 
A  Sivord  unbated.  and  in  a  Pafs  ofPraBife 
Requite  him  for  your  Father. 
In  which  Paflage  the  old  Folio's  read, 

A  Sword  unbaited  

which  makes  Nonfenfe  of  the  Place,  and  deftroys  the  Poet's 
Meaning.  Unbated  fignifies,  unabated,  unblumted,  not  charged  with 
a  Button  as  Foils  are. 

Never 
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Never  to  rife  agaip  ;  thy  mother's  poifon'd  ; 

I  can  no  more  the  King,  the  King's  to  blame. 

Ham.  The  point  envenom'd  too? 
Then  venom  do  thy  work.  [Stabs  the  King, 

All.  Treafon,  treafon. 

King.  O  yet  defend  me,  friends,  I  am  but  hurt. 
Ham.  Here,  thou  inceftuous,   murth'rous,  damned 
Dane, 

Drink  off  this  potion :  is  the  Union  here  ? 

Follow  my  mother.  [King  dies* 

Laer.  He  is  juftly  ferved. 
It  is  a  poifon  temper'd  by  himfelf. 
Exchange  forgivenefs  with  me,  noble  Hamlet", 
Mine  and  my  father's  death  come  not  on  thee, 
Nor  thine  on  me  !  [Dies. 

Ham.  Heav'n  make  thee  free  of  it !  I  follow  thee. 
I'm  dead,  Horatio ;  wretched  Queen,  adieu  ! 
You  that  look  pale,  and  tremble  at  this  chance, 
That  are  but  mutes  or  audience  to  this  ac% 
Had  1  but  time,  (as  this  fell  Serjeant  death 
Is  ftridl  in  his  arreft)  oh,  I  could  tell  you— — » 

But  let  it  be  Horatio,  I  am  dead  ; 

Thou  liv'it,  report  me  and  my  caufe  aright 
To  the  unfatisried. 

Hor.  Never  believe  it. 
I'm  more  an  antique  Roman  than  a  Dane ; 
Here's  yet  fome  liquor  left. 

Ham.  As  th'  art  a  man, 
Give  me  the  cup  ;  let  go  ;  by  heav'n,  I'll  have't, 
Oh  good  Horatio,  what  a  wounded  name, 
Things  ftanding  thus  unknown,  (hall  live  behind  jne  ! 
If  thou  didft  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart, 
Abfent  thee  from  felicity  a  while, 
And  in  this  harm  world  draw  thy  breath  in  pain, 
To  tell  my  tale.      ^  [March  afar  off,  andjhout  within* 
What  warlike  noife  is  this  ? 


Shirr. 
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Enter  Ofrick. 

Ofr.  Young  Fortinbras,    with  Conqueft  come  from 

Poland, 

To  the  AmbafTadors  of  England  gives 
This  warlike  volley. 

Ham.  O,  I  die,  Horatio : 
The  potent  poifon  quite  o'er-grows  my  fpirit; 
I  cannot  live  to  hear  the  news  from  England. 
But  I  do  prophefie,  th1  election  lights 
Cn  Fortinbras  ;  he  has  my  dying  voice  ; 
So  tell  him,  with  the  occurrents  more  or  lefs, 
Which  have  follicited.  -The  reft  is  lilence.  {Dies. 

Hor.  Now  cracks  a  noble  heart ;  good  night,  fweet 
Prince ; 

And  flights  of  angels  fing  thee  to  thy  Reft  ! 
Why  dees  the  Drum  come  hither  ? 

Enter  Fortinbras,  and  Englifh  Ambaffadors,  <v:ith  drum, 
colours,  and  attendants. 

Fort.  Where  is  this  fight  ? 
Hor.  What  is  it  you  would  fee? 
If  aught  of  woe  or  wonder,  ceafe  your  fearch. 

Fort.   This  quarry  cries  on  havock.     Oh  proud 

death  ! 

What  feaft  is  tovvVd  in  thy  infernal  cell, 
That  thou  fo  many  Princes  at  a  (hot 
So  bloodily  haft  (truck? 

Amb.  The  fight  is  difmal, 
And  our  affairs  from  E?iglarJ come  too  late: 
The  ears  are  fenfelefs,  that  fhould  give  us  hearing ; 
To  tell  him,  his  commandment  is  fulfill'd. 
That  Rojtncrantz,  and  Guildenjlern  are  dead  : 
Where  mould  we  have  our  thanks? 

Hor.  Not  from  his  mouth, 
Had  it  th'  ability  of  life  to  thank  yen  : 
He  never/ gave  commandment  for  their  death. 
But  fince  io  jump  upon  this  bloody  queftion. 
You  from  the  Polack  Wars,  and  you  from  England, 
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Are  here  arrived  ;  give  Order,  that  thefe  bodies 
High  on  a  Stage  be  placed  to  the  view, 
-And  let  me  fpeak  to  th'  yet  unknowing  world, 
How  thefe  things  came  about.    So  (hall  you  hear 
Of  cruel,  bloody,  and  unnatural  ads ; 
Of  accidental  judgments,  cafual  daughters; 
Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning,  and  forc'd  caufe  ; 
And,  in  this  upfnot,  purpofes  miftook, 
Fall'n  on  th*  inventors'  heads.    All  this  can  I 
Truly  deliver. 

Fort.  Let  us  hafte  to  hear  it, 
And  call  the  Noblefs  to  the  audience. 
For  me,  with  forrow  I  embrace  my  fortune ; 
I  have  fome  rights  of  memory  in  this  Kingdom, 
Which,  now  to  claim  my  vantage  doth  invite  me. 

Hor.  Of  that  I  fhall  have  alfo  caufe  to  fpeak, 
And  from  his  mouth  whofe  voice  will  draw  on  more :  (35} 
But  let  this  fame  be  prefently  perform 'd, 
Ev  n  while  men's  minds  are  wild,  led  more  mifchance 
On  plots  and  errors  happen. 

Fort.  Let  four  captains 
Bear  Hamlet,  like  a  foldier,  to  the  Stage ; 
For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  put  on, 
To  have  prov'd  moft  royally.    And  for  his  pafiage, 

(35)  And  from  his  Mouthy  whofe  Voice  will  draw  no  more.l 
This  is  the  Reading  of  the  old  Quarto's,  but  certainly  a  mis- 
taken one.  We  fay,  a  Man  will  no  more  draw  Breath  j  but  that 
a  Man's  Voice  will  draw  no  more,  is,  I  believe,  an  ExprerTion 
without  any  Authority.  I  choofe  to  efpoufe  the  Reading  of  the 
Elder  Folio. 

And  from  bis  Mouth,  whofe  Voice  will  draw  on  more. 
And  this  is  the%Poet's  Meaning.   Hamlet,  juft  before  his  Deaths 
had  faid  ; 

But  I  do  prephefie,  tb%  EleBion  lights 
On  Fortinbras  :  He  has  my  dying  Voice  5 
So  tell  him,  &f  c. 

Accordingly,  Horatio  here  delivers  that  MelFags  5  and  very 
juftly  infers,  that  Hamlet's  Voice  will  be  feconded  by  Others,  and 
procure  them  in  Favour  of  FartinbraCs  Succeflicn* 

The 
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The  Soldiers'  mufick,  and  the  rites  of  war 
Speak  loudly  for  him 
Take  up  the  body  :  fuch  a  fight  as  this 
Becomes  the  field,  but  here  mews  much  amifs, 
Go,  bid  the  Soldiers  moot. 

[Exeunt,  marching:  after  which,  a  peal  of 
Ordnance  is  Jhot  off. 
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Gratiano,  Brother  to  Brabantio. 

Lodovico,  Kin/man  to  Brabantio  and  Gratiano. 

Othello,  the  Moor,  General for  the  Venetians  in  Cyprus* 

Caflio,  bis  Lieutenant -General. 

lago,  Standard-bearer  to  Othello. 

Rodorigo,  a  foolijb  Gentleman,  in  love  ucith  Defdemona. 
Montano,   the  Moors  Predeceffor  in  the  Government  of 

Cyprus. 
Clown.  Servant  to  the  Moor. 
Herald. 

Defdemona,  Daughter  to  Brabantio,  and  Wife  to  Othello* 

iEmilia,  Wife  to  lago. 

Bianca,  Curtezan,  Mifrefs  to  Caflio. 

Officers,   Gentlemen,  Meffengers,  Mufuians,  Sailors, 
and  Attendants. 

SCENE,  for  the  Firjl  Aft,  in  Venice ;  during 
the  rejl  of  the  Play,  in  Cyprus. 


0  THE  L  L  0, 
the  Moor  o/Ve  nice. 

A     C     T  % 

SCENE,  a  Street  in  V  E  NICE. 
Enter  Rodorigo  and  Iago. 

RODORIGO. 

EVER  tell  me,  I  take  it  much  unkindly, 
That  thou,  Iago,  who  haft  had  my  purfe^ 
As  if  the  ftrings  were  thine,  fhouldft  know 
of  this. 

Iago.  But  you'll  not  hear  me. 
If  ever  I  did  dream  of  fuch  a  matter,  ab] 
hor  me. 

Rod.  Thou  told'ft  me,  thou  didft  hold  him  in  thy 
hate. 

Iago.  Defpife  me, 
If  I  do  not.    Three  Great  ones  of  the  city, 
In  perfonal  fuit  to  make  me  his  lieutenant, 
Off-cap'd  to  him  ;  and,  by  the  faith  of  man, 

1  know  my  prize,  I'm  worth  no  worfe  a  Place. 
But  he,  as  loving  his  own  pride  and  purpofe, 

Evades 
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Evades  them  with  a  bombaft  circumftance, 
Horribly  ftuft  with  epithets  of  war, 
And,  in  conclufion, 

Non-fuits  my  mediators.    "  Certes,  fays  he, 

4(  I  have  already  chofe  my  officer." 

And  what  was  he  ? 

Forfooth,  a  great  arithmetician, 

One  Michael  CaJJto  ;  {"  the  Florentine's  (1 ) 

"  A  fellow  almoft  damn'd  in  a  fair  wife 

That  never  fet  a  fquadron  in  the  field, 

Nor  the  divifion  of  a  battle  knows 

More  than  a  fpinfler ;  but  the  bookifh  theorick, 

(1)  Forfooth,  a  great  Arithmetician, 

One  Michael  Caflio,  a  Florentine, 

A  Fellow  almoft  damned  in  a  fair  Wife.~\  Thus  has  this. 
PaflTage  ignorantly  been  corrupted,  (as  Mr.  Warburton  likewife 
faw  with  me;)  by  falfe  Pointing,  and  an  Inadvertence  to  Mat- 
ter of.  Fact,  thro'  the  whole  Courfe  of  the  Editions.  By  the 
Bye,  this  Play  was  not  publifh'd  even  fingly,  that  I  can  find, 
till  fix  Years  after  the  Author's  Death  :  and  by  that  Interval 
became  more  liable  to  Errors.  I'll  fubjoin  the  Reafons  in 
proof  of  the  Correction.  The  new  Pointing  fets  Circumftances 
right,  as  I  (hall  immediately  explain  5  and  it  gives  a  Variety 
in  lago  reporting  the  Behaviour  of  OthelU,  to  ftart  into  thefe 

Breaks  5  now  to  make  Othello  fpeak  ;  then,  to  interrupt 

what  Othello  fays  with  his  own  private  Reflexions  5  then, 

again,  to  proceed  with  Othello's  Speeches:  For  this  not 

only  marks  the  Inquietude  of  Iago's  Mind  upon  the  Subject  in 
hand  5  but  likewife  (hews  the  Actor  in  the  Variation  of  Tone 
and  Gefture,  whilrt  he  (in  a  breath,  as  'twere)  perfonates  alter- 
nately Othello  and  himfelf.  Befides,  to  come  to  the  Neceffity 
of  the  Change  made  j  lago,  not  Ca£io,  was  the  Florentine  5  lago, 
not  CaJJto,  was  the  married  Man  ;  Iago's  Wife  attends  Dcfde- 
mona  to  Cyprus  5  Cajfio  has  a  Miftrefs  there,  a  common  Strum- 
pet 5   and  lago  tells  him  in  the  fourth  Act, 

She  gives  it  cut,  that  you  Jhall  marry  her  ;. 

Which  would  be  very  abfurd,  if  CaJJio  had  been  already  married 
at  Venice.  Befides,  our  Poet  follows  the  Authority  of  his  Novel 
in  giving  the  viilanous  Enfign  a  fair  Wife* 

Wherein 
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Wherein  the  toged  counf  lors  can  propofe  (2) 
As  mafterly  as  he ;  meer  prattle,  without  praflice, 
Is  all  his  foldierlhip — he  had  th1  election  ; 
And  I,  of  whom  his  eyes  had  feen  the  proof 
At  Rhodes,  at  Cyprus,  and  on  other  grounds 
Chriftian  and  heath'n  muft  be  belee'd  and  calm'd 
By  Debitor  and  Creditor,  this  Counter- c after ; 
He,  in  good  time,  muft  his  lieutenant  be, 
And  I,  (God  blefs  the  mark  !)_his  Moor-ftip's  Ancient. 
Rod.  By  Heaven,  I  rather  would  have  been  his  hang- 
man. 

Iago.  But  there's  no  remedy,  'tis  the  curfe  of  fervice  ; 
Preferment  goes  by  letter  and  affe&ion, 
And  not  by  old  gradation,  where  each  fecond 
Stood  heir  to  th1  flrft.    Now,  Sir,  be  judge  your  felf, 
If  I  in  any  juft  term  am  aflign'd 
To  love  the  Moor. 

Rod.  I  would  not  follow  him  then. 

lago.  O  Sir,  content  you ; 
I  follow  him  to  ferve  my  turn  upon  him. 
We  cannot  all  be  mailers,  nor  all  mafters 

.  (2)  Wherein  the  tongued  Confuls]  So  the  generality  of  the 
Imprefiions  read  ;  but  the  oldeft  Quarto  has  it  toged  5  (which 
gave  the  Hint  for  my  Emendation  j)  the  Senators,  that  afiifted 

the  Duke  in  Council,  in  their  proper  Gowns,  But  let  me 

explain,  why  I  have  ventured  to  fubftitute  Ccunfellors  in  the 
Room  of  Confuh ,  and  then,  I  hope,  the  Alteration  will  not 
appear  arbitrary.  The  Venetian  Nobility,  'tis  well  known,  con- 
flitute  the  great  Council  of  the  Senate,  and  are  a  Part  of  the 
Adminiftration  j  and  fummon'd  to  affift  and  counfel  the  Doge, 
who  is  Prince  of  the  Senate  ;  and,  in  that  Regard,  has  only 
Precedency  before  the  other  Magiflrates.  So  that,  in  thisRe- 
fpecl,  they  may  very  properly  be  caird  Counsellors.  Befides,  tho* 
the  Government  of  Venice  was  Democratic!?  at  firft,  under  Con- 
fuls and  Tribunes  ;  that  Form  of  Power  has  been  totally  abro- 
gated, fince  Doges  have  been  elected :  And  whatever  Confuh  of 
other  States  may  be  refident  there,  yet  they  have  no  more  a 
Voice,  or  Place,  in  the  publick  Councils,  or  in  what  concerns 
Peace  or  War  ;  than  foreign  Ambafladors  can  have  in  our  Par- 
liament, 

Cannot 
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Cannot  be  truly  follow 'd.    Ycu  mall  mark 

Many  a  duteous  and  knee-crooking  knave, 

That,  doting  on  his  own  obfequious  bondage, 

Wears  out  his  time,  much  like  his  mailer's  afs, 

For  nought  but  provender ;  and  when  he's  old,  cafhier'd  ; 

Whip  me  fuch  honeft  knaves  Others  there  are, 

Who,  trimm'd  in  forms  and  vifages  of  duty, 
Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  themfelves ; 
And,  throwing  but  (hows  of  fervice  on  their  lords, 
Well  thrive  by  them ;  and  when  they've  hVd  their 
coats, 

Do  themfelves  homage.    Thefe  folks  have  fome  foul, 

And  fuch  a  one  do  I  profefs  my  felf. 

It  is  as  fure  as  you  are  Rodorigo, 

Were  I  the  Moor,  I  would  not  be  lago  ; 

In  following  him,  I  follow  but  my  felf, 

Heav'n  is  my  judge,  not  J,  for  love  and  duty  : 

But,  feeming  fo,  for  my  peculiar  end  : 

For  when  my  outward  aclion  doth  demonflrate 

The  native  acl  and  figure  of  my  heart 

In  compliment  extern,  'tis  not  long  after 

But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  fleeve, 

For  daws  to  peck  at;  Pm  not  what  I  feem. 

Rod.  What  a  full  fortune  does  the  thick-lips  owe, 
If  he  can  carry  her  thus  ? 

Iago.  Call  up  her  father, 
Roufe  him,  make  after  him,  poifon  his  delight ; 
Proclaim  him  in  the  ftreets,  incenie  her  kinfmen ; 
And  tho'  he  in  a  fertile  climate  dwell, 
Plague  him  with  flies  ;  tho'  that  his  joy  be  joy, 
Yet  throw  fuch  changes  of  vexation  on't, 
■As  it  may  lofe  fome  colour. 

Rod.  Here  is  her  father's  houfe,  I'll  call  aloud. 

Iago.  Do,  with  like  timorous  accent,  and  dire  yelk. 
As  when,  by  night  and  negligence,  the  fire 
Is  fpied  in  populous  cities. 

Rod.  What,  ho!  Brabantio!  Signior  Brabantio  \  ho. 

lego.  Awake  !   what,  ho !  Brabantio  !  ho !  thieves ! 
thieves ! 


Look 
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Look  to  your  houfe*  your  daughter,  and  your  bags: 
Thieves  !  thieves! 

Brabantio  appears  above,  at  a  window. 

Bra.  What  is  the  reafon  of  this  terrible  fummons  ? 
What  is  the  matter  there  ? 

Rod.  Signior,  is  all  your  family  within  ? 

lago.  Are  all  doors  lock'd  ? 

Bra.  Why,  wherefore  ask  you  this  ? 

lago.  Zounds !  Sir,  you're  robb'd  :  for  fhame,  put  on 
your  Gown ; 
Your  heart  is  burft,  you  have  loft  half  your  foul ; 
Ev'n  now,  ev'n  very  now,  an  old  black  ram 
Is  tupping  your  white  ewe,    Arife,  arife, 
Awake  the  fnorting  citizens  with  the  bell, 
Or  elfe  the  Devil  will  make  a  grandfire  of  you. 
Arife,  I  fay. 

Bra.  What,  have  you  loft  your  wits  ? 

Rod,  Moft  reverend  fignior,  do  you  know  my  voice  ? 

Bra.  Not  I ;  what  are  you  ? 

Rod.  My  name  is  Rodorigo. 

Bra.  The  worfe  welcome ; 
Tvecharg'd  thee  not  to  haunt  about  my  doors  : 
In  honeft  plainnefs  thou  haft  heard  me  fay, 
My  daughter's  not  for  thee.    And  now  in  madnefs, 
Being  full  offupperand  dillemp'ring  draughts, 
Upon  malicious  bravery  doft  thou  come 
To  ftart  my  quiet. 

Rod.  Sir,  Sir,  Sir  » 

Bra.  But  thou  muft  needs  be  fure, 
My  fpirit  and  my  place  have  in  their  power 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Rod.  Patience,  good  Sir. 

Bra.  What  tell' it  thou  me  of  robbing?  this  is  Venice: 
My  houfe  is  not  a  grange. 

Rod.  Moft  grave  Brabantio, 
In  fimple  and  pure  foul,  I  come  to  you. 

lago.  Zounds !  Sir,  you  are  one  of  thofe  that  will 
not  ferve  God,  if  the  Devil  bid  you.  Becaufe  we  come 
to  do  you  fervice,  you  think  we  are  ruffians ;  you'll 

have 
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have  your  daughter  cover'd  with  a  Barlary  horfe,  you'll 
have  your  nephew  neigh  to  you ;  you'll  have  courfers 
for  coufins,  and  gennets  for  germanes. 

Bra.  What  prophane  wretch  art  thou? 

lago.  I  am  one,  Sir,  that  comes  to  tell  you,  your 
daughter  and  the  Moor  are  now  making  the  beaft  with 
two  backs. 

Bra.  Thou  art  a  villain. 

lego.  You  are  a  fenator. 

Bra.  This  thou  Ihalt  anfwer.  I  know  thee,  Rodorigo. 
Rod.  Sir,  I  will  anfwer  any  thing.    But  I  befeech 
yon, 

Jf't  be  your  pleafure  and  moft  wife  confent, 

(As  partly,  I  find,  it  is.)  that  your  fair  daughter, 

-At  this  odd  even  and  dull  watch  o'th'  night, 

Tranfported  with  no  vvorfe  nor  better  guard, 

But  with  a  knave  of  hire,  a  Gunda/ier, 

To  the  grofs  clasps  of  a  lafcivious  Moor  : 

If  this  be  known  to  you,  and  your  allowance, 

We  then  have  done  yet  bold  and  fawcy  wrongs. 

But  if  you  know  not  this,  my  manners  tell  me, 

We  have  your  wrong  rebuke.    Do  not  believe, 

That  from  the  fenfe  of  all  civility 

I  thus  would  play,  and  trifle  with  your  reverence. 

Your  daughter,  if  you  have  not  given  her  leave, 

I  fay  again,  hath  made  a  grofs  revolt  ; 

Tying  her  duty,  beauty,  wit  and  fortunes 

To  an  extravagant  and  wheeling  flranger, 

Of  here  and  every  where  ;  flraight  fathfie  your  felf. 

If  (he  be  in  her  chamber,  or  your  houfe, 

Let  loofe  on  me  the  jullice  of  the  State 

For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  tinder,  ho  ! 

Give  me  a  taper  ;  call  up  all  my  people  ;   ■    1  ■■■ 

This  accident  is  not  unlike  my  Dream, 
Belief  of  it  opprefies  me  already. 
Light,  I  fay,  light ! 

Iago.  Farewel;  for  I  muft  leave  you. 
It  feems  not  meet,  nor  wholfome  to  my  place, 
To  be  produe'd  (as,  if  I  ftay,  I  ihall) 

Againfl: 
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Againft  the  Moor.    For  1  do  know,  the  State, 
However  this  may  gall  him  with  fome  check, 
Cannot  with  fafety  caft  him.    For  he's  embark'd 
With  fuch  loud  reafon  to  the  Cyprus'  wars, 
Which  ev'n  now  ftand  in  acl,  that,  for  their  fouls, 
Another  of  his  fadom  they  have  none, 
To  lead  their  bufinefs.    In  which  regard, 
Tho'  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  hell's  pains, 
Yet,  for  neceffity  of  prefent  life, 
I  muft  fhew  out  a  flag  and  fign  of  love  : 
(Which  is,  indeed,  but  fign.)    That  you  may  furely 
find  him, 

Lead  to  the  Sagittary  the  raifed  fearch  ; 

And  there  will  I  be  with  him.    So,  farewel.  {Exit. 

Enter  Brabantio,  and  fervants  <with  torches. 

Bra.  It  is  too  true  an  evil.    Gone  me  is; 
And  what's  to  come  of  my  defpifed  time, 
Is  nought  but  bitternefs.    Now,  Rodorigo, 
Where  did  ft  thou  fee  her  ?  oh  unhappy  girl ! 
With  the  Moor,  faidft  thou?  who  would  be  a  father? 
How  didft  thou  know  'twas  (he  ?  oh,  (he  deceives  me 

Paft  thought  What  faid  fhe  to  you?  get  more 

tapers  

Raife  all  my  kindred  are  they  married,  think  you  ? 

Rod.  Truly,  I  think,  they  are. 

Bra.  Oh  heaven  !  how  gat  (he  out  ? 
Oh  treafon  of  my  blood  ! 

Fathers,  from  hence  truft  not  your  daughters'  minds 
By  what  you  fee  them  aft.    Are  there  not  charms, 
By  which  the  property  of  youth  and  maidhood 
May  be  abus'd  ?  have  you  not  read,  Rodorigo, 
Of  fome  fuch  thing  ? 

Rod.  Yes,  Sir,  1  have,  indeed. 

Bra.  Call  up  my  brother :  oh,  'would  you  had  had 
her  : 

Some  one  way,  fome  another  Do  you  know 

Where  we  may  apprehend  her  and  the  Moor  ? 

Rod  I  think,  I  can  difcover  him,  if  you  pleafe 
To  eet  good  guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 

Bra: 
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Bra.  Pray  you,  lead  on.    At  every  hcufe  Til  call, 
Imay  command  at  mod  ;  get  weapons,  hoa 
And  raife  fomefpecial  officers  of  might  : 
On,  good  Rodorigo,  I'll  deferve  your  pains.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  changes  to  another  Street,  before 
the  Sagittary. 

Enter  Othello,  Iago,  and  Attendants  with  Torches. 

lag°>  *  I  %  H  O1  in  the  trade  of  war  I  have  /lain  men, 

Yet  do  I  hold  it  very  Huff  o'th'  confeience 
To  do  no  contriv'd  murther :  I  lack  iniquity 

Sometimes  to  do  me  fervice.^  -Nine  or  ten  times 

I  thought  to've  jerk'd  him  here  under  the  ribs. 

Oth.  It's  better  as  it  is. 

Iago  Nay,  but  he  prated, 
And  fpoke  fuch  fcurvy  and  provoking  terms 
Againftyour  honour; 
That,  with  the  little  godlinefs  I  have, 
I  did  full  hard  forbear  him.    But  I  pray,  Sir, 
Are  you  faft  married  ?  for,  be  fure  of  this, 
That  the  Magnifico  is  much  belov'd, 
And  hath  in  his  effeel  a  voice  potential 
As  double  as  the  Duke's:  he  will  divorce  you, 
Or  put  upon  you  what  reftraint  or  grievance 
The  law  (with  all  his  might  t'enforce  it  on) 
Will  give  him  cable. 

Otb,  Let  him  do  his  fpight  : 
My  fervices,  which  I  have  done  the  Signory, 
Shall  out-tongue  his  complaints.    'Tis  yet  to  know, 
(Which,  when  I  know  that  Bcafting  is  an  honour, 
I  mall  promulgate)  I  fetch  my  Life  and  Being  (3) 

From 

{3)  J  fetch  my  Life  and  Being 

From  Men  of  royal  Siege  j  and  my  Demerits 
May  fpeak  unbenrjetted  to  as  proud  a  Fortune 
As  this  that  I  have  reached.]  Thus  all  the  Copies  read  this 
Paflage.  But,  to  fpeak  unbcr.r.ttted,  is  to  fpeak  with  the  Cap  off, 
which  is  dirttfly  oppofite  to  the  Poet's  Meaning.  Othello  means 

to 
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From  men  of  royal  fiege  ;  and  my  demerits 

May  fpeak,  and  bonnetted,  to  as  proud  a  fortune 

As  this  that  I  have  reach'd.    For  know,  lago, 

But  that  I  love  the  gentle  Defdemona, 

I  would  not  my  unhoufed  free  condition 

Put  into  circumfcription  and  confine, 

For  the  fea's  worth.  But  look  !  what  lights  come  yonder  ? 

Enter  Cafllo,  with  torches. 

Iago.  Thofe  are  the  raifed  father,  and  his  friends  : 
You  were  bed  go  in. 

Oth.  Not  I :  f  muft  be  found. 
My  parts,  my  title  and  my  perfect  Soul 
Shall  manifeft  me  rightly.    Is  it  they  ? 

Iago.  By  Janus,  I  think,  no. 

Oth.  The  Servants  of  the  Duke,  and  my  lieutenant :  1 
The  goodnefs  of  the  night  upon  you,  friends ! 
What  is  the  news  ? 

Caf,  The  Duke  does  greet  you,  General ; 
And  he  requires  your  haite,  polt-hafte,  appearance, 
Ev'n  on  the  inflant. 

Oth.  What  is  the  matter,  think  you  ? 

Caf.  Something  from  Cyprus,  as  I  may  divine  ; 
It  is  a  bufinefs  of  fome  heat.    The  Gallies 
Have  fent  a  dozen  fequent  meffengers 
This  very  night,  at  one  anothers  heels : 
And  many  of  the  Counflors,  rais'd  and  met,  (4) 
Are  at  the  Duke's  already.    You  have  been  hotly  call'd 
for, 

to  fay,  that  his  Birth  and  Services  fet  him  upon  fuch  a  Rank, 
that  he  may  fpeak  to  a  Senator  of  Venice  with  his  Hat  on  ; 
i.  e.  without  mewing  any  marks  of  Deference,  or  Inequality.  I, 
therefore,  am  inclin'd  to  think,  Shakespeare  wrote  \ 
May  fpeak,  and  bonnetted,  ©V. 
(4)  And  many  of  the  Confuls  raised  and  met. 

Are  at  the  Duke^s  already.]  Thus  all  the  Editions  concur 
in  reading  ;  but  there  is  no  fueh  Character  as  a  Conful  appears 
in  any  Part  of  the  Pl-ay.  I  change  it  to,  Counfellors  5  i.  e.  the 
Grandees  that  conftitute  the  great  Council  at  Venice.  The  Rea- 
fon  I  have  already  given,  above,  in  the  Clofe  of  the  zd  Note. 

When, 
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When,  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  be  found, 
The  Senate  lent  above  three  feveral  quefts, 
To  fearch  you  out. 

Oth.  Tis  well  I  am  found  by  you : 
I  will  but  fpend  a  word  here  in  the  houfe, 
And  go  with  you.  [Exit  Othello. 

Caf.  Ancient,  what  makes  he  here  ? 

lago.  Faith,  he  to  night  hath  boarded  a  land-carrack  ; 
If  it  prove  lawful  prize,  he's  made  for  ever. 

Caf  I  do  not  underfland. 

lago.  He's  married. 

Caf.  To  whom  r 

lago.  Marry  to  Come,  Captain,  will  you  go  ? 

Enter  Othello. 
Oth.  Have  with  you. 

Caf.  Here  comes  another  troop  to  feek  for  you. 
Enter  Brabantio,  Rodorigo,  with  cff.cers  and  torches* 

lago.  It  is  Brabantio:  Genera],  be  advis'd  ; 
He  comes  to  bad  intent. 
Oth.  Holla  !  Hand  there. 
Rod.  Signior,  it  is  the  Moor. 
Bra.  Down  with  him,  thief! 

[They  draw  on  both  fide:. 

lago.  You,  Rodcrigo !  come,  Sir,  I  am  for  you  

Oth.  Keep  up  your  bright  fwords,   for  the  dew  will 
ruft  'em. 

Good  Signior,  you  mail  more  command  with  years, 
Than  with  your  weapons. 

Bra.  O  thou  foul  thief!    where  had  thou  ftow'd  my 
daughter  ? 

Damn'd  as  thou  art.  thou  haft  enchanted  her  ; 
For  Fll  refer  me  to  all  things  of  ienfe, 
If  fhe  in  chains  of  magick  were  not  bound. 
Whether  a  maid,  fo  tender,  fair,  and  happy, 
So  oppofite  to  marriage,  that  fhe  fhunn'd  [5 

The 

(5)  that  fhe  Jhur.n  d 

Tbe  iveakby  curled  Darlings  of  our  Nation.']  I  have  a- 

doptcd 
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The  wealthy  culled  darlings  of  our  nation, 
Would  ever  have,  t'incur  a  general  mock, 
Run  from  her  guardage  to  the  footy  bofom 
Of  fuch  a  thing  as  thou,  to  fear,  not  to  delight? 
Judge  me  the  world,  if,  'tis  not  grofs  in  fenfe,  (6) 
That  thou  haft  praclis'd  on  her  with  foul  charms, 
Abus'd  her  delicate  youth  with  drugs  of  minerals, 
That  weaken  Notion.  — I'll  have't  difputed  on ; 

dopted  a  very  probable  Conjecture,  which  Mr.  Warburton  pro- 
pos'd  to  me. 

Tbe  wealthy  culled  Darlings  of  our  Nation, 
i.  e.  pick'd,  felect,  chofen,  from  the  common  Suitors.  For  the 
Epithet  curVd,  as  he  obferves,  was  no  Mark  of  Dirtinclion  or 
D.fTerence  between  a  Venetian  and  a  Moor  ;  which  latter 
People  are  remarkably  curTd  by  Nature.  And  tho'  culled  now, 
when  our  ears  are  nicer  than  cur  Underftandings,  may  not  fo 
frequently  find  a  Place  in  the  Drama  ;  the  fame  objection  did  not 
lie  to  the  Sound  of  it  in  Shake/pearls  Days,  who  chcofes  to  ufe 
it  wherever  he  can. 

(6)  Judge  me  the  World,  if  'tis  not  grofs  in  Senfe, 

That  thou  baft  praBis'd  on  her  with  foul  Charms, 
Abus'd  her  delicate  Youth  with  Drugs,  or  Minerals, 
That  weaken  Motion.]   Brabantio  is  here  accufing  Othelle 
of  having  us'd  fome  foul  Play,  and  intoxicated  Dtjdemtna  by 
Drugs  and  Potions  to  win  her  over  to  his  Love.    But  why 
Drugs  to  weaken  Motion  f    How  then  could  me  have  run  away 
with  him  vo'untsrily  from  her  Father's  Houfe  ?  Had  me  been 
averfe  to  chocfing  Othello,  tho'  he  had  given  her  Medicines  that 
took  away  the  Ufe  of  her  Limbs,  might  me  not  ftill  have  re. 
tain  d  her  Senfes,  and  oppos'd  the  Marriage  ?  Her  Father  'tis 
evident,  from  fever*]  of  his  Speeches,  is  pefitive  that  me  mutf 
have  been  abufed  in  her  rational  Faculties  ;    or  me  could  not 
have  made  fo  prepoAerous  a  Choice,  as  to  wed  with  a  Moor 
a  Black,  and  refufe  the  fineft  young  Gentlemen  in  Venice.  What 
then  have  we  to  do  with  her  Motion  being  weaken'd  >  if  I  un 
derftand  any  thing  of  the  Poet's  Meaning  here,  I  cannot  but 
think,  he  mufi  have  wrote  j 

Abused  her  delicate  Youth  with  Drugs,  or  Minerals, 
That  weaken  Notion. 

vouvm.     •       L  ,T. 
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'Tis  probable,  and  palpable  to  thinking. 
T  therefore  apprehend  and  do  attach  thee 
Fcran  abuferof  the  world,  a  pra&icer 
Of  arts  inhibited  and  out  of  warrant ; 
Lay  hold  upon  him  ;  if  he  do  refift, 
Subdue  him  at  his  peril. 

Oth,  Hold  your  hands, 
Both  you  of  my  inclining,  and  the  reft. 
Were  it  my  cue  to  fight,  I  mould  have  known  it 
Without  a  prompter.   Where  will  you  I  go 
To  anfwer  this  your  charge? 

Bra.  To  prifon,  'ail  fit  time 
Of  law,  and  courfe  of  direct  Seilion 
Call  thee  to  anfwer. 

Oth.  What  if  I  do  obey  ? 
How  may  the  Duke  be  therewith  fatisfied, 
Whofe  mefTengers  are  here  about  my  fide, 
Upon  fome  prefent  bufinefs  of  the  State, 
To  bring  me  to  him  ? 

Ofi.  True,  molt  worthy  fignior, 
The  Duke's  in  Council  ;  and  ycur  noble  felf, 
I'm  fure,  is  fent  for. 

Bra.  How !  the  Duke  in  Council  ? 
In  this  time  of  the  night  ?  bring  him  away  ; . 
Mine's  not  an  idle  caufe.   The  Duke  himfelf, 
Or  any  of  my  Brothers  of  the  State, 
Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong,  as  'twere  their  own  ; 
For  if  fuch  actions  may  have  pafTage  free,  (7) 

Bond- 
er) For  if  fucb  A&iont  may  have  Vajfage  free, 

Bondjlaves  and  Pagans  pall  our  State/men  be  ]  I  have  lor.g 
had  a  Sufpicion  of  Pagans  here.  Would  Brabantlo  infer,  if  his 
private  Injury  were  not  redrefs'd,  the  Senate  mould  no  longer 
pretend  to  call  themfelves  Cbriftians  f  But  Pagans  are  as  ftriS: 
and  moral,  we  find,  all- the  World  over,  as  the  moft  regular 
Cbrifiians,  in  the  Prefervation  of  private  Property.  The  Diffe- 
rence of  Faitb  is  not  at  all  concerned,  but  mere  human  Policy ,  in 
afcertaining  the  Right  of  meum  and  tuum.  I  have  venturM  to 
imagine,  that  our  Author  wrote, 

Bondjlaves  and  Pageants  Jk all  our  State/men  be. 

i.  e.  if 
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Bond-flaves,  and  Pageants,  Ihall  our  Statefmen  be. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Senate  Houfe. 

Duke  and  Senators,  fet  at  a  table  with  lights,  and 
attendants. 

Duke,  9^Vy  H  ER  E  is  no  composition  in  thefe  news, 
X    That  gives  them  credit. 

1  Sen.  Indeed,  they're  difproportion'd  ; 
My  letters  fay,  a  hundred  and  feven  Gallies. 

Duke.  And  mine  a  hundred  and  forty. 

2  Sen.  And  mine,  two  hundred ; 

But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  juft  account, 
(As  in  thefe  cafes,  where  they  aim  reports, 
'  Tis  oft  with  difference  ;)  yet  they  do  all  confirm 
A  Turkijh  Fleet,  and  bearing  up  to  Cyprus. 

Duke.  Nay,  it  is  pofTible  enough  to  judgment; 
I  do  not  fo  fecure  me  in  the  error, 
But  the  main  article  I  do  approve 
In  fearful  fenfe. 

[Sailors  within. 1  Whathoa!  what  hoa  !  what  hoa! 

Enter  Sailors. 

Ojfi.  A  meffengcr  from  the  Gallies. 

Duke.  Now  !  what's  the  bufincfs  ? 

Sail.  The  Turkijh  preparation  makes  for  Rhodes, 
So  was  1  bid  report  here  to  the  State. 

Duke.  How  fay  you  by  this  change  ? 

1  Sen.  This  cannot  be, 
By  no  affay  of  reafon.   'Tis  a  pageant, 

i.  e.  if  we'll  letfuch  injurious  Anions  go  unpunirtTd,  our  Statef- 
men  muft  be  Slaws,  Cyphers  in  Office,  and  have  no  Pow'r  of 
redreffing  5  be  Things  of  meer  Show,  and  gaudy  Appearance 
only.  Nor  could  Pagans,  include  any  Reflexion  on  Othello 
confidering  him  as  a  Moor :  for  unlefs  he  had  been  turn'd 
Chriftian,  he  never  could  have  had  any  Commiffion  under  the 
Venetian  State, 

L  z  To 
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To  keep  us  in  falfe  gaze  ;  when  we  confider 
Th'  importancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Turk, 
And  let  our  felves  again  but  underftand, 
That  as  it  more  concerns  the  Turk  than  Rhodes, 
So  may  he  with  more  facile  queftion  bear  it ; 
For  that  it  (lands  not  in  fuch  warlike  brace, 
But  altogether  lacks  th'  abilities 

That  Rhodes  is  drefs'd  in.   If  we  make  thought  of  this, 
We  mull  not  think  the  Turk  is  fo  unskilful, 
To  leave  that  lateft,  which  concerns  him  firft  ; 
Neglecting  an  attempt  of  eafe  and  gain, 
To  wake,  and  wage,  a  danger  profltlefs. 

Duke.  Nay,  in  all  confidence  he's  not  for  Rhodes. 

Offi.  Here  is  more  news. 

Enter  a  Meffcnger. 

Mef.  The  Ottomites,  (reverend  and  gracious,) 
Steering  with  due  courfe  toward  the  J  fie  of  Rhodes, 
Have  there  injoin'd  them  with  an  after  fleet  

I  Sen.  Ay,  fo  I  thought ;  how  many,  as  you  guefs  ? 

Mef.  Of  thirty  fail ;  and  now  they  do  re- Item 
Their  backward  courfe,  bearing  with  frank  appearance 
Their  Purpofes  toward  Cyprus.    Signior  Montano, 
Your  trufty  and  molt  valiant  Servitor, 
With  his  free  duty,  recommends  you  thus, 
And  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Duke,  'Tis  certain  then  for  Cyprus :  Marcus  Luecicos, 
Is  he  not  here  in  town  ? 

i  Sen.  He's  now  in  Florence. 

Duke.  Write  from  us,  to  him,  pofr,  poft-hafte,  difpatch. 
i  Sen.  Here  comes  Brahantio,  and  the  valiant  Moor. 

To  them>    enter  Brabantio,  Othello,  CafTio,  Iago, 
Rodorigo,  and  Officers. 

Duke.  Valiant  Othello,  we  muft  Uraight  employ  you, 
Againil  the  general  enemy  Ottoman. 
I  did  not  fee  you  ;  welcome,  gentle  fignior  : 

[To  Braban. 

We  lack'd  your  counfe!,  and  your  help  to  night. 

Bra.  So  did  i  yours ;  good  your  Grace,  pardon  me ; 

Neither 
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Neither  my  place,  nor  aught  I  heard  of  bufineft, 
Hath  rais'd  me  from  my  bed  ;  nor  doth  the  general 
Take  hold  on  me  :  For  my  particular  grief 
Is  of  fo  flood-gate  and  o'er- bearing  nature, 
That  itingluts  and  fwallows  other  forrows, 
And  yet  is  ftill  itfelf. 

Duke.  Why  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bra.  My  daughter!  oh,  my  daughter  ?  « 

Sen.  Dead?  

Bra.  To  me ; 
She  is  abus'd,  ftolen  from  me,  and  corrupted 
By  fpells  and  medicines,  bought  of  mountebanks  ; 
For  nature  fo  prepofteroufly  to  err, 
(Being  not  deficient,  blind,  or  lame  of  fenfe,) 
Sans  Witchcraft  could  not  

Duke.  Who-ever  he  be,  that  in  this  foul  proceeding 
Hath  thus  beguil'd  your  daughter  of  her  felf, 
And  you  of  her,  the  bloody  book  of  law 
You  fhall  your  felf  read  in  the  bitter  letter, 
After  your  own  fenfe  ;  yea,  though  our  proper  Son 
Stood  in  your  action. 

Bra.  Humbly  I  thank  your  Grace. 
Mere  is  the  man,  this  Moor,  whom  now,  it  feems, 
Your  fpecial  mandate,  for  the  State- affairs,  ' 
Hath  hither  brought. 

AIL  We>e  very  forry  for'r. 

Duke.  What  in  your  own  part  can  you  fay  to  this  ? 

[TiOthcL 

Bra.  Nothing,  but  this  is  fo. 

Otb.  Moil  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  figniors, 
My  very  noble  and  approv'd  good  matters ; 
That  I  have  taen  away  this  old  man's  daughter, 
It  is  moft  true  ;  true,  I  have  married  her; 
The  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending 
Hath  this  extent ;  no  more.    Rude  am  1  in  my  fpeech* 
And  little  blefs'd  with  the  foft  phrafe  of  peace ; 
For  fmce  thefe  arms  of  mine  had  feven  years'  Pith, 
'Till  now,  fome  nine  moons  wafted,  they  have  us'd 
Their  deareft  adtion  in  the  tented  field  ; 
And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  fpeak> 

L  3  More 
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More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broils  and  battle  ; 

And  therefore  little  ftiall  I  grace  my  caufe, 

In  {peaking  for  my  felf.    Yet}  by  your  patience, 

I  will  a  round  unvarniuYd  tale  deliver, 

Of  my  whole  courfe  of  love  ;  what  drugs,  what  charms, 

What  conjuration,  and  what  mighty  magick, 

(For  fuch  proceeding  lam  charg'd  withal,) 

I  won  his  daughter  with. 

Bra.  A  maiden,  never  bold  ; 
Of  fpirit  fo  ftill  and  quiet,  that  her  motion 
BlunYd  at  it  felf;  and  (he,  in  fpight  of  nature, 
Of  years,  of  country,  credit,  every  thing, 
To  fall  in  love  with  what  (he  fear'd  to  look  on  * 
It  is  a  judgment  maim'd,  and  mod  imperfect,  (8) 
That  will  confefs,  Affection  fo  could  err 
Againft  all  rules  of  nature  ;  and  muft  be  driven 
To  find  out  practices  of  cunning  hell, 
Why  this  fhould  be.    I  therefore  vouch  again, 
That  with  fome  mixtures  powerful  o"er  the  blood, 
Or  with  fome  dram,  conjur'd  to  this  effect, 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Duke.  To  vouch  this,  is  no  proof, 
Without  more  certain  and  more  overt  teft, 

(8)  It  is  a  Judgment  main? d  and  mofi  imperfetl 

'That  will  confefs,  Perfection  fo  could  err 

/Igainft  all  Rules  of  Nature. ]  Perfeclion  erring,  feems  a 
Contradiction  in  Terminis,  as  the  Schoolmen  call  it.  Btfides, 
Brabantio  does  not  blazon  his  Daughter  out  for  a  Thing  of  ab- 
folute  Perfection  ;  he  only  fays,  (he  was  indued  with  fuch  an 
extreme  innate  Modefty,  that  for  her  to  fall  in  Love  fo  pre- 
pofteroufly,  no  found  Judgment  could  allow,  but  it  muft  be 
by  magical  Practice  upon  her.  I  have  ventured  to  imagine  that 
our  Author  wrote  ; 

That  will  confefs,  Affection  fo  could  err,  Sec. 
This  is  entirely  confonant  to  what  Brabantio  would  fay  of 
her  ;   and  one  of  the  Senators,  immediately  after,  in  his  Exa- 
mination of  the  Moor,  thus  addrefies  himfelf  to  him } 

 But,  Othello,  fpeak  ; 

Did  you  by  indiretl  and  forced  Courfes 

Subdue  and  poifon  this  young  Maid's  Affections,  &c* 

Than 
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Than  thefe  thin  habits  and  poor  likely  hoods 
Of  modern  Seeming  do  prefer  againft  him. 

1  Sen.  But,  Othello,  fpeak  ; 
Did  you  by  indirect  and  forced  courfes 
Subdue  and  poifon  this  young  maid's  affections  ?- 
Or  came  it  by  requeft,  and  fuch  fair  queftion 
As  foul  to  foul  affordeth  ? 

Oth.  I  befeech  you, 
Send  for  the  lady  to  the  Sagittary, 
And  let  her  fpeak  of  me  before  her  father ; 
If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report, 
The  Truft,  the  Office,  I  do  hold  of  you,  > 
Not  only  take  away,,  but  let  your  Sentence 
Even  fall  upon  my  life. 

Duke.  Fetch  Defdemona  hither. 

[Exeunt  two  cr  three, 
Oth.  Ancient,  conduct  them,  you  bell  know  the  place. 

{Exit  I  ago. 

And  'till  (he  come,  as  truly  as  to  heav'a 
I  do  confefs  the  vices  of  my  blood, 
So  juftly  to  your  grave  ears  I'll  prefent 
How  I  did  thrive  in  this  fair  lady's  love, 
And  fhe  in  mine. 

Duke.  Say  it,  Othello. 

Oth.  Her  father  lov'd  me,  oft  invited  me ; 
Still  queftion'd  me  the  ftory  of  my  life, 
From  year  to  year  ;  the  battles,  fieges,  fortunes,. 
That  I  have  paft. 

I  ran  it  through,  e'en  from  my  boyifh  days, 

To  th'  very  moment  that  he  bad  me  tell  it : 

Wherein  I  fpoke  of  moft  difaftrcus  chances, 

Of  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  field  ; 

Of  hair- breadth  fcapes  in  th'  imminent  deadly  breach  3 

Of  being  taken  by  the  infolent  foe, 

And  fold  to  flavery ;  of  my  redemption  thence, 

And  portance  in  my  travel's  hiftory  : 

Wherein  of  antres  vaft,  and  defarts  idle,  (9) 

Rough 

(9)  Wherein  9/ Antres  waft  and  Defarts  idle,  &c.~\    Thus  it  is- 
in  all  the  old  Editions :  But  Mr.  Pope  has  thought  fit  to  change 
I-  f  the^ 
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Rough  quarries,  rocks,  and  hills,  whofe  heads  touch 
heav'n, 

It  was  my  hint  to  fpeak  ;  fuch  was  the  procefs ; 
And  of  the  Canibah  that  each  other  eat, 
The  Anthropophagi ;  and  men  whofe  heads 
Do  grow  beneath  their  moulders.    All  thefe  to  hear 
Would  Defde?no7ia  ferioufly  incline  ; 
But  Mill  the  houfe  affairs  would  draw  her  thence, 
Which  ever  as  (he  could  with  hade  difpatch, 
She'd  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 
Devour  up  my  difcourfe  :  which  I  obferving, 
Took  once  a  pliant  hour,  and  found  good  means 
To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earneft  heart, 
That  T  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate ; 
Whereof  by  parcels  me  had  fomething  heard, 
But  not  distinctively  :  I  did  confent, 
And  ofren  did  beguile  her  of  her  tears, 
When  I  did  fpeak  of  fome  dirtrefsful  ilroke 
That  my  youth  fufter'd.    My  ftory  being  done, 
She  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  fighs  : 
She  fwore,    "  In  faith,  'twas  ftrange,  'twas  paffing 
flrange, 

"  'Twas  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitiful."  

She  wifh'd,  fhe  had  not  heard  it  yet  me  whVd, 

That  heav'n  had  made  her  fuch  a  man : — fhe  thank'd  me, 
And  bad  me;  if  I  had  a  friend  that  lov'd  her, 
I  mould  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  ftory, 
And  that  would  woo  her.    On  this  hint  I  fpake, 
She  lov'd  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  paft, 
And  I  lov'd  her,  that  fhe  did  pity  them  : 

the  Epithet.    Defarts  idle,  in  the  former  Editions  ;    (fays  he,) 

doubtlejs,  a  Corruption  from  wilde.  But  he  muft  pardon  me, 

ifl  do  not  concur  in  thinking  this  fo  d0ubtlefs4  I  don't  know 
whether  Mr.  Pope  has  obferv'd  it,  but  I  know  that  Shakefpeare, 
efpecially  in  Descriptions,  is  fond  of  ufing  the  more  uncom- 
mon Word,  in  a  poetick  Latitude.  And  idley  in  feveral  other 
Paflagcs,  he  employs  in  thefe  Acceptations,  wild,  ujelefs,  un- 
cultivated, &c, 


This 
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This  only  is  the  witchcraft  I  have  us'd. 
Here  comes  the  lady,  let  her  witnefs  it. 

Enter  Defdemona,  Iago,  and  Attendants. 

Duke.  I  think,  this  tale  would  win  my  daughter  too — 
Good  Brabant ioy 

Take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  beft. 
Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  ufe, 
Than  their  bare  hands. 

Bra.  I  pray  you,  hear  her  fpeak ; 
If  (he  confefs  that  me  was  half  the  wooer, 
Deftru&ion  on  my  head,  if  my  bad  blame 
Light  on  the  man  !  Come  hither,  gentle  miftrete* 
Do  you  perceive  in  all  this  noble  company, 
Where  you  moll  owe  obedience  \ 

Def.  My  noble  father, 
I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  duty ; 
To  you  I'm  bound  for  life  and  education  : 
My  life  and  education  both  do  learn  me 
How  to  refpedt  you.    You're  the  lord  of  duty  ; 
I'm  hitherto  your  daughter.    But  here's  my  husband  \ 
And  fo  much  duty  as  my  mother  fhew'd 
To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  father ; 
So  much  I  challenge,  that  I  may  profefs 
Due  to  the  Moor,  my  lord. 

Bra.  God  be  with  you :  I  have  done. 
Pieafe  it  your  Grace,  on  to  the  State  affairs  5 
I  had  rather  to  adopt  a  child,  than  get  it. 
Come  hither,  Moor: 

I  here  do  give  thee  That  with  all  my  hearty 
Which,  but  thou  haft  already,  with  all  my  heart 
I  would  keep  from  thee.    For  your  fake,  jewel, 
i  I'm  glad  at  foul  I  have  no  other  child ; 
For  thy  efcape  would  teach  me  tyranny, 
To  hang  clogs  on  them.  I  have  done,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Let  me  fpeak  like  your  iclf ;  and  lay  a  fentence. 
Which,  as  a  grife,  or  ilep,  may  help  thele  lovers 
Into  your  favour 

When  remedies  are  paft,  the  griefs  are  ended 

By  feeing  the  worit,  which  late  on  hopes  depended, 
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To  mourn  a  mifchief  that  is  paft  and  gone, 

Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mifchief  on. 

What  cannot  be  preferv'd  when  Fortune  takes, 

Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 

The  robb'd,  that  fmiles,  fteals  fomething  from  the  thief * 

He  robs  himfelf,  that  fpends  a  bootlefs  grief. 

Bra.  So,  let  the  Turk  of  Cyprus  us  beguile, 
We  lofe  it  not,  fo  long  as  we  can  fmile ; 
He  bears  the  fentence  welJ,  that  nothing  bears 
But  the  free  comfort  which  from  thence  he  hears; 
But  he  bears  both  the  fentence,  and  the  ibrrow, 
That,  to  pay  grief,  mull:  of  poor  patience  borrow* 
Thefe  fentences  to  fugar,  s  or  to  gall, 
Being  ftrong  on  both  fides,  are  equivocal. 
But  words  are  words;  I  never  yet  did  hear,  (io) 
That  the  bruis'd  heart  was  pieced  through  the  ear.  '  ■ 
Befeech  you,  now  to  the  affairs  o'  th'  State. 

(io)  .But  Words  are  Words  ;  I  never  yet  did  bear, 

'That  the  bruised  Heart  was  pierced  thro'  the  Ear,]  One 
fuperfluous  Letter  has  for  thefe  hundred  Years  quite  fub- 
verted  the  Senfe  of  this  Paffage  j  and  none  of  the  Editors 
have  ever  attended  to  the  Reafoning  of  the  Context,  by 
which  they  might  have  difcover'd  the  Error.  The  -Duke  has 
by  fage  Sentences  been  exhorting  Brabantio  to  Patience,  and 
to  forget  the  Grief  of  his  Daughter's  ftoln  Marriage,  to 
which  Brabantio  is  made  very  pertinently  to  reply,  to  this  ef- 
fect 5  "  My  Lord,  I  apprehend  very  well  the  Wifdom  of  your 
*'  Advice  j  but  tho'  you  would  comfort  me,  Words  are  but 
4t  Words  j  and  the  Heart,  already  bruis'd,  was  never  piercd, 
4t  or  ivoundcd ,  thro'  the  Ear"  Well!  If  we  want  Argu- 
ments for  a  Senator,  let  him  be  educated  at  the  Feet  of  our 
fagacious  Editors.  It  is  obvious,  I  believe,  to  my  better  Read- 
ers, that  the  Text  muft  be  reftor'd,  as  Mr,  Warburton  acutely 
obferv'd  to  me. 

That  the  bruised  U  art  ivas  pieced  thro''  the  Ear, 
i.  e.  That  the  Wounds  of  Sorrow  were  ever  cured,  or  a  Man 
made  heart-whole  meerly  by  Words  of  Confolation.  I  ought 
to  take  notice,  this  very  Emendation  was  likewife  communi- 
cated to  me  by  an  ingenious,  unknown,  Conefpondent,  who 
fubfcribes  himfelf  only  L,  H* 

Duke, 
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Duke.  The  Tan*  with  a  moll  mighty  preparation  makes 
for  Cyprus  :  Othello,  the  fortitude  of  the  place  is  beft 
known^to  you.  And  though  we  have  there  a  fubftitute 
of  mdft  allowed  fufficiency  ;  yet  opinion,  a  fovereigrt 
miftrefs  of  effects,  throws  a  more  fafe  voice  on  you  ;  you 
mud  therefore  be  content  to  flubber  the  glofs  of  your 
new  fortunes,  with  this  more  ftubborn  and  boifterous  ex-? 
pedition. 

Oth.  The  tyrant  cuftom,  moft  grave  fenators, 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  Heel  couch  of  war 
My  thrice  driven  bed  of  down.    I  do  agnize 
A  natural  and  prompt  alacrity 
I  find  in  hardnefs ;  and  do  undertake 
This  prefent  war  again!*  the  Ottomites. 
Molt  humbly  therefore  bending  to  your  State, 
I  crave  fit  difpofition  for  my  wife, 
Due  reference  of  place  and  exhibition ; 
With  fuch  accommodation  and  befort 
As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Duke.  Why,  at  her  father's. 

Bra.  I  will  not  have  it  fo. . 

Oth.  Nor  I. 

Def.  Nor  would  I  there  refide, 
To  put  my  father  in  impatient  thoughts 
By  being  in  his  eye.    Moft  gracious  Duke5 
To  my  unfolding  lend  your  gracious  ear, 
And  let  me  find  a  charter  in  your  voice 
T'  afTiit  my  fimplenefs. 

Duke.  What  would  you,  Defdemona? 

Def.  That  I  did  love  the  Moor  to  live  with  him, 
My  down  right  violence  and  florm  of  fortunes 
May  trumpet  to  the  world.    My  heart's  fubdu\l 
Ev'n  to  the  very  quality  of  my  lord  ; 
I  law  Othello's  vifage  in  his  mind, 
And  to  his  honours  and  his  valiant  parts 
Did  I  my  foul  and  fortunes  confecrate. 
So  that,  dear  lords,  if  I  be  left  behind 
A  moth  of  peace,  and  he  go  to  the  wai, 
The  rites,  for  which  I  love  him,  are  bereft  me*. 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  fhall  fupport^ 
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By  his  dear  abfence.    Let  me  go  with  him. 

Qth.  Your  voices,  lords;  befeech  you,  let  her  will 
Have  a  free  way.    I  therefore  beg  it  not,  (11) 
To  pleafe  the  palate  of  my  appetite  ; 
Npr  to  comply  with  heat,  the  young  AfTe&s, 
In  my  diitinct  and  proper  Satisfa&ion  ; 
But  to  be  free  and  bounteous  to  her  mind, 
Andheav'n  defend  your  good  foul?,  that  you  think, 
I  will  your  fericus  and  great  bufinefs  fcant, 

(il)  I  therefore  begltr.it 

To  pleafe  the  Palate  of  my  Appetite, 
J>Jor  to  comply  ivitb  Heat  the  young  affecls, 
Ir.  my  defunct  and  prober  Satisfaction  ; 

But  to  be  free  ar.d  bounteous  to  her  Mind.]  As  this  has 
been  all  along  hitheno  printed  and  ftcp'd,  it  feems  to  me  a 
Period  of  as  ftubborn  Nonfenfe,  as  the  Editors  have  obtruded 
upon  poor  Shakefpeare  throughout  his  whole  Works.  What  a 
prepoftercus  Creature  is  this  Othello  made,  to  fall  in  Love  with, 
and  marry  a  fine  young  Lady,  when  Appetite  and  Heat,  and 
fr:per  Satisfaction  are  dead  and  defunH  in  him  I  (For,  defur.El 
fignifies  nothing  elfe,  that  I  know  of,  either  primitively  er 
metaphorically:)  But  if  we  may  take  Othello  %  own  Word  in 
the  Affair,  when  he  fpeaks  for  himfelf,  he  was  not  reduc'd  to 
this  fatal,  unperforming,  State. 

 cr>  for  I  am  declined 

Into  the  Vale  of  Years ;  yet,  That's  not  much. 
Again,  Why  mould  our  Poet  fay,  (for  fo  he  fays,  as  the  Paf- 
fage  has  been  pointed; )  that  the  young  affetl  Heat  ?  Youth,  cer- 
tainly, has  it,  and  has  no  occafion  or  pretence  of  affetling  it, 
whatever  fuperannuated  Lovers  may  have.  And,  again,  after 
Refund,  would  he  add  fo  abfurd  a  collateral  Epithet  as  proper? 
Jut,  I  think,  I  may  venture  to  affirm,  that  affecls  was  not  de- 
fign'd  here  as  a  Verb  ;  and  that  defuncl  was  not  defign'd  here 
at  all.  I  have,  by  a  flight  Change,  refcued  the  Poet's  Text 
from  Abfurdity  ;  and  this  I  take  to  be  the  Tenour  of  what  he 
would  fay  ;  *'  I  do  n«  beg  her  Company  with  me,  merely  to 
4t  pleafe  myfelf ;  nor  to  indulge  the  Heat  and  Affttls  (i.  e.  Af- 
"  feclions)  of  a  new  married  Man,  in  my  own  diftinct  and 
"  proper  Satisfaction  j  but  to  comply  with  her  in  her  Requeft, 
"  and  Defire,  of  accompanying  me."  Affifts,  for  Aff^clions, 
eur  Author  in  feveral  other  PafTages  ufts, 

For 
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For  (he  is  with  me  No,  when  light-wing'd  toys 

Of  feather'd  Cupid  foil  w  ith  wanton  dulnefs 

My  fpeculative  and  offic'd  inftruments, 

That  my  difports  corrupt  and  mint  my  bufinefs; 

Let  houfewives  make  a  skeilet  of  my  helm, 

And  all  indign  and  bafe  adverfities 

Make  head  againft  my  eftimation. 

Duke.  Be  it  as  you  fhall  privately  determine 
Or  for  her  flay  or  going  ;  th'  affair  cries  hafle  ;  ' 
And  fpeed  mutt  anfwer.    You  muft  hence  to  mVht 

Def.  To  night,  my  lord?  6 

Duke.  This  night. 

Oth.  With  all  my  heart. 

Duke  At  nine  *  th' morning  here  we'll  meet  again. 
Othello,  leave  fome  officer  behind, 
And  he  fhall  our  commiffion  bring  to  you  ; 
And  fuch  things  elfe  of  quality  and  refpecV 
As  doth  import  you. 

Oth.  Pleafe  your  Grace,  my  Ancient; 
(A  man  he  is  of  honefty  and  trull,) 
To  his  conveyance  I  aiTign  my  wife, 
With  what  elfe  needful  your  good  Grace  fhall  think 
To  be  fent  after  me. 

Duke.  Let  it  be  fo ; 
Good  night  to  every  one.    And,  ncble  Signior, 
If  virtue-no  delighted  beauty  lack, 
Your  fon-in-law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 

Sen.  Adieu,  brave  Moor,  ufe  Defdemona  well. 

Bra.  Look  to  her,  Moor,  if  thou  haft  eyes  to  fee 
She  has  deceiv'd  her  father,  and  may  thee. 

nu  \A  rr  l  r-  [Exi*Vvke,  with  Senators, 
Oth.  My  life  upon  her  faith.  Honeft  Ia<r0, 

My  Defdemona  mult  I  leave  to  thee ; 

J  pry  thee,  let  thy  wife  attend  on  her; 

And  bring  her  after  in  the  beft  advantage. 

Come,  Defde?nona,  I  have  but  an  hour 

Of  love,  of  worldly  matter  and  direction 

To  fpeak  with  thee.  We  muli  obey  the  time.  [Exeunt. 
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Manent  Rodorigo  and  Iago. 

Rod.  Iago.   * 

Iago,  What  fay  eft  thou,  noble  heart? 

Rod.  What  will  I  do,  thinkeft  thou  ? 

Iago.  Why,  go  to  bed,  and  fleep. 

Rod.  I  will  incontinently  drown  myfelf. 

Iago.  Well,  if  thoudoft,  I  fhall  never  love  thee  after. 
Why,  thou  filly  gentleman  ! 

Rod.  It  is  fiUinefs  to  live,  when  to  live  is  a  torment  j: 
and  then  have  we  a  profcription  to  die,  when  death  is  our 
phyfician. 

Iago.  O  villainous !  I  have  looked  upon  the  world  for 
four  times  feven  years,  and  fince  I  could  diftinguim  be- 
twixt a  benefit  and  an  injury,  I  never  found  man  that 
knew  how  to  love  himfelf.  Ere  I  would  fay,  I  would, 
drown  my  felf  for  the  love  of  a  Guinney-hen,  I  would 
change  my  humanity  with  a  baboon. 

Rod.  What  mould  T  do  ?  I  confefs,  it  is  my  fhame  to 
be  fo  fond,  but  it  is  not  in  my  virtue  to  amend  it. 

Iago.  Virtue  ?  a  fig :  'tis  in  our  felves  that  we  are  thus 
or  thus.  Our  bodies  are  our  gardens,  to  the  which  our 
wills  are  gardiners.  So  that  if  we  will  plant  nettles,  or 
fow  lettuce  ;  fet  hyffop,  and  weed  up  thyme  ;  fupply  it 
with  one  gender  of  herbs,  or  diftratt  it  with  many  ;  ei- 
ther have  it  fteril  with  idlenels,  or  manured  wich  indu- 
ftry ;  why,  the  power  and  corrigible  authority  of  this 
lies  in  our  will,    (iz)  If  the  beam  of  our  lives  had  not 

one 

(12)  If  the  Balance  of  our  Lives  had  net  one  Scale  of  Reajon 
to  poife  another  of  Senfuality.]  i.  e.     If  the  Scale  of  our 
Lives  had  not  one  Scale,  &c.   which  muft  certainly  be  wrong. 
Some  of  the  old  Quarto's  have  it  thus,  but  the  two  elder  Fo- 
lio'' j  read, 

If  the  Braine  of  our  Lives  had  not  one  Scale,  &c. 
This  is  corrupt  ;  and  I  make  no  doubt  but  Sbakefpearc  wrote, 
as  I  have  reformed  the  Text, 

If  the  Beame  of  our  Lives,  Sec. 
And  my  Reafon  is  this  5  that  he  generally  diftinguifhes  betwixt 

the 
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one  fcale  of  reafon  to  poife  another  of  fenfuality,  the 
blood  andv  bafenefs  of  our  natures  would  conduct  us  to 
moft  prepofterous  conclufions.  But  we  have  reafon,  to 
cool  our  raging  motions,  our  carnal  ftings,  our  unbitted 
lufts ;  whereof  I  take  this,  that  you  call  love,  to  be  a 
fed,  or  fyen. 

Rod.  It  cannot  be. 

Iago.  It  is  meerly  a  luft  of  the  blood,  and  a  permiffion 
of  the  will.  Come,  be  a  man  :  drown  thy  felf?  drown 
cats  and  blind  puppies.  I  have  profeft  me  thy  friend, 
and  I  confefs  me  knit  to  thy  deferving  with  cables  of 
perdurable  toughnefs.  I  could  never  better  fteed  thee 
than  now.  Put  mony  in  thy  purfe  ;  follow  thou  thefe 
wars ;  defeat  thy  favour  with  an  ufurped  beard  ;  I  fay, 
put  mony  in  thy  purfe.    Jt  cannot  be,  that  Befdemcnet 

fhould  long  continue  her  love  to  the  Moor  put  mony 

in  thy  purfe  nor  he  his  to  her.    It  was  a  violent 

commencement  in  her,  and  thou  malt  fee  an  anfwera- 

ble  fequeltration,  put  but  mony  in  thy  purfe.  

Thefe  Moors  are  changeable  in  their  wills ; — -fill  thy 
purfe  with  mony.  The  food,  that  to  him  now  is  as 
lufcious  as  locufts,  fhall  fhortly  be  as  bitter  as  coloquin- 
tida.    When  (he  is  fated  with  his  body,  fhe  will  find  the 

errors  of  her  choice.  She  muft:  have  change,  fhe 

muft  ;  therefore  put  mony  in  thy  purfe.  If  thou 

wilt  needs  damn  thy  felf,  do  it  a  more  delicate  way  than 
drowning.  Make  all  the  mony  thou  canft.  If  fancli- 
mony  and  a  frail  vow,,  betwixt  an  erring  Barbarian  and 
a  fuper-fubtle  Venetian*  be  not  too  hard  for  my  wits,  and 
all  the  tribe  of  hell,  thou  fhak  enjoy  herj  therefore 
make  money.  A  pox  of  drowning  thyfelf !  it  is  clean 
out  of  the  way.  Seek  thou  rather  to  be  hang'd  in 
compafling  thy  joy,  than  to  be  drown'd  and  go  without 
her. 

Rod.  Wilt  thou  be  fall  to  my  hopes,  if  I  depend  on 
the  iflue  ? 

the  Beam  and  Balance,  ufing  the  latter  to  fignify  the  Scales  9 
and  tbe  former,  the  Heel  Bar  to  which  they  are  hung,  and 
which  poifes  them, 

Jags. 
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lago.  Thou  art  fure  of  rae. — Go,  make  mony.  . 

I  have  told  thee  often,  and  I  re- tell  the  again  and  again, 
I  hate  the  Moor.  My  caufe  is  hearted  ;  thine  hath  no 
lefs  reafon.  Let  us  be  conjunctive  in  our  revenge  againft 
him.  If  thou  canft  cuckold  him,  thou  doft  thy  felf  a 
pleafure,  and  me  a  fport.  There  are  many  events  in 
the  womb  of  time,  which  will  be  delivered.  Traverfe, 
go,  provide  thy  mony.  We  will  have  more  of  this  to- 
morrow. Adieu. 

Rod.  Where  mall  we  meet  i'th' morning? 

lago.  At  my  lodging. 

Rod.  I'll  be  with  thee  betimes. 

lago.  Go  to,  farevveh    Do  you  hear,  Rodortgo? 

Rod.  What  fay  you  ? 

lago.  No  more  of  drowning,  do  you  hear. 

Rod.  I  am  chang'd  ;  I'll  go  fell  all  my  land.  {Exit. 

Manet  lago. 

lago.  Go  to,  farevvel,  put  mony  enough  in  your  purfe — 
Thus  do  I  ever  make  my  fool  my  purfe; 
For  I  m'ne  own  gain'd  knowledge  mould  profane,  - 
If  I  mould  time  expend  with  fuch  a  fnipe, 
But  for  my  fport  and  profit.    I  hate  the  Moor,  ' 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  'twixt  my  meets 
He  has  done  my  office.   1  know  not,  if  t  be  true- 
But  I,  for  meer  fufpicion  in  that  kind, 
Will  do,  as  if  for  furety.    He  holds  me  well—— * 
The  better  fhall  my  purpofe  work  on  him  ; 

CaJJio\  a  proper  man:  let  r  t  fee  now ;  

To  get  his  place,  and  to  [  ,ume  up  my  Will, 

A  double  knavery  How  ?  how?  —  lefs  fee—  , 

After  fome  time,  fabufe  Othello's  ear, 

That  he  is  too  familiar  with  his  wife  

He  hath  a  perfon,  and  a  fmooth  difpofe, 

To  be  fufpecled  ;  fram'd  to  make  women  falfe. 

The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  nature, 

That  thinks  men  honeft  that  but  feem  to  be  fo , 

And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  th'  nofe, 

As  affcs  are : 

I  have't 
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I  have't  it  is  ingendred  Hell  and  Night 

Mult  bring  this  monftrous  birth  to  the  world's  light. 

[Exit, 

ACT  It 

SCENE,^  capital  City  0/ Cyprus. 
Enter  Montano  Governor  of  Cyprus,  and  Gentlemen* 

M  O  N   T   A   N  O. 

WHAT  from  the  cape  can  you  difcern  at  fea  ? 
1  Gent.  Nothing  at  all,  it  is  a  high- wrought 
flood  : 

I  cannot  'twixt  the  heaven  and  the  main 
Defcry  a  fail. 

Mont.  Methinks  the  wind  hath  fpoke  aloud  at  land  j 
A  fuller  blait  neer  fhook  our  battlements ; 
If  it  hath  ruffian'd  fo  upon  the  fea, 
What  ribs  of  oak,  when  mountains  melt  on  them,  (13) 
'  Can  hold  the  mortife  ?  what  (hall  we  hear  of  this  ? 

2  Gen.  A  fegregation  of  the  Turkijb  fleet ; 
For  do  but  ftand  upon  the  foaming  more, 
The  chiding  billows  feem  to  pelt  the  clouds ; 
The  wind-mak'd  furge,  with  high  and  monftrous  main, 
Seems  to  call  water  on  the  burning  Bear, 
And  quench  the  guards  of  th1  ever- fired  pole  ; 

(13)  What  ribs  of  Oak,  zvben  the  huge  Mountains  melt, 

Can  bold  the  mortife  f  ]  This  is  an  arbitrary  Change  of 
Mr.  Pope's,  without  any  Authority  or  Reafon,  but  the  fmooth- 
ing  the  Verification.  But,  I  am  afraid,  this  great  Critick  was 
dr naming  of  Mountains  at  Land;  and  the fe,  he  thought,  could 
not  well  melt  on  Ribs  of  Oak  i.  e.  Ships  at  Sea.  But  our 
Poet  happens  to  mean,  Waves  as  big  as  Mountains  ;  and  thefe 
are  often  known  to  melt  on  Ships ;  nor  is  any  Metaphor  more 
common  in  Poetry, 

I  never 
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I  never  did  like  moleftation  view 
On  the  enchafed  flood. 

Mont.  If  that  the  T urlcijh  fleet 
Be  not  infhelter'd  and  embay 'd,  they're  drown'd; 
It  is  impoflible  to  bear  it  out. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

3  Gent.  News,  lords,  our  wars  are  done : 
The  defperate  tempefl  hath  fo  bang'd  the  Turks, 
That  their  defignment  halts.  Anoblefhip  of  Venice 
Hath  feen  a  grievous  wreck  and  fufFerance 
On  moll  part  of  the  fleet, 

Mont.  How!  is  this -true? 

3  Gent.  The  Ship  is  here  put  in, 
A  Veroneffa  ;  Michael  CaJJto, 
Lieutenant  of  the  warlike  Moor  Othello, 
Is  come  on  fhore  ;  the  Moor  himfelf  s  at  fea, 
And  is  in  full  commiflion  here  for  Cyprus. 

Mont.  I'm  glad  on't ;  'tis  a  worthy  Governor, 

3  Gent.  But  this  fame  CaJ/io,  though  he  fpeak  of  com* 
fort, 

Touching  the  TurUfo  lofs,  yet  he  looks  fadly, 
And  prays  the  Moor  be  fafe  ;  for  they  were  parted 
With  foul  and  violent  temped. 

Mont.  Pray  heav'ns,  he  be  : 
For  I  have  ferv'd  him,  and  the  man  commands 
Like  a  full  foldier.    Let's  to  the  fea-fide, 
As  well  to  fee  the  veflel  that's  come  in, 
As  to  throw  out  our  eyes  to  brave  Othello, 

(14)  —Another  Ship  of  Venice 

Hath  feen  a  grievous  wreck,  Sec]  But  no  Ship,  before 
this,  has  arrived,  or  brought  any  Account  of  the  Turhijh  Fleet's 
Diftrefs.  How  then  can  This  be  call'd  another  Ship  ?  Oh,  but 
the  eldeft  Quarto  has  call'd  it  fo  ;  and,  if  there  be  a  various 
Reading,  Mr.  Pope  is  pretty  good  at  taking  the  wrong  one. 
The  two  elder  Folio's  and  the  Quarto  in  1650  read,  as  I  have 
reftor'd  to  the  Text ; 

—  A  noble  Ship  of  Venice. 
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Even  till  we  make  the  main  and  th'  aerial  blue 
An  indiftind  regard. 

Gent,  Come,  lefs  do  fo; 
For  every  minute  is  expectancy 
Of  more  arrivance. 

Inter  Caflio. 

Caf  Thanks  to  the  valiant  of  this  warlike  ifle* 
That  fo  approve  the  Moor  :  oh,  let  the  heavens 
Give  him  defence  againft  the  elements, 
For  I  have  loft  him  on  a  dangerous  fea. 

Mont.  Is  he  well  (hipp'd  ? 

Caf  His  bark  is  ftoutly  timber'd,  and  his  pilot 
Of  very  expert  and  approved  allowance ; 
Therefore  my  hopes,  not  furfeited  to  death, 
Stand  in  bold  cure. 

[Within.]  A  fail,  a  fail,  a  fail! 

Caf.  Whatnoife? 

Gent.  The  town  is  empty ;  on  the  brow  o'th'  fea 
Stand  ranks  of  people,  and  they  cry,  a  fail. 

Caf.  My  hopes  do  fhape  him  for  the  Governor. 

Gent.  They  do  difcharge  their  mot  of  courtefie: 
Our  friends,  at  Ieaft. 

Caf  I  pray  you,  Sir,  go  forth, 
And  give  us  truth  who  'tis  that  is  arrived. 

Gent.  I  mall.  [Exit. 

Mont.  But,  good  lieutenant,  is  your  General  wiv'dl 

Caf.  Moil  fortunately,  he  hath  atchiev'd  a  maid 
That  paragons  deicription  and  wild  fame  : 
One  that  excels  the  quirks  of  blazoning  pens, 
And  in  th'  eflential  vefture  of  creation 
Does  bear  all  excellency 

Enter  Gentleman. 
How  now  ?  who  has  put  in? 

Gent.  Tis  one  Iago,  Ancient  to  the  General. 

Caf  H'as  had  moil:  favorable  and  happy  fpeed; 
Tempefts  themfelves,  high  feas,  and  howling  winds ; 
The  gutter'd  rocks,  and  congregated  fands, 
(Traitors  enfteep'd  to  clog  the  guiltlefs  keel ;) 
As  having  fenfe  of  beauty,  do  omit 

Their. 
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Their  mortal  natures,  letting  fafe  go  by 
The  divine  Defdemona. 
Mont.  What  is  me  ? 

Caf  She  that  I  fpake  of,  our  great  Captain's  Captain, 
Left  in  the  conduct  of  the  bold  lago ; 
Whofe  footing  here  anticipates  our  thoughts, 
A  fe'nnight's  fpeed.    Great  Jove,  Othello  guard  ! 
And  fwell  his  fail  with  thine  own, powerful  breath, 
That  he  may  blefs  this  bay  with  his  tall  fhip, 
Make  love's  quick  pants  in  Defdemona  %  arms, 
Give  renew'd  fire  to  our  extinguiuYd  fpirits, 
And  bring  all  Cyprus  comfort  

Enter  Defdemona,  Tago,  Rodorigo,  and  iEmilia. 

O  behold  I 

The  riches  of  the  (hip  is  come  on  Ihore  : 
You  men  of  Cyprus,  let  her  have  your  knees. 
Hail  to  thee,  lady  !  and  the  grace  of  heav'n, 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand 
Enwheel  thee  round. 

Def  I  thank  you,  valiant  Cafpo, 
What  tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  lord  ? 

Caf.  He  is  not  yet  arrived,  nor  know  I  aught 
But  that  he's  well,  and  will  be  fhortly  here. 

Def  O,  but  I  fear  how  loft  you  company  ? 

Caf.  The  great  contention  of  the  feaand  skies 
Parted  our  fellowship.    But,  hark,  a  fail ! 

[Within.'}  A  fail,  a  fail ! 

Gent.  They  give  this  greeting  to  the  Citadel : 
This  likewife  is  a  friend. 

Caf.  See  for  the  news : 
Good  Ancient,  you  are  welcome.  Welcome,  miftre/s. 

[To  Emilia. 

Let  it  not  gall  your  patience,  good  lago, 
That  I  extend  my  manners,     jus  my  breeding, 
That  gives  me  this  bold  (hew  of  courtefie. 

lago.  Sir,  would  fhe  give  you  fo  much  of  her  lips, 
As  of  her  tongue  fhe  oft  beftows  on  me, 
You'd  have  enough. 

Def  Alas !  (he  has  no  fpeeeh. 

up* 
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lago.  In  faith  too  much  ; 
find  it  Hill,  when  I  have  lift  to  fleep ; 
irtarry,  before  your  ladyfhip,  I  grant, 
»he  puts  her  tongue  a  little  in  her  heart, 
\nd  chides  with  thinking. 
JEtnil.  You  have  little  caufe  to  fay  fo. 
lago.  Come  on,  come  on  ;    you're  pictures  out  of 
doors, 

Bells  in  your  parlors,  wild  cats  in  your  kitchens, 
>aints  in  your  injuries,  devils  being  offended, 
?layers  in  your  houfewifery,  and  houfevvives  in  your 
beds! 

Def  O,  fie  upon  thee,  llanderer ! 
lago.  Nay,  it  is  true,  or  elfe  I  am  a  Turk  ; 
You  rife  to  play,  and  go  to  bed  to  work. 
jEmiL  You  lhall  not  write  my  praife. 
lago.  No,  let  me  not. 

Def  What  woukTft  thou  write  of  me,  if  thoufhou'd'ft 
praife  me  ? 

lago.  Oh  gentle  lady,  do  not  put  me  to't, 
For  1  am  nothing,  if  not  critical, 

Drf.  Come,  oneafTay.    There's  one  gone  to  the  har- 
bour  

lago.  Ay,  Madam. 

Def.  I  am  not  merry  ;  but  I  do  beguile 
The  thing  I  am,  by  feeming  otherwife ; 
I  Come,  how  woukTft  thou  praife  me  ? 

lago,  I  am  about  it ;  but,  indeed,  my  invention  comes 
from  my  pate,  as  birdlime  does  from  freeze,  it  plucks 
out  brains  and  all.  But  my  mufe  labours,  and  thus  me 
is  delivered. 

If Jhe  he  fair  and  wife,  fairnefs  and  wit, 
The  one's  for  ufe,  the  other  ufeth  it. 

Def.  Well  prais'd  ;  how  if  (he  be  black  and  witty  ? 

J  ago.  If  Jhe  be  black,  and  thereto  have  a  wit9 

She'll  find  a  white  that  /hall  her  blackncfs  fit* 

Def.  Worfe  and  worfe. 

JEmiL  How,  if  fair  and  foolifh  ? 

lago. 
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IagO.  She  never  yet  was  foolifh,  that  was  fair  : 
For  even  her  folly  helps  her  to  an  heir. 

Def  Thefe  are  old  fond  paradoxes,  to  make  fool* 
laugh  i'th1  alehoufe.  What  miserable  praife  haft  thou 
for  her  that's  foul  and  foolifh  ? 

IagO.  There*  s  none  fo  foul  and  foolifh  thereunto. 

But  does  foul  pranks,  which  fair  and  wife  ones  du 

Def.  Oh  heavy  ignorance  !  thou  praifeft  the  word 
bed. .  But  what  praife  ccuidil  thou  bellow  on  a  defend- 
ing woman  indeed  ?  (14)  one,  that  in  the  authority  of 
her  merit,  did  juftly  put  down  the  vouch  of  very  ma- 
lice it  felf? 

IagO.  She  that  was  ever  fair,  and  never  proud. 
Had  tongue  at  will,  and  yet  v:as  never  loud; 
Never  lack  t  gold,  and  yet  never  went  gay, 
Fled from  her  wijh,  and  yet  faid,  now  1  may  ; 
She  that  when  anger  V,  her  revenge  being  nigh> 
^     Bad  her  vsrong  ft  ay,  and  her  difpleafure  fly  ; 
She  that  in  wifdem  never  v:as  fo  frail 
To  change  the  cods  head  for  the  falmon  s  tail; 
She  that  could  think,  and  ne  er  difchfe-her  mind, 
See  fit  or  s  following,  and  net  look  behind', 
She  was  a  wight,  ( if  ever  fuch  wight  were  )— 

Def  To  do  what? 

IagO.  To  fuck  le  fools,  and  chronicle  f mall  beer, 

Def  Oh  moll  lame  and  impotent  conclufion  !   do  not 

(  14)  Cr.e,  that  in  the  Authority  of  her  Merit ;  did  jujlly  put  on  the 
Vouch  of  very  Malice  it  fef]  Tho*  all  the  printed  Copiet 
agree  in  this  Reading,  I  cannot  help  fufpec'ting  it.  If  the 
Text  (hould  be  genuine,  I  confefs,  it  is  above  my  Undemand- 
ing. In  what  Senfe  can  Merit  be  faid  to  put  on  the  Vouch 
cf  Malice  ?  I  mould  rather  think,  Merit  was  fo  fafe  in  it  felf, 
as  to  repel  and  put  off  all  that  Malice  and  Envy  could  advance 
2nd  affirm  to  its  Prejudice.  I  have  ventur'd  to  reform  the 
Text  to  this  Ccnftru&ion,  by  a  very  flight  Change  that  makes 
it  mteiligible. 
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learn  of  him,  JEmilia,  tho'  he  be  thy  husband.  (15)  How 
fay  you,  Cajlo,  is  he  not  a  molt  profane  and  liberal 
cenfurer  ? 

Caf  He  fpeaks  home,  Madam;  -you  may  relilh  him 
more  in  the  foldier,  than  in  the  fcholar. 

/ago.  [Afde.]  He  takes  her  by  the  palm ;  ay,  well 

faid  whifper  With  as  little  a  web  as  this,  will  I 

enfnare  as  great  a  fly  as  Caffo.  Ay,  fmile  upon  her,  do 

 I  will  gyve  thee  in  thine  own  courtlhip.    You  fay 

true,  'tis  fo,  indeed — If  fuch  tricks  as  thefe  ftrip  you 
out  of  your  lieutenancy,  it  had  been  better  you  had  not 
kifs'd  your  three  fingers  fo  oft,  which  now  again  you 
are  molt  apt  to  play  the  Sir  in.    Very  good—  well  kifs'd, 

and  excellent  courtefie  'tis  fo,  indeed— —Yet 

again  —  your  fingers  to  your  lips  ?  'would,  they  were 
cMer-pipes  for  your  fake.  [  Trumpet. 

The  Moor,  1  know  his  trumpet. 

Caf.  '  Tis  truly  fo. 

Def  Let's  meet  him,  and  receive  him. 
Caf.  Lo,  where  he  comes ! 

Enter  Othello  and  Attendants. 

Olb.  Oh  my  fair  warrior  ! 
Def.  My  dear  Othello  ! 

Otb.  It  gives  me  wonder,  great  as  my  content 
To  fee  you  here  before  me.    O  my  foul's  joy  ! 
If  after  every  temper!:  come  fuch  calms, 
May  the  winds  blow  'till  they  have  waken'd  death  : 
And  let  the  labouring  bark  climb  hills  of  feas  % 
Olympus  high  ;  and  duck  again  as  low 
As  hell's  from  heav'n  !  If  I  were  now  to  die, 
Twere  now  to  be  mod  happy ;  for,  I  fear, 
My  foul  hath  her  content  fo'abfolute, 

(15)  Ho<w  fay  you,  Caffio  ?  Is  be  not  a  mojl  profane  and  libe- 
ral Gounfellor  ?]  But  in  what  Refpe&  was  Iago  a 
fellorf  He  caps  Sentences,  indeed  j  butthey  are  not  by  way  of 
Advice,  but  Defcripticn  :  what  he  fays,  is,  Reflexions  on  Charac- 
ter and  Conduct  m  Life.  For  this  Reafon,  I  am  very  apt 
to  think,  our  Author  wrote  Cenfurer, 

That 
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That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  fate. 

Def.  The  heav'ns  forbid, 
But  that  cur  loves  and  comforts  mould  encreafc, 
Ev'n  as  our  days  do  grow  ! 

Oth.  Amen  to  that,  fw'eet  Powers ! 
I  cannot  fpeak  enough  of  this  content, 
It  flops  me  here  :  it  is  too  much  of  joy. 
And  this,  and  this,  the  greateft  difcords  be    [Kijfing  her* 
That  eer  our  hearts  (hall  make ! 

Iago.  Oh,  ycu  are  well  tun'd  now;  but  P1I  let  down 
the  pegs  that  make  this  mufick,  as  honeft  as  I  am. 

{Jftde. 

Oth.  Come,  let's  to  the  Caflle. 
Now,  friends,  our  wars  are  done ;  the  Turks  are  drown'd, 
How  do  our  old  acquaintance  of  this  ifle  ? 
Honey,  you  fhall  be  well  defir'd  in  Cyprus, 
I've  found  great  love  amongft  them.    Oh  my  Sweet, 
I  prattle  out  of  fafhion,  and  I  dote 
In  mine  own  comfort.    Pr'ythee,  good  Iago, 
Go  to  the  bay,  and  difembark  my  coffers: 
Bring  thou  the  mailer  to  the  citadel, 
He  is  a  good  one,  and  his  worthinefs 
Does  challenge  much  refpecl.    Come,  Defdemona, 
Once  more  well  met  at  Cyprus. 

[Exeunt  Othello  and  Defdemona. 

Manent  Iago  and  Rodorigo. 
Iago.  Do  you  meet  me  prefently  at  the  harbour. 
Come  thither,  if  thou  be'ft  valiant;  (as,  they  fay,  bale 
men,  being  in  love,   have  then  a  nobility  in  their  na- 
tures, more  than  is  native  to  them)  lift  me;  the 

lieutenant  to  night  watches  on  the  Court  of  Guard. 
Firft,  I  muft  tell  thee,  this  Defdemona  is  directly  in  love 
with  him. 

Rod.  With  him  r  why,  'tis  not  poffible  i 
Iago.  Lay  thy  fingers  thus ;  and  let  thy  foul  be  in- 
flrucled.    Mark  me  with  what  violence  (he  frit  IcVd 
the  Vlocr,  but  for  bragging,  and  telling  her  fantaftical 
lies.    And  will  Ihe  love  him  ft  ill  for  prating?  Jet  not 

thy 
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thy  difcreet  heart  think  it.  Her  eye  mud  be  fed. 
And  what  delight  fhall  (he  have  to  look  on  the  Devil? 
(16)  when  the  blood  is  made  dull  with  the  ad  of  fport, 
there  mould  be  again  to  inflame  it,  and  to  give  Satiety 
a  frelh  appetite,  lovelinefs  in  favour,  fympathy  in  years, 
manners,  and  beauties ;  all  which  the  Moor  is  defec- 
tive in.  Now,  for  want  of  thefe  requir'd  conveniences, 
her  delicate  tendernefs  will  find  it  felf  abus'd,  begin  to 
heave  the  gorge,  difrelifh  and  abhor  the  Moor  ;  very 
nature  will  inilruft  her  in  it,  and  compel  her  to  fome 
fecond  choice.  Now,  Sir,  this  granted,  (as  it  is  a  molt 
pregnant  and  unfore'd  pofition)  who  Hands  fo  eminent 
In  the  degree  of  this  fortune,  as  Cajfio  does  ?  a  knave 
very  voluble  ;  no  further  confcionable,  than  in  putting  on 
the  meer  form  of  civil  and  humane  Seeming,  for  the 
better  compaffing  of  his  fait  and  mod  hidden  loofe  af- 
fection ;  a  frippery  and  fubtile  knave,  a  finder  of  occafions, 
that  has  an  eye  can  ftamp  and  counterfeit  advantages, 
tho1  true  advantage  never  prefent  it  felf.  A  devilifh 
knave !  befides,  the  knave  is  handfom,  young,  and  hath 
all  thofe  requiiites  in  him,  that  folly  and  green  minds 
look  after.  A  peftilent  compleat  knave !  and  the  woman 
hath  found  him  already. 

Rod.  I  cannot  believe  that  of  her,  (he's  Ml  of  moll 
blefs'd  condition. 

(16)  When  the  Blotd  is  made  dull  tvitb  the  Aft  of  Sport,  thee 
Jhould  be  a  Game  to  inflame  it,  and  to  give  Satiety  a  frefh 
Appetite  5  lovelinefs  in  Favour,  Sympathy  in  Tears,  Manner s9 
snd  Beauties.]   This,  'tis  true,  is  the  Reading  of  the  Ge- 
nerality of  the  Copies  :  but,  methinks,  'tis  a  very  peculiar  Ex- 
periment, when  the  Blood  and  Spirits  are  dull'd  and  exhaufted 
with  Sport,   to  raife  and  recruit  them  by  Sport :    for  Spert 
and  Game  are  but  two  Words  for  the  fame  thing.     I  have  re- 
trieve the  Pointing  and  Reading  of  the  elder  Quarts,  which 
certainly  gives  us  the  Poet's  Senfe  5    that  when  the  Blood 
is  dull  d  with  the  Exercife  of  Pleafure,  there  mould  be  pro- 
per Incentives  on  each  fide  to  raife  it  again,  as  the  Charms  of 
Beauty,  Equality  of  Years,  and  Agreement  of  Manners  and 
Difpofition ;  which  are  wanting  in  Othello  to  rekindle  Dejdtrnonts 
Paflion. 
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lago.  Blefs'd  figs'  end  !  the  wine  me  drinks  is  made  of 
grapes.  If  me  had  been  blefs'd,  (he  would  never  have 
lov'd  the  Moor  :  Blefs'd  pudding !  didft  thou  not  fee 
her  paddle  with  the  palm  of  his  hand  ?  didft  not  mark 
that? 

Rod.  Yes,  that  I  did  ;  but  that  was  but  courtefie. 

lago.  Letchery,  by  this  hand  ;  an  index,  and  obfcure 
prologue  to  the  hiftory  of  luff,  and  foul  thoughts.  They 
met  fo  near  with  their  lips,  that  their  breaths  embraced 
together.  Villanous  thoughts,  Rodorigo !  when  thefe 
mutualities  fo  marfhal  the  way,  hard  at  hand  comes  the 
matter  and  main  exercife,  the  incorporate  concJafion  : 
pirn—  Bet,  Sir,  be  you  ruFd  by  me.  I  have  brought 
you  from  Venice.  Watch  you  to  night;  for  the  com- 
mand, I'll  lay't  upon  you.  CaJJio  knows  you  not:  Til 
not  be  far  from  you.  Do  you  find  fome  occaficn  to  an- 
ger CaJJio,  either  by  fpeaking  too  loud,  or  tainting  his 
difcipline,  or  from  what  other  courfe  you  pleafe,  which 
the  time  (hall  more  favourably  minifter. 

Rod.  Well. 

lago.  Sir,  he's  ram,  and  very  fudden  in  choler :  and* 
happily,  may  Itrike  at  you.  Provoke  him,  that  he  may  ; 
for  even  out  of  that  will  I  caufe  thofe  of  Cyprus  -  to  mu- 
tiny :  whofe  qualification  lhall  come  into  no  true  tafte 
again,  but  by  tranfplanting  of  CaJJio.  So  (hall  you  have 
a  fhorter  journey  to  your  defires,  by  the  means  I  mall 
then  have  to  prefer  them :  And  the  impediments  moft 
profitably  removed,  without  which  there  was  no  ex- 
pectation of  our  profperity. 

Red.  I  will  do  this,  if  you  can  bring  it  to  any  oppor- 
tunity. 

lago.  I  warrant  thee.    Meet  me  by  and  by  at  the  ci- 
tadcL  I  mull  fetch  his  neceflaries  afhoie.  F*.revvel. 
Rod.  Adieu.  [Exit. 

Manet  lago. 

lago.  That  CaJJio  loves  her,  I  do  well  believe  i 
That°lhe  loves  him,  'tis  apt,  and  of  great  credit. 
Tne  Moor,  howbeit  that  I  endure  him  nor, 

Is 
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Is  of  a  conflant,  loving,  noble  nature  ; 

And,  I  dare  think,  he'll  prove  to  Defdemor.a 

A  moll  dear  husband.    Now  I  love  her  too, 

Not  out  of  abfolute  luft,  (though,  perad venture, 

I  ftand  accountant  for  as  great  a  fin  j) 

But  partly  led  to  diet  my  revenge* 

For  that  I  do  fufpect,  the  lufty  Moor 

Hath  leapt  into  my  feat.  The  thought  whereof 

Doth,  like  a  poifonous  mineral,  gnaw  my  inwards, 

And  nothing  can,  or  mail,  content  my  foul, 

'Till  I  am  even'd  with  him,  wife  for  wife. 

Or  falling  fo,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor 

Atlaft  into  a  jealoufie  fo  ftrong, 

That  judgment  cannot  cure.    Which  thing  to  do,  (17) 

If  this  poor  brach  of  Venice,  whom  I  trace 

For  this  quick  hunting,  ftand  the  putting  on, 

I'll  have  our  Michael  Capo  on  the  hip, 

Abufe  him  to  the  Moor  in  the  right  garbs 

(For  I  fezrCaJfio  with  my  night-cap  too,) 

Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me,  and  reward  me, 

For  making  him  egregioufly  an  afs; 

And  pra&jfing  upon  his  peace  and  quiet, 

(17)    ,    Which  thing  to  do, 

If  this  poor  Tram  of  Venice,  whom  I  trace 
For  his  quick  hunting,  ftand  the  putting  on."]  A  trifling', 
insignificant  Fellow  may,  in  fome  Refpecls,  very  well  be  call'd 
Trgjh :  but  what  Confonance  of  Metaphor  is  there  betwixt 
Trajb,  and  quick  hunting,  and  /landing  the  putting  on?  The  AJ- 
lufion  to  the  C^Shakispeare  feems  to  be  fond  of  apply- 
ing to  Rodorigo,  who  fays  of  himfelf  towards  the  Conclufion  of 
this  Ad  j 

1  follow  her  in  the  Chafe,  not  like  a  Hound  that  hunts,  but 
•ne  that  fills  uf>  the  Cry. 

I  have  a  great  Sufpicion,  therefore,  that  the  Poet  wrote  j 
If  this  pctr  Brach  of  Venice, 

which,  we  know,  is  a  degenerate  Species  of  Hound,  and  a 
Term  generally  us'd  in  Contempt:  and  this  compleats  and 
perfects  the  metaphorical  AJiuficn,  and  makes  it  much  mo;  e 
Satirical,  Mr.  Warburfx% 

M  2  Even 


268 


Othello,/^ 


Even  to  madnefs.  'Tis  here  but  yetconfus'd  ; 

Knavery's  plain  face  is  never  feen,  till  us'd.  [Exit. 

SCENE,   the  Street. 

Enter  Herald  with  a  Proclamation. 

Her.  TT  is  Othello's  pleafure,  our  noble  and  valiant 
A  General,  that  upon  certain  tidings  now  arriv'd, 
importing  the  meer  perdition  of  the  Turkijh  fleet,  every 
man  put  himfelf  into  triumph  :  fome  to  dance,  fome  to 
make  bonfires,  each  man  to  what  fport  and  revels  his 
mind  leads  him.  For,  befides  this  beneficial  news,  it  is 
the  celebration  of  his  nuptials.  So  much  was  his  plea- 
fure, mould  be  proclaimed.  All  offices  are  open,  and 
there  is  full  liberty  of  feaiting,  from  this  prefent  hour 
of  five,  'till  the  bell  have  told  eleven.  Blefs  the  ifle  of 
Cyprus,  and  our  noble  General  Othello  I 

S  C  E  N  E,  the  C  a  s  t  l  e. 


Enter  Othello,  Defdemona,  Cafiio,  and  Attendants. 


Let's  teach  our  felves  that  honourable  (lop, 
Not  to  out  fport  difcretion. 

Caf.  lago  hath  direction  what  to  do  : 
But,  notwithstanding,  with  my  perfonal  eye 
Will  I  look  to't. 


Oth.  lago  is  mod  honeft  : 
Michael,  good-night.    To  morrow,  with  your  earlier!, 
Let  me  have  fpeech  with  you.   Come,  my  dear  love, 
The  purchafe  made,  the  fruits  are  to  enfue  ; 
That  profit's  yet  to  come  'tween  me  and  you. 
Good- night.  [Exeunt  Othello  and  Defdemona. 

Enter  Jago. 

Caf.  Welcome,  lago ;  we  mull  to  the  Watch. 
Ia°o.  Not  this  hour,  lieutenant :  'tis  not  yet  ten  o'th' 

clock. 
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c'ock.  Our  General  caft  us  thus  early  for  the  love  of 
his  Defdemona  :  whom  let  us  not  therefore  blame  ;  he 
hath  not  yet  made  wanton  the  night  with  her  :  and  (he 
is  fport  for  J  owe. 

Caf  She's  a  moft  exquifite  lady. 

lago.  And,  Til  warrant  her,  full  of  game. 

Caf  Indeed,  Ihe's  a  moll  frelh  and  delicate  creature. 

lago.  What  an  eye  (he  has?  methinks,  it  founds  a 
parley  to  provocation. 

Caf  An  inviting  eye  ;  and  yet,  methinks,  right  mo- 
deft. 

lago.  And  when  flie  fpeaks,  is  it  not  an  alarum  to 
love  ? 

Caf.  She  is,  indeed,  perfection. 

lago.  Well,  happinefs  to  their  flieets  :  come,  lieute- 
nant, I  have  a  Itoop  of  wine,  and  here  without  are  a 
brace  of  C)prus  gallants,  that  would  fain  have  a  meafurc 
to  the  health  of  the  black  Othello. 

Caf  Not  to  night,  good  lago ;  I  have  very  poor 
and  unhappy  brains  for  drinking.  I  could  well  wifh, 
courtefie  would  invent  fome  other  cuftom  of  entertain- 
ment. 

lago.  Oh,  they  are  our  friends:  but  one  cup,  Til 
drink  for  you. 

Caf  I  have  drunk  but  one  cup  to  night,  and  that  was 
craftily  qualified  too :  and,  behold,  what  innovation 
it  makes  here.  I  am  unfortunate  in  the  infirmity,  and 
dare  not  task  my  weaknefs  with  any  more 

lago.  What,  man?  'tis  a  night  of  revels,  the  gallants 
defire  it. 

Caf.  Where  are  they  ? 

lago.  Here  at  the  door;  I  pray  you,  call  them  in. 

Caf  I'll  do't,  but  it  diflikes  me.  [Exit  Caffio. 

lago.  If  I  can  fatten  but  one  cup  upon  him, 
With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to  night  already, 
He'll  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  offence, 
As  my  young  miftrefs'  dog.         ■  « 
Now,  my  fick  fool,  Rodongo, 
Whom  love  hath  turn'd  almoft  the  wrong  fide  out, 
To  Defdemona  hath  to  night  carouz'd 
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Potations  pottle  deep  ;  and  he's  to  watch. 

Three  lads  of  Cyprus,  noble  fwelling  fpirits, 

(That  hold  their  honours  in  a  wary  diftance, 

The  very  elements  of  this  warlike  iile,) 

Have  I  to  night  fiufter'd  with  flowing  cups, 

And  they  watch  too.    Now,  'mongft  this  flock  of 

drunkards, 
Am  I  to  put  our  Caffo  in  fome  action 
That  may  offend  the  ille.   But  here  they  come. 
If  confequence  do  but  approve  my  Deem,  (18) 
My  boat  fails  freely,  both  with  wind  and  ftream. 

Enter  Caflio,  Mqntano,  and  Gentlemen. 

Caf  'Fore  heav'n,  they  have  given  me  a  roufe  al- 
ready. 

Mont.  Good  faith,  a  little  one:  not  paft  a  pint,  as 

I  am  a  foldier. 
lag.  Some  wine,  ho !  [Iago  Jings* 

And  let  me  the  canakin  clink,  dinky 

And  let  ?ne  the  canakin  clink. 

A  foldier  s  a  man  ;  oh,  man  s  lifers  but  a  /pan ; 

Why,  then  let  a  foldier  drink. 

Some  wine,  boys. 

Caf.  Tore  heav'n,  an  excellent  fong. 

Iago.  Ilearn'd  it  in  England:  where,  indeed,  they  are 
moft  potent  in  potting.   Your  Dane,  your  German,  and 

yqW   fwag- belly 'd  Hollander,  Drink,    ho!  are 

nothing  to  your  Englifh. 

Caf.  Is  your  Englijbman  fo  exquifite  in  his  drinking  ? 

(18)  If  Confequence  do  but  approve  my  Dream.]  All  the 
printed  Copies  concur  in  this  Reading,  but,  I  think,  it  does 
net  come  up  to  .the  Poet's  Intention  j  I  rather  imagine  that  he 
wrote, 

If  Cor.fequence  do  but  approve  my  Deem, 
i.  e.  my  Opinion,  the  Judgment  I  have  form'd  of  what  muft 
happen.    So,  in  Troit.  and  Crejfida  j 

Cref.  /  true  ?  bow  now  f  what  wicked  Deem  is  this  ? 

Iag9t 
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lag0*  Why,  he  drinks  you  with  facility  your  Dane 
dead  drunk.  He  fweats  not  to  overthrow  your  Almain. 
He  gives  your  Hollander  a  vomit,  ere  the  next  pottle  can 
be  filFd. 

Caf.  To  the  health  of  our  General. 

Man.  I  am  for  it,  lieutenant,  and  Til  do  you  juftice. 

TaoQ.  Oh  fweet  England, 

King  Stephen  was  an  a  worthy  peer, 
.    His  breeches  coft  him  but  a  crown  ; 
He  held  them  fix  pence  all  too  dear, 
With  that  he  caWd  the  tailor  lown. 

He  was  a  wight  of  high  renown. 

And  thou  art  but  of  low  degree  : 
'Tis  pride  that  pulls  the  country  down, 
7 hen  take  thine  auld  cloak  about  thee. 

Some  wine,  ho  ! 

Caf  Why,  this  is  a  more  exquificc  fong  than  the 
other. 

lago.  Will  you  hear't  again  r 

Caf.  No,  for  I  hold  him  to  be  unworthy  of  his  place, 

that  does  thofe  things.    V/ell  Heaven's  above  all  ; 

and  there  be  fouls  that  mufi  be  faved,  and  there  be  fouls 
mult  not  be  faved. 

Iago.  It's  true,  good  lieutenant. 

Caf.  For  mine  own  part,  (no  offence  to  the  General, 
nor  any  man  of  quality  ;)  I  hope  to  be  faved. 

/ago.  And  fo  1  do  too,  lieutenant. 

Caf.  Ay,  but,  by  your  leave,  not  before  me.  The 
Lieutenant  is  to  be  faved  before  the  Ancient.  Let's 
have  no  more  of  this ;  let's  to  our  affairs.  Forgive 

our  fins  gentlemen,  let's  look  to  our  bufinefs. 

Do  not  think,  gentlemen,  I  am  drunk  :  this  is  my 
Ancient ;  this  is  my  right  hand,  and  this  is  my  left. 
I  am  not  drunk  now ;  I  can  (land  well  enough,  and  I 
fpeak  well  enough. 

Gent.  Excellent  well, 

Caf.  Why,  very  well  then  :  you  mud  not  think  then 
that  I  am  drunk.  [Exit* 
M  4  Manent 
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Manent  Iago  and  Montano. 

Mont.  To  the  platform,  mailers  ;  come,  let's  fet  the 

Watch. 

lego.  You  fee  this  fellow,  that  is  gone  before ; 
He  is  a  foldier,  lit  to  Hand  by  C&far, 
And  give  direction.  And  do  but  fee  his  vice; 
1  Fis  to  his  virtues  a  juft  equinox, 
The  one  as  long  as  th'  other.  'Tis  pity  of  him  ; 
I  fear,  the  Truft  Otftel/o  puts  him  in, 
On  fome  odd  time  of  his  infirmity, 
Will  make  this  ifland. 

Mont.  But  is  he  often  thus  ? 

Iago.  'Tis  evermore  the  prologue  to  his  fleep. 
He'll  watch  the  horologue  a  double  fet, 
Jf  drink  rock  not  his  cradle. 

Mont.  It  were  well, 
The  General  were  put  in  mind  of  it : 
Perhaps,  he  fees  it  not ;  or  his  good  nature 
Prizes  the  virtue  that  appears  in  Cajfio, 
And  looks  not  on  his  evils :  is  not  this  true  ? 

Enter  Rodorigo. 

Iago.  How  now,  Rodorigo! 
I  pray  you,  after  the  lieutenant,  go.  [Exit  Red. 

Mont.  And  'tis  great  pity,  that  the  noble  Moor 
Should  hazard  fuch  a  Place  as  his  own  Second, 
With  one  of  an  ingraft  infirmity  ; 
It  were  an  honeft  adtion  to  fay  fo 
Unto  the  Moor. 

Iago.  Not  T,  for  this  fair  ifland  ; 
I  do  love  Cajfio  well,  and  would  do  much 
To  cure  him  of  this  evil.    Hark,  what  noife  ? 

[Within,  help!  help! 

Re-enter  Caflio,  purfuing  Rodorigo. 
Caf.  You  rogue  f  you  rafcal  ! 
Mont.  What's  the  matter,  lieutenant? 
Caf.  A  knave  teach  me  my  duty  ?  Til  beat  the  knave 
into  a  tv/iggen  bottle. 

Rod. 
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Rod.  Beat  me  » 

Caf.  Doft  thou  prate,  rogue  ? 

Mont.  Nay,  good  lieutenant;  [Stybig  him> 

I  pray  you,  Sir,  hold  your  hand. 

Caf.  Let  me  go,  Sir,  or  Til  knock  you  o'er  the  maz- 
zard. 

Mont.  Come,  come,  you're  drunk. 

Caf.  Drunk?   [They fight. 

lago.  Away,  I  fay,  go  out  and  cry  a  mutiny. 

[Exit  Rodorigo. 

Nay,  good  lieutenant— —Alas,  gentlemen  » 

Help,  ho!  Lieutenant  Sir  Montana  

Help,  matters  !  here's  a  goodly  watch,  indeed——— 

Who's  that,  who  rings  the  bell  diablo,  ho ! 

[Bell  rings. 

The  town  will  rife.    Fie,  fie,  lieutenant !  hold  : 
You  will  be  mam/d  for  ever. 

Enter  Othello,  and  Attendants. 
Oth.  What  is  the  matter  here  ? 

Mont.  I  bleed  H ill,  I  am  hurt,  but  not  to  th*  death, 
Oth.  Hold,  for  your  lives. 

lago.  Hold,  ho!  lieutenant — Sir  Montana  — 

Gentlemen   ■ 

Have  you  forgot  all  place  of  fenfe  and  duty  ? 

The  General  fpeaks  to  you— hold,  hold,  for  fhame  

Oth.  Why,  how  now,  ho  ?  from  whence  arifeth  this  \ 
Are  vve  turn'd  Turks  ?  and  to  our  felves  do  That, 
Which  heaven  hath  forbid  the  Ottomites  ? 
For  chriftian  fhame,  put  by  this  barbarous  brawl ; 
He,  that  rtirs  next  to  carve  for  his  own  rage, 
Holds  his  foul  light :  he  dies  upon  his  motion. 
Silence  that  dreadful  bell;  it  frights  the  ifle 
From  her  propriety.    What  is  the  matter  ? 
Honeft  lago,  that  looks  dead  with  grieving, 
Speak,  who  began  this  ?  on  thy  love,  I  charge  thee. 

lago.  I  do  not  know ;  friends  all,  but  now,  even  now 
In  quarter,  and  in  terms  like  bride  and  groom 
Diverting  them  for  bed  ;  and  then,  but  now-— — 
(As  if  fame  planet  had  unwitted  men, ) 

M  5  Swords 
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Swords  out,  and  tilting  one  at  other's  breafls, 
In  oppofition  bloody.    I  can't  fpeak 
Any  beginning  to  this  peevifh odds, 
And,  'would,  in  aclion  glorious  I  had  loft 
Thofe  legs  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it ! 

Otb.  How  comes  it,  Michael,  you  are  thus  forgot  ? 

Cfif.  I  pray  you,  pardon  me,  I  cannot  fpeak. 

Oth.  Worthy  Montano,  you  were  wont  be  civil : 
The  gravity  and  flillnefs  of  your  youth 
The  world  hath  noted  ;  And  your  name  is  great 
In  mouths  of  wifeft  cenfure.    What's  the  matter, 
That  you  unlace  your  reputation  thus, 
And  fpend  your  rich  opinion,  for  the  name 
Of  a  night-brawler  ?  give  me  anfwer  to  it. 

Mont.  Worthy  Othello,  I  am  hurt  to  danger; 
Your  officer,  Iago,  can  inform  you, 
While  I  fparc  fpeech,  which  fomething  now  offends  me, 
Of  all  that  I  do  know  ;  nor  know  I  aught 
By  me  that's  faid  or  done  amifs  this  night, 
Unlefs  felf  charity  be  fometimes  a  vice, 
And  to  defend  our  felves  it  be  a  fin, 
When  violence  affails  us. 

Oth.  Now,  by  heav'n, 
My  blood  begins  my  fafer  guides  to  rule ; 
And  paflion,  having  my  beft  judgment  choler'd, 
Aflays  to  lead  the  way.    If  I  once  ftir, 
Or  do  but  lift  this  arm,  the  bed  of  you 
Shall  fink  in  my  rebuke.    Give  me  to  know 
How  this  foul  rout  began  ;  who  fet  it  on  ; 
And  he,  that  is  approv'd  in  this  offence, 
Tho'  he  had  twin'd  with  me  both  at  a  birth, 

Shall  lofe  me.  What,  in  a  town  of  war, 

Yet  wild,  the  people's  hearts  brim-full  of  fear, 

To  manage  private  and  domellick  quarrel  ? 

In  night,  and  on  the  Court  of  Guard  and  Safety ;  (19) 

'Tis 

(19)  In  night,  and  on  tht  Court  and  Guard  of  Safety  ?~\  This  is 
f^oken  by  Othello  ;  but  Guard  of  Safety,  tho*  coupled  with  a 
V/ord  of  Synonymous  Conftruclion,  was  never  Soldier's 
Language,  I  have  ventur'd  to  make  the  Conjunction,  and  Sign  of 

the 
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Tis  monftrous..    Say,  lago,  who  began't  ? 

Mont.  If  partially  affin'd,  or  leagu'd  in  office, 
Thou  doft  deliver  more  orlefs  than  truth, 
Thou  art  no  foldier. 

Iago.  Touch  me  not  fo  near ; 
I'd  rather  have  this  tongue  cut  from  my  mouth, 
Than  it  mould  do  offence  to  Michael  Cajfii ; 
Yet  I  perfuademy  felf,  to  fpeak  the  truth 
Shall  nothing  wrong  him.    Thus  'tis,  General: 
Montana  and  my  felf  being  in  fpeech, 
There  comes  a  fellow  crying  out  for  help, 
And  Cajjio  following  with  deter  min'd  fword, 
To  execute  upon  him.    Sir,  this  gentleman 
Steps  in  to  Cajjio,  and  intreats  his  paufe ; 
My  felf  the  crying  fellow  did  purfue, 
Left  by  his  clamour  (as  it  fo  fell  out) 
The  town  might  fall  in  fright.    He,  fwift  of  foot, 
Out-ran  my  purpofe:  I  returned,  the  rather 
For  that  I  heard  the  clink  and  fall  of  fwords, 
And  Cajjio  high  in  oath ;  which  'till  to  night 
I  ne'er  might  fay  before.    When  I  came  back, 
(For  this  was  brief)  I  found  them  clofe  together 
At  blow  and  thruft;  even  as  again  they  were, 
When  you  your  felf  did  part  them, 
More  of  this  matter  cannot  I  rep ort. 
Bat  men  are  men  ;  the  bell  fometimes  forget  ~9 
Tho'  Cajjio  did  fome  little  wrong  to  him, 
As  men  in  rage  ilrike  thofe  that  wifli  them  belt, 
Yet,  furely,  Cajjio,  I  believe,  receiv'd 
From  him,  that  fled,  fome  ftrange  indignity, 
Which  patience  could  not  pafs. 

Otb.  I  know,  Iago, 
Thy  honefty  and  love  doth  mince  this  matter, 
Making  it  light  to  Gajfto.    Cajjio,  I  love  thee, 
Bat  never  more  be  officer  of  mine.  

the  Genitive  Cjfe  change  Places  i   and  fo  the  Phnf*  in  Ufc  is 
rcftor'd,  tho'  againft  the  Authority  of  the  printed  Qofitu, 
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Enter  Defdemona  attended. 

Look  if  my  gentle  love  be  not  rais'd  up  : 
I'll  make  thee  an  example. 

Def.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Oth.  All  is  well,  Sweeting,  come  to  bed. 
Sir,  for  your  hurts,  my  felf  will  be  your  furgeon. 
Lead  him  off : 

Iago,  look  with  care  about  the  town, 
And  iilence  thofe  whom  this  vile  brawl  diftracted. 
Come,  Defdemona,  'tis  tke  foldiers'  life, 
To  have  their  balmy  llumbers  wak'd  with  ftrife. 

[Exeunt, 

Manent  Iago  and  Caffio. 

lago.  What,  are  you  hurt,  lieutenant  ? 

Caf.  Paft  all  Surgery. 

Jago.  Marry,  heav'n  forbid  ! 

Caf,  Reputation,  reputation,  reputation !  oh  I  have 
loft  my  reputation  !  I  have  loft  the  immortal  part  of  my 
feif,  and  what  remains  is  beftial.  My  reputation  !  Iago, 
my  reputation-—  - 

Iago.  As  I  am  an  honeft  man,  I  had  thought,  you 
had  receiv'd  fome  bodily  wound;  there  is  more  fenfe  in 
That  than  in  Reputation.  Reputation  is  an  idle,  and  moft 
falfe  impofition  ;  oft  got  without  merit,  and  loft  with- 
out deferving.  You  have  loft  no  reputation  at  all,  un- 
leis  you  repute  your  felf  fuch  a  lofer.  What,  man, — 
there  are  ways  to  recover  the  General  again.  You  are 
but  now  caft  in  his  mood,  a  punifhment  more  in  po- 
licy than  in  malice ;  even  fo  as  one  would  beat  his  offence- 
lcfs  dog,  to  affright  an  imperious  lion.  Sue  to  him  again, 
and  he's  yours. 

Caf.  I  will  rather  fue  to  be  defpis'd,  than  to  deceive 
fo  good  a  commander,  with  fo  flight,  fo  drunken,  and 
fo  indifcreet  an  officer.  Drunk,  and  fpeak  ?  Parrot, 
and  fquabble  ?  fwagger  ?  fvvear  ?  and  difcourfe  fuliian 
with  one's  own  fhadow  ?  oh  thou  invincible  fpirit  of  wine ! 
if  thou  haft  no  name  to  be  known  by,  let  us  call  thee 
devil. 

Iago. 
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Iago.  What  was  he  that  you  follow'd  with  your  fword  ? 
what  had  he  done  to  you  ? 
Caf  I  know  not. 
Iago.  Is't  poflible? 

Caf.  I  remember  a  mafs  of  things,  but  nothing  di- 
ftin&ly:  a  quarrel,  but  nothing  wherefore.  Oh,  that 
men  mould  put  an  enemy  in  their  mouths,  to  (leal  away 
their  brains !  that  we  mould  with  joy,  pleafance,  revel, 
and  applaufe,  transform  our  felves  into  beafts. 

Iago.  Why,  but  you  are  now  well  enough  :  how  came 
you  thus  recovered  ? 

Caf.  It  has  pleas'd  the  devil,  drunkennefs,  to  give 
place  to  the  devil,  wrath ;  one  unperfeclnefs  mews  me 
another,  to  make  me  frankly  defpife  my  felf. 

Iago.  Come,  you  are  too  fevere  a  moraler.  As  the 
time,  the  place,  and  the  condition  of  this  country  ftands, 
I  could  heartily  wifti  this  had  not  befallen  :  but  fince  it 
is  as  it  is,  mend  it  for  your  own  good. 

Caf.  I  will  ask  him  for  my  Place  again  ;  he  mall  tell 

me,  I  am  a  drunkard  !  had  I  as  many  mouths  as 

Hydra,  fuch  an  anfwer  would  flop  them  all.  To  be  now 
a  fenfible  man,  by  and  by  a  fool,  and  prefently  a  bead  ! 

■■■Every  inordinate  cup  is  unblefs'd,  and  the  ingre- 
dient is  a  devil. 

Iago.  Come,  come,  good  wine  is  a  good  familiar  crea- 
ture, if  it  be  well  us'd  :  exclaim  no  more  againft  it. 
And,  good  lieutenant,  I  think,  you  think,  I  love  you. 

Caf  I  have  well  approv'd  it,  Sir.  I  drunk  I 

Iago.  You,  or  any  man  living,  may  be  drunk  at  fome 
time,  man.  I  tell  you  what  you  (hall  do  :  our  general's 
wife  is  now  the  General.  I  may  fay  fo,  in  this  refpeel, 
for  that  he  hath  devoted  and  given  up  himfelf  to  the 
contemplation,  mark  and  denotement  of  her  parts  and 
graces  (2c).    Confefs  your  felf  freely  to  her:  importune 

her 

(10)  For  that  be  bath  deveted,  and  given  up  bimfelf  to  tbe  Con-, 
temptation,  Mark,  and  Devotement  of  ber  Parts  and  Graces.] 
1  remember,  it  is  faid  of  Antony,  in  the  Beginning  of  bis  Trage- 
dy, that  He,  who  ufed  to  fix  his  Eyes  altogether  on  the  dread- 
ful Ranges  of  War,  bcj* 
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her  help,  to  put  you  in  your  Place  again.  She  is  of 
fo  free,  fo  kind,  fo  apt,  fo  blefled  a  difpofition,  fhe 
holds  it  a  vice  in  her  goodnefs  not  to  do  more  than 
Ihe  is  requefted.  This  broken  joint,  between  you  and 
her  husband,  intreat  her  to  fplinter.  And,  my  fortunes 
againft  any  lay  worth  naming,  this  crack  of  your  love 
mall  grow  ftronger  than  it  was  before. 
Caf  You  advife  me  well. 

lags.  I  proteft,  in  the  fincerity  of  love,  and  honeft 
kindnefs. 

Caf.  I  think  it  freely  ;  and  betimes  in  the  morning 
I  will  befeech  the  virtuous  Defdemona  to  undertake 
for  me :  I  am  defperate  of  my  fortunes,  if  they  check 
me  here. 

lago.  You  are  in  the  right :  good  night,  lieutenant,  I 
muft  to  the  Watch. 

Caf.  Goodnight,  honeft  lago.  [Exit  Caflio. 

Manet  lago. 

lago.  And  what's  he  then,   that  fays,  I  play  the 
villain  ? 

When  this  advice  is  free  I  give,  and  honeft, 

Likely  to  thinking,  and,  indeed,  the  courfe 

To  win  the  Moor  again.    For  'tis  moll  eafie 

ThT  inclining  Defdemona  to  fubdue 

In  any  honeft  fuit  \  {he's  franfd  as  fruitful 

As  the  free  elements.    And  then  for  her 

To  win  the  Moor,  wer't  to  renounce  his  baptifm, 

Ail  feals  and  fymbols  of  redeemed  fin, 

His  foul  is  fo.enfetter'd  to  her  love 

That  Hie  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  Ihe  lift, 

  now  heeds >  now  turns, 

The  Office  and  Devotion  of  their  View 

Upon  a  Strumpet's  Front. 
This  is  finely  exprefs'd  j  but  I  cannot  perfuade  my  fell  that 
our  Poet  would  ever  have  faid,  any  one  devoted  himfelf  to  the 
Denotement  of  any  thing.  All  the  Copies  agree  ;  but  the  mif- 
take  certainly  arofc  from  a  fmgle  Letter  being  turn'd  upfide- 
down  at  Prcfs. 

Even 
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Even  as  her  appetite  (hall  play  the  God 

With  his  weak  fun&ion.    Am  I  then  a  villain, 

To  counfel  Cajfio  to  this  parallel  courfe, 

Dire&ly  to  his  Good  ?  Divinity  of  Hell  !" 

When  Devils  will  their  blacked  fins  put  on, 

They  do  fugged  atfirft  with  heav'nly  Shews, 

As  I  do  now.  For  while  this  honed  fool 

Plies  Dejdemona  to  repair  his  fortune, 

And  me  for  him  pleads  ftrongly  to  the  Moor  ; 

I'll  pour  this  pedilence  into  his  ear, 

That  fhe  repeals  him  for  her  body's  luft : 

And  by  how  much  fhe  drives  to  do  him  good, 

She  mall  undo  her  credit  with  the  Moor. 

So  will  I  turn  her  virtue  into  Pitch  ; 

And  out  of  her  own  goodnefs  make  the  net, 

That  mall  enmefli  them  all.    How  now,  Rodorigo  f 

Enter  Rodorigo. 

Rod.  I  do  follow  here  in  the  chace,  not  like  a  hound 
that  hunts,  but  one  that  fills  up  the  cry.  My  mony  it 
almoft  fpent  ;  I  have  been  to  night  exceedingly  well 
cudgelled  ;  and,  I  think,  the  hTue  will  be,  I  mall  have 
fo  much  experience  for  my  pains ;  and  fo  with  no  mo- 
ny at  all,  and  a  little  more  wit,  return  again  to  Venice* 

Iago.  How  poor  are  they,  that  have  no  patience  ? 
What  wound  did  ever  heal  but  by  degrees  ; 
Thou  know'd,  we  work  by  wit,  and  not  by  witchcraft ; 
And  wit  depends  on  dilatory  time : 
Does't  not  go  well  ?  CaJJio  hath  beaten  thee, 
And  thou  by  that  fmall  hurt  haft  cafhier'd  Cafiio, 
Tho'  other  things  grow  fair  againft  the  Sun, 
Yet  fruits,  that  blofTom  firft,  will  fird  be  ripe  : 
Content  thy  feif  a  while.    In  troth,  'tis  morning: 
Pleafure  and  a&ion  make  the  hours  feem  fhort, 
Retire  thee ;  go  where  thou  art  billeted  : 
Away,  I  fay  ;  thou  (halt  know  more  hereafter  : 
Nay,  get  thee  gone.  [Exit  Rodorigo. 

Two  things  are  to  be  done  ;  (21) 

My 

(21)  Two  things  are  to  be  done  ; 

My  Wife  mufi  move  for  Caflio  to  her  Mijlrgfs,  TU 
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My  Wife  mufl:  move  for  CaJJio  to  her  miflrefs : 
I'll  fet  her  on:  

My  felf,  the  while,  to  draw  the  Moor  apart, 
And  bring  him  jump,  when  he  may  CaJJio  find 

Sollicking  his  Wife,  ay,  that's  the  way  : 

Dull  not,  Device,  by  coldnefs  and  delay.  [Exit. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE,  before  Othello**  Palace. 
Enter  CafTio,  with  Muficians. 

C    A     S     S     I  On 

MASTERS,    play  here,  I  will  content  your 
pains, 

Something  that's  brief;  and  bid,  good  morrow, 
General. 

[Mujick  plays ;  and  enter  Clown  from  the  Houfe. 
Clown.  Why,  matters,  have  your  inftruments  been  in 
Naples,  that  they  fpeak  i'th'  nofe  thus  ? 
MuJ.  How,  Sir,  how  ? 

Clown.  Arethefe,  I  pray  you,  wind-inflruments  ? 
MuJ.  Ay,  marry  are  they,  Sir. 
Clown.  Oh,  thereby  hangs  a  tail. 

VII  fet  her  on  to  draw  the  Moor  apart.]  Mr.  Pope  has 
falfiried  the  Text,  becaufe  it  wanted  a  little  Help  :  fo  that,  in 
the  firft  place,  we  don't  fee  what  were  the  two  things  to  be 
done :  and,  then,  it  was  Iago,  not  his  Wife,  that  was  to  draw, 
the  Moor  apart.    The  old  Books  read  ; 

 Tivo  things  are  to  be  done  ; 

My  Wift  muji  move  for  CafTio  to  htr  Miftrefs, 

Vll fet  her  on  my  felf,  a  while,  to  draw  the  Moor  apart. 
This  unreafonable  long  Alexandrine  was  certainly  a  Blunder 
of  the  Editors  :   a  flight  Tranfpofition  and  Change  will  regu- 
late it,  as  the  Poet  intended. 
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Muf.  Whereby  hangs  a  tale,  Sir? 

Clown.  Marry,  Sir,  by  many  a  wind  inftrument  that 
I  know.  But,  Matters,  here's  mony  for  you :  and  the 
General  fo  likes  your  mufick,  that  he  defires  you  for 
love's  fake  to  make  no  more  noife  with  it. 

Muf.  Well,  Sir,  we  will  not. 

Clown.  If  you  have  any  mufick  that  may  not  be  heard, 
to't  again  :  But,  as  they  fay,  to  hear  mufick,  the  Gene- 
ral does  not  greatly  care. 

Muf.  We  have  none  fuch,  Sir. 

Clown.  Then  put  up  your  pipes  in  your  bag,  for  I'll 
away.    Go,  vanilh  into  air,  away.  {Exeunt  Muf. 

Caf.  Doft  thou  hear,  mine  honeft  friend  ? 

Clown.  No,  I  hear  not  your  honeft  friend  ;  I  hear  you. 

Caf.  Pr'ythee,  keep  up  thy  quillets,  there's  a  poor 
piece  of  gold  for  thee  :  if  the  gentlewoman,  that  attends 
the  General's  wife,  be  ftirring,  tell  her,  there's  one  Caf 
Jto  entreats  of  her  a  little  favour  of  fpeech,  Wilt  thou 
do  this  ? 

Clown.  She  is  ftirring,  Sir;  if  Ihe  will  ftir  hither,  I 
ihall  feem  to  noti fie  unto  her.  [Exit  Clown, 

Caf.  Do,  my  good  friend, 

To  him,  e?iter  Iago. 
In  happy  time,  Iago. 

Iago.  You  have  not  been  a-bed  then  ? 

Caf.  Why,  no ;  the  day  had  broke,  before  we  parted. 
I  have  made  bold  to  fend  in  to  your  wife  ; 
My  fuit  is,  that  (he  will  to  Defdemona 
Procure  me  fome  accefs. 

Iago.  I'll  fend  her  prefently  ; 
And  I'll  devife  a  mean  to  draw  the  Moor 
Out  of  the  way,  that  your  converfe  and  bufinefs 
May  be  more  free.  [Exit, 

Caf.  I  humbly  thank  you  for't.    I  never  knew 
A  Florentine  mere  kind  and  honeft. 

To  him>  enter  iEmilia. 

s£mil.  Good  morrow,  good  lieutenant,  I  am  forry 
For  your  difpleafure ;  but  all  will,  fure,  be  well. 

The 
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The  General  and  his  wife  are  talking  of  it : 
And  Hie  fpeaks  for  you  ftoutly.    The  Moor  replies, 
That  he,  yon  hurt,  is  of  great  fame  in  Cyprus, 
And  great  affinity  i  and  that  in  wifdom 
He  might  not  hut  refufe  you.    But  he  protefts,  he  lovet 
you; 

And  needs  no  other  fuitor,  but  his  likings, 
To  bring  you  in  again. 

Caf,  Yet  I  befeech  you, 
3f  you  think  fit,  or  that  it  may  be  done, 
Give  me  advantage  of  fome  brief  difcourfe 
With  Def demon  adorn. 

jEmil.  Pray  you,  come  in  : 
I  will  beftow  you  where  you  mail  have  time 
To  fpeak  your  bofom  freely. 

Caf  Pm  much  bound  to  you.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Othello,  Iago,  and  Gentlemen. 

Oth.  Thefe  letters  give,  Iago,  to  the  pilot, 
And  by  him  do  my  duties  to  the  Senate ; 
That  done,  I  will  be  walking  on  the  Works ; 
Repair  there  to  me. 

Iago.  My  good  lord,  IT1  do't. 

Oth.  This  fortification,    gentlemen,  (hall  we  fee't? 

Gent.  We'll  wait  upon  your  lordfhip.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  an  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Defdemona,  Caffio,  and  Emilia. 

Def.  T>  E  thou  affur'd,  good  Cajlo,  I  will  do 
JJ  All  my  abilities  in  thy  behalf. 

JEmil  Good  Madam,  do  3    I  know,  it  grieves  my 
husband 
As  if  the  caufe  were  his. 

Def.  Oh,  that's  an  honeft  fellow  ;  doubt  not,  LaJjio% 
But  I  will  have  my  lord  and  you  again 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Caf.  Mod  bounteous  Madam, 
Whatever  fhall  become  of  Michael  Cafw,  , 
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He's  never  any  thing  but  your  true  fervant. 

Def  I  know't,  I  thank  you  ;  you  do  love  my  lord, 
You've  known  him  long ;  and,  be  you  well  affiled, 
He  mall  in  ftrangenefs  ftand  no  farther  off 
Than  in  a  politick  diftance. 

Caf  Ay,  but,  lady, 
That  policy  may  either  laft  fo  long, 
Or  feed  upon  fuch  nice  and  waterilh  diet, 
Or  breed  it  felf  foout  of  circumftances, 
That  I  being  abfent,  and  my  place  fupply'd, 
My  General  will  forget  my  love  and  fervice. 

Def  Do  not  doubt  that ;  before  jEmilia  here, 
I  give  thee  warrant  of  thy  Place.    Aflure  thee, 
If  I  do  vow  a  friendftiip,  J'U  perform  it 
To  the  laft  article.    My  lord  mall  never  reft  ; 
I'll  watch  him  tame,  and  talk  him  out  of  patience  ; 
His  bed  mall  feem  a  fchool,  his  board  a  mrift ; 
I'll  intermingle  every  thing  he  does 
With  CafJio\  fuit :  therefore  be  merry,  CaJJlo ; 
For  thy  follicitor  mail  rather  die, 
Than  give  thy  caufe  away. 

Enter  Othello,  and  Iago,  at  diftance. 

^Ltnil.  Madam,  here  comes  my  lord. 
Caf.  Madam,  I'll  take  my  leave. 
Def  Why,  ftay,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 
Caf  Madam,  not  now ;  I'm  very  ill  at  eafe, 
Unfit  for  mine  own  purpofes. 

Def  Well,  do  your  difcretion.  [Exit  Caffio. 

Iago.  Hah !  I  like  not  that.  ■ 
Oth.  What  doft  thou  fay  ? 

Iago.  Nothing,  my  lord  ;  or  if  1  know  not  what. 

Otb.  Was  not  that  Caffio,  parted  from  my  wife  ? 

Iago.  Caffio,  my  lord? — no,  fure,  I  cannot  think  it, 
That  he  would  fteal  away  fo  guilty-like, 
Seeing  you  coming. 

Otb.  I  believe,  'twas  he. 

Def.  How  now,  my  lord  ? 
I  have  been  talking  with  a  fuitor  here, 
A  man  that  languiihes  in  your  difpleaiure. 

Oth. 
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Otb.  Who  is't  you  mean  ? 

Def  Why,  your  lieutenant  CaJJio.    Good  my  lord, 
If  I  have  any  grace,  or  power  to  move  you, 
His  prefent  reconciliation  take. 
For  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you, 
That  errs  in  ignorance,  and  not  in  cunning, 
I  have  no  judgment  in  an  honeft  face. 
I  pr'ythee,  call  him  back. 

Otb.  Went  he  hence  now  ? 

DeJ.  I,  footh,  fo  humbled, 
That  he  hath  left  part  of  his  grief  with  me, 
To  fufrer  with  him.    Good  iove,  call  him  back. 

Otb.  Not  now,  fweet  DeJ de mona  ;  fome  other  time, 

Def  But  fhall't  be  mortly  ? 

Otb.  The  fooner,  Sweet,  for  you. 

Def  ShalFt  be  to  night  at  fupper  ? 

Otb  Not  to  night. 

Def  Tomorrow  dinner  then  ? 

Otb,  I  fhall  not  dine  at  home  ; 
I  meet  the  Captains  at  the  citadel. 

Def  Why  then  to  morrow  night,  or  Tuefday  morn, 
Or  Tuefday  noon,   or  night,  or  Wednefday  morn, 
I  pr'ythee,  name  the  time  ;  but  let  it  not 
Exceed  three  days ;  in  faith,  he's  penitent : 
And  yet  his  trefpafs,  in  our  common  reafon, 
(Save  that,  they  fay,  the  wars  mud  make  examples 
Out  of  their  belt,)  is  not  almoit  a  fault 
T'  incur  a  private  check.    When  fhall  he  come  ? 
Tell  me,  Othello.    I  wonder  in  my  foul, 
What  you  would  ask  me,  that  I  would  deny, 
Or  ftand  fo  mutt'ring  on  ?  what  ?  Michael  CaJJio  ! 
That  came  a  wooing  with  you,  and  many  a  time, 
When  I  have  fpoke  of  you  difpraifingly, 
Hath  ta'en  your  part,  to  have  fo  much  to  do 
To  bring  him  in  ?  trull  me,  J  could  do  much— — 

Otb.  Pr'ythee,  no  more  ;  let  him  come  when  he  will, 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

DeJ.  Why,  this  is  not  a  boon  ; 
'Tis  as  I  ihould  entreat  you  wear  your  gloves, 
Or  feed  on  nourifliing  meats,  or  keep  you  warm ; 
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Or  fue  to  you,  to  do  peculiar  profit 
To  your  own  perfon.    Nay,  when  I  have  fuit, 
Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  love  indeed, 
It  mall  be  full  of  poize  and  difficulty, 
'  And  fearful  to  be  granted. 

Oth.  I  will  deny  thee  nothing, 
i  Whereon  I  do  befeech  thee,  grant  me  this, 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  my  felf. 

Def.  Shall  I  deny  you?  no;  farewel,   my  lord. 

Oth.  Farewel,  my  Defdemona,  I'll  come  ftrait. 

Def,  j%Lmilia>  come  ;  be,  as  your  fancies  teach  you  : 
Whateer  you  be,  I  am  obedient.  {Exeunt* 

Manent  Othello,  and  lago. 

Oth.  Excellent  Wench!  Perdition  catch  my 

foul,  (22) 

But  I  do  love  thee  ;  and  when  I  love  thee  not, 
Chaos  is  come  again. 

Jago.  My  noble  lord,— — — 

Oth.  What  doit  thou  fay,  Jago? 

Jago.  Did  Michael  Cajfio,  when  you  woo'd  my  lady, 
Know  of  your  love  ? 

Oth.  He  did,  from  £rft  to  laft  :  why  dofl  thou  ask  ? 

Jago.  But  for  a  fatisfaclion  of  my  thought, 
No  farther  harm. 

Oth.  Why  of  thy  thought,  lago? 

Jago.  I  did  not  think,  he'd  been  acquainted  with  it. 

(22)  Excellent  Wretch  !   Perdition  catch  my  Soul, 

But  I  do  love  thee;  &c]  Tho*  all  the  printed  Copies 
concur  in  this  Reading,  I  think,  it  is  very  reafonably  to  be  fuf- 
pe£ed.  Othello  is  exchiming  here  with  Admiration  and  rap- 
turous Fondnefs:  but  Wretch  can  fcarce  be  admitted  to  be  ufed, 
unlefs  in  Companion  or  Contempt.  I  make  no  queftion,  but 
the  Poet  wrote  5 

Excellent  Wench  !  Perdition  catch  my  Soul,  Sec, 

It  is  to  be  obferv'd,  th*t,  in  Spakespeare's  time,  Wench, 
Lafiy  and  G/r/were  not  ufed  in  that  low  and  vulgar  Accepta- 
,  tion  as  they  are  at  this  time  of  day  j  but  very  frequently  with 
Dignity. 

Otb. 
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Oth.  Oh,  yes,  and  went  between  us  very  oft. 
Iago.  Indeed  I 

Oth.  Indeed!  ay,  indeed.    Difcern'ft  thou  aught  in 
that  ? 
Is  he  not  honeft  ? 

Iago,  Honeft,  my  lord  ? 
Oth.  Honeft  ?  ay,  honeft. 
Iago.  My  lord,  for  aught  I  know. 
Oth.  What  doft  thou  think  ? 
Iago,  Think,  my  lord !  

Oth.  Think,  my  lord  !  why,  by  heav'n,  thou  echo'ft 
me; 

As  if  there  were  fome  monfter  in  thy  thought, 

Too  hideous  to  be  (hewn.    Thou  doft  mean  fomething  : 

I  heard  thee  fay  but  now,  thou  lik'dji  not  that,— 

When  Caffio  left  my  Wife.    What  didft  not  like? 

And  when  I  told  thee,  he  was  of  my  counfel, 

In  my  whole  courfe  of  wooing;  thou  cry'dft,  indeed? 

And  didft  contract  and  purle  thy  brow  together, 

As  if  thou  then  hadft  fhut  up  in  thy  brain 

Some  horrible  conceit :  if  thou  doft  love  me, 

Shew  me  thy  thought. 

Iago.  My  lord,  you  know,  I  love  you. 
Oth.  I  think,  thou  doft  : 
And  for  I  know,  thou  art  full  of  love  and  honefty, 
And  weigh'ft  thy  words  before  thou  giv'ft  them  breath, 
Therefore  thefeilops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more : 
For  fuch  things,  in  a  falfe  difloyal  knave, 
Are  tricks  ofcuftom;  but,  in  a  man  that's  juft, 
They're  cold  dilations  working  from  the  heart, 
That  paftion  cannot  rule. 

Iago.  For  Michael  Cajfio, 
I  dare  be  fworn,  I  think,  that  he  is  honeft. 
Oth.  I  think  fo  too. 
Iago.  Men  fliould  be  what  they  feem, 
Or,  thofe  that  be  not,  'would  they  might  feem  none  ! 
Oth.  Certain,  men  ihould  be  what  they  feem. 
Iago.  Why,  then,  I  think,  Capo's  an  honeft  man. 
Oth.  Nay,  yet  there's  more  in  this  ? 
I  pray  thee,  fpeak  to  me  as  to  thy  thinkings, 

As 
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As  thou  doft  ruminate  ;  and  give  thy  worft  of  thoughts 
The  worft  of  words. 

lago.  Good  my  lord,  pardon  me. 
Tho*  I  am  bound  to  every  att  of  duty, 
I  am  not  bound  to  that,  all  flaves  are  free  to ; 
Utter  my  thoughts!  —  Why,  fay,  they're  vile  and  falfe  ; 
As  where's  that  Palace,  wherein  to  foul  things 
Sometimes  intrude  not  ?  who  has  a  breaft  fo  pure, 
But  fome  uncleanly  apprehenfions 
Keep  leets  and  law- days,  and  in  feflions  fit 
With  meditations  lawful? 

Otb.  Thou  doft  confpire  againft  thy  friend,  lago, 
If  thou  but  think'ft  him  wrong'd,  and  mak'fthis  ear 
A  llranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

lago.  I  do  befeech  you, 
Though  I,  perchance,  am  vicious  in  my  guefs,— - 
(As,  1  confefs,  it  is  my  nature's  plague 
To  fpie  into  abufe  ;  and  oft  my  jealoufie 
Shapes  faults  that  are  not;)  I  intreat  you  then, 
From  one  that  fo  imperfectly  conceits, 
Your  wifdom  would  not  build  your  felf  a  trouble 
Out  of  my  feathering  and  unfure  obfervance  : 
It  were  not  for  your  quiet,  nor  your  good, 
Nor  for  my  manhood,  honefty,  and  wifdom, 
To  let  you  know  my  thoughts. 

Otb.  What  doft  thou  mean? 

lago.  Good  name  in  man  and  woman,  dear  my  lord, 
Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  fouls. 
Who  fteals  my  purie,  fteals  trafh  ;    'tis  fomething,  no- 
thing ; 

'Twas  mine,  'tis  his ;  and  has  been  flave  to  thoufandtj 
But  he,  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name, 
Robs  me  of  That,  which  not  enriches  him, 
And  makes  me  poorindeed. 

Otb.  I'll  know  thy  thoughts— 

lago.  You  cannot,  if  my  heart  were  in  your  hand  ; 
Norihall  not,  whilft  'tis  in  my  cuftody. 

Oth.  Ha  ! 

lago.  Oh,  beware,  my  lord,  of  jealoufie ; 
It  is  a  green-ey'd  monfter,  which  doth  mock 

The 
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The  meat  it  feeds  on.    That  cuckold  lives  in  blifs, 
Who,  certain  of  his  fate,  loves  not  his  wronger ; 
But,  oh,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  o'er, 
Who  doats,  yet  doubts ;  fufpefts,  yet  ftrongly  loves ! 
Otb.  Oh  mifery ! 

Iago.  Poor,  and  content,  is  rich,  and  rich  enough; 
But  riches  endlefs,  is  as  poor  as  winter, 
To  him  that  ever  fears  he  mall  be  poor. 
Good  heaven  !  the  fouls  of  all  my  tribe  defend 
From  jealoufie ! 

Oth.  Why  ?  why  is  this  ? 
Think'ftthou,  I'd  make  a  life  of  jealoufie? 
To  follow  Hill  the  changes  of  the  moon  # 
With  frefh  fufpicions  ?  No  ;  to  be  once  in  doubt, 
Is  once  to  be  refolv'd.    Exchange  me  for  a  goat, 
When  I  mall  turn  the  bufinefs  of  my  foul 
To  fuch  exufflicate  and  blown  furmifes,  # 
Matching  thy  inference.    'Tis  not  to  make  me  jealous, 
To  lay,  my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  well,  loves  company, 
Is  free  of  fpeech,  fings,  plays,  and  dances  well ; 
Where  virtue  is,  thefe  are  moft  virtuous 
Nor  from  mine  own  weak  merits  will  1  draw 
The  fmalleft  fear,  or  doubt  of  her  revolt ; 
For  (he  had  eyes,  andchofeme.   No,  lago,. 
I'll  fee  before  I  doubt ;  when  I  doubt,  prove  ; 
And  on  the  proof,  there  is  no  more  but  this, 
Away  at  once  with  love,  or  jealoufie 

laio  Pm  glad  of  this ;  for  now  I  (hall  have  reafon 
To  mew  the  love  and  duty  that  I  bear  you 
With  franker  fpirit.    Therefore,  as  1  m  bound, 
Receive  it  from  me.    I  fpeak  not  yet  of  proof. 
Look  to  your  wife,  obferve  her  well  with  Cajfio  , 
Wear  your  eye,  thus:  not  jealous   nor  fecure  ; 
I  would  not  have  your  free  and  noble  nature 
Out  of  felf-bounty  be  abused  ;  look  to  t. 
I  know  our  country  difpofition  well ; 
In  Venice  they  do  let  heav'n  fee  the  pranks, 
The^v  dare  not  fhew  their  husbands ,  their  bed  confcience 
Is  not  to  leaved  undone,  but  keep't  unknown. 
Oik  Dod  thou  fay  for 
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Iago.  She  did  deceive  her  father,  marrying  you  ; 
And  when  Hie  feem'd  to  make,  and  fear  your  looks, 
She  lov'd  them  moil. 

Otb.  And  fo  <he  did. 

Iago.  Go  to  then  ; 
She,  that,  fo  young,  could  give  out  fuch  a  Seeming 

To  feal  her  father's  eyes  up,  clofe  as  oak  

He  thought,  'twas  witchcraft— but  I'm  much  to  blame  : 
I  humbly  do  befeech  you  of  your  pardon, 
For  too  much  loving  you. 

Otb.  I'm  bound  to  you  for  ever. 

Iago.  I  fee,  this  hath  a  little  dafrYd  your  fpirits. 

Otb.  Not  a  jot,  not  a  jot. 

Iago.  Truft  me,  I  fear  it  has : 
I  hope,  you  will  conlider,  what  is  fpoke 

Comes  from  my  love.    But,  I  do  fee,  you're  mov'd  

I  am  to  pray  you,  not  to  ftrain  my  fpeech 
To  grolTer  MTues,  nor  to  larger  reach, 
Than  to  fufpicion. 

Otb.  I  will  not. 

Iago.  Should  you  do  fo,  my  lord, 
My  fpeech  would  fall  into  fuch  vile  Succefs, 
Which  my  thoughts  aim  not  at.    Cajjio's  my  worthy 
friend. 

My  lord,  I  fee,  you're  mov'd— — — 

Otb.  No,  not  much  mov'd  

I  do  not  think,  but  Defdemonas  honeft. 

Iago.  Long  live  (he  fo  !  and  long  live  you  to  think  fo  ! 

Otb.  And  yet,  how  nature  erring  from  it  felf  

Iago.  Ay,  there's  the  pointy  -as  (to  be  bold 

with  you) 
Not  to  affect  many  propofed  matches 
Of  her  own  clime,  complexion  and  degree, 
Whereto  we  fee  in  all  things  Nature  tends  : 
Foh!  one  may  fmell,  in  fuch,  a  will  molt  rank, 
«  Foul  difproportions,  thoughts  unnatural. 
IBut,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  in  pofition 
I  Dirtinclly  fpeak  of  her  ;  tho'  I  may  fear, 
Her  will,  recoiling  to  her  better  judgment, 
May  fall  to  match  you  with  her  country  forms, 

Vol.  VIII.  N  And, 
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And,  haply,  fo  repent. 

Oth.  FareweL  farewel ; 
If  more  thou  do(t  perceive,  let  me  know  more  : 
Set  on  thy  wife  fobferve.   Leave  me,  logo* 

lago.  My  lord,  I  take  my  leave.  [Going. 

Oth.  Why  did  I  marry  ?— — » 
This  honeft  creature,  doubtlefs, 
Sees  and  knows  more,  much  more,  than  he  unfolds. 

lago.  My  lord,  I  would,  I  might  entreat  your  Honour 
To  fcan  this  thing  no  farther  ;  leave  it  to  time  : 
Altho'  'tis  fit  that  Ca£io  have  his  Place, 
For,  fure,  he  fills  it  up  with  great  ability  ; 
Yet  if  you  pleafe  to  hold  him  off  a  while, 
You  mail  by  that  perceive  him,  and  his  means ; 
Note,  if  your  lady  ftrain  his  entertainment 
"With  any  ftrong,  or  vehement  importunity  ; 
Much  will  be  feen  in  That.   In  the  mean  time, 
Let  me  be  thought  too  bufy  in  my  fears, 
(As  worthy  caufe  I  have  to  fear,  I  am  ;) 
And  hold  her  free,  I  do  befeech  your  Honour. 

Oth.  Fear  not  my  government. 

Iago.  I  once  more  take  my  leave.  [Exit. 

Manet  Othello. 

Oth.  This  fellow's  of  exceeding  honefty, 
And  knows  all  qualities,  with  a  learned  fpirit, 
Of  human  dealings.   If  I  prove  her  haggard, 
Tho'  that  her  jeffes  were  my  dear  heart- firings, 
rd  whittle  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  wind 
To  prey  at  fortune.    Haply,  for  I'm  black, 
And  have  not  thofe  foft  parts  of  converfation 
That  chamberers  have ;  or,  for  I  am  declin'd 

Into  the  vale  of  years,  yet  that's  not  much  — 

She's  gone,  I  am  abus'd,  and  my  relief 

Mull:  be  to  loath  her.  Oh  the  curfe  of  marriage  ! 

That  we  can  call  thefe  delicate  creatures  ours, 

And  not  their  appetites !  I  had  rather  be  a  toad, 

And  live  upon  the  vapour  of  a  dungeon, 

Than  keep  a  corner  in  the  thing  I  love, 

For  others'  ufe.    Yet  'tis  the  plague  of  Great  ones  ± 

Pre- 
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Prerogative  are  they  lefs  than  the  bafe; 
'Tis  deftiny  unihunnable,  like  death. 
Even  then,  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us, 
When  we  do  quicken.    Defdemona  comes  ! 

Enter  Defdemona  and  JEmilia. 

If  (he  be  falfe,  oh,  then  heav'n  mocks  it  felf : 
I'll  not  believed. 

Def  How  now,  my  dear  Othello  ? 
Your  dinner,  and  the  generous  I/landers, 
By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  prefence. 

Oth.  I  am  to  blame. 

Def.  Why  do  you  fpeak  fo  faintly  ?  ^ 
Are  you  not  well  ? 

Oth.  I  have  a  pain  upon  my  forehead  here. 

Def.  Why,  that's  with  watching,  'twill  away  again ; 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard,  within  this  hour 
It  will  be  well. 

Oth.  Your  napkin  is  too  little  ; 

.     .  •  [Sb*  drops  her  handkerchief. 

Let  it  alone  :  come,  I'll  go  in  with  you. 
Def  I  am  very  forry,  that  you  are  not  well.  {Exeunt. 
Manet  -^Emilia. 

&mil.  I  am  glad,  I  have  found  this  napkin  ; 
This  was  her  firit  remembrance  from  the  Moor ; 
My  wayward  husband  hath  a  hundred  times 
Woo'd  me  to  fteal  it.    But  fhe  fo  loves  the  token 
(For  he  conjur'd  her,  me  mould  ever  keep  it) 
That  me  referves  it  evermore  about  her, 
To  kifs  and  talk  to.    I'll  have  the  work  ta'en  out 
And  give't  lago ;  what  he'll  do  with  it, 
Heav'n  knows,  not  I : 
I  nothing,  but  to  pleafe  his  fantafie. 

Enter  lago. 
lago.  How  now  ?  what  do  you  here  alone  > 
JBmil.  Do  not  you  chide;  I  have  a  thing  for  you 
lago.  You  have  a  thing  for  me  f 
It  is  a  common  thing  

N  2  JSmh. 
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JEmil  Ha? 

lago.  To  have  a  foolifh  wife. 

JEmil.  Oh,  is  that  all  ?  what  will  you  give  me  now 
For  that  fame  handkerchief  ? 

lago.  What  handkerchief? 

jEmil.  What  handkerchief  ?  . 

Why,  that  the  Moor  firft  gave  to  Defdemona  ; 
That  which  fo  often  you  did  bid  me  ileal. 

lago.  Haft  ftolen  it  from  her  ? 

JEmil.  No  ;  but  Ihe  let  it  drop  by  negligence; 
And,  to  th'  advantage,  I,  being  here,  took't  up: 
Look,  here 'tis. 

lago.  A  good  wench,  give  it  me. 

JEmil.  What  will  you  do  with't,  you  have  been  fo 
earneft 
To  have  me  filch  it  ? 

lago.  Why,  what  is  that  to  you  ?         [Snatching  it. 

jBmil.  If  t  be  not  for  fome  purpofe  of  import, 
Give't  me  again.    Poor  lady  f  (he'll  run  mad, 
When  Ihe  (hall  lack  it. 

lago.  Be  not  you  known  on't : 

I  have  ufe  for  it.  Go,  leave  me  ■        [Exit  JEmil, 

I  will  in  CaJ/io's  lodging  lofe  this  napkin, 

And  let  him  find  it.    Trifles  light  as  air 

Are,  to  the  jealous,  confirmations  ftrong 

As  proofs  of  holy  Writ.    This  may  do  fomething. 

The  Moor  already  changes  with  my  poifons : 

DangVous  conceits  are  in  their  nature  poifons, 

Which  at  the  firft  are  fcarce  found  to  diftafte  ; 

But,  with  a  little  acl  upon  the  blood, 

Burn  like  the  mines  of  fulphur.  1  did  fay  fo. 

Enter  Othello. 

Look,  where  he  comes !  Not  Poppy,  nor  Mandragora, 
Nor  all  the  drovvfy  Sirups  of  the  world, 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  fweet  fleep, 
Which  thcu  hadft  yefterday. 
Oth.  Ha !  falfe  to  me  ! 

lago.  Why,  how  now,  General  ?  no  more  of  that. 
Oth.  Avant !  be  gone  1  thou'ft  fet  me  on  the  rack  : 

I  fwear, 
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I  fwear,  'tis  better  to  be  much  abus'd, 
Than  but  to  know  a  little. 
/ago.  How,  my  lord  ? 

Oth.  What  fenfe  had  I  of  her  ftoPn  hours  or  Iuft? 
T  faw't  not,  thought  it  not,  it  harm'd  not  me  ; 
I  flept  the  next  night  well ;  was  free,  and  merry  ; 
I  found  not  Cajfios  kifles  on  her  lips : 
He,  that  is  robVd,  not  wanting  what  is  ftoVn, 
Let  him  not  know't,  and  he's  not  robb'd  at  all. 

lago.  I  am  forry  to  hear  this. 

Oth.  1  had  been  happy,  if  the  general  Camp, 
(Pioneers  and  all,)  had  tafted  her  fweet  body, 
So  I  had  nothing  known.    Oh  now,  for  ever 
Farewel  the  tranquil  mind  !  Farewel  content  ? 
Farewel  the  plumed  troops,  and  the  big  war, 
That  make  ambition  virtue  !  oh,  farewel ! 
Farewel  the  neighing  deed,  and  the  fhrill  trump, 
The  fpirit-ftirring  drum,  th1  ear  piercing  fife, 
The  royal  banner,  and  all  quality, 
Pride,  pomp,  and  circumftance  of  glorious  war! 
And,  oh,  you  mortal  engines,  whofe  rude  throats 
Th'  immortal  Jove's  dread  clamours  counterfeit, 
Farewel !  Othello's  Occupation's  gone  ! 

lago.  Is't  poflible,  my  lord  ? 

Oth.  Villain,  be  fure,  thou  prove  my  love  a  whore  ; 
Be  fure  of  it :  give  me  the  ocular  proof, 

{Catching  hold  on  him, 
Or,  by  the  worth  of  mine  eternal  foul, 
Thou  hadft  been  better  have  been  born  a  dog, 
Than  anfwer  my  wak'd  wrath. 

lago.  Is't  come  to  this? 

Oth.  Make  me  to  fee't ;  or,  at  the  leaft,  fo  prove  it* 
That  the  probation  bear  no  hinge,  nor  loop, 
To  hang  a  doubt  on  :  or,  woe  upon  thy  life  I 

lago  My  noble  lord  • 

Oth.  If  thou  dolt  flander  her,  and  torture  me, 
Never  pray  more  ;  abandon  all  remorfe ; 
On  horrors  head  horrors  accumulate ; 
Do  deeds  to  make  heav'n  weep,  all  earth  amaz'd  • 
For  nothing  canft  thou  to  damnation  add, 

N  3  Greater 
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Greater  than  that. 

lago.  Oh  grace  !  oh  heav'n  defend  me  ! 
Are  you  a  man  ?  have  you  a  foul  ?  or  fenfe  ? 
God  be  w'  you  ;  take  mine  office.    O  wretched  fool, 
That  liv'lt  to  make  thine  honefty  a  vice ! 
Oh  monftrous  world  !  take  note,  take  note,  oh  world 
To  be  direct  and  honeft,  is  not  fafe. 
I  thank  you  for  this  profit,  and  from  hence 
I'll  love  no  friend,  fith  love  breeds  fuch  offence. 

Oth.  Nay,  flay  thou  mould'ft  be  honeft— 

lago.  I  mould  be  wife,  for  honeity's  a  fool, 
And  lofes  what  it  works  for. 

Oth.  By  the  world, 
I  think,  my  wife  is  honeft ;  and  think,  me  is  not ; 
I  think,  that  thou  art  juft  ;  and  think,  thou  art  not* 
I'll  have  fome  proof.  Her  name,  that  was  as  freih 
As  Dian's  vifage,  is  now  begrim'd  and  black 
As  my  own  face.    If  there  be  cords,  or  knives, 
Poifon,  or  fire,  or  fuffbcating  ftreams, 
I'll  not  endure' t—*'  Would,  I  were  fatisfied  ! 

lago.  I  fee,  Sir,  you  are  eaten  up  with  paffion  ; 
I  do  repent  me  that  I  put  it  to  you. 
You  would  be  fatisfied  ? 

Oth.  Would  ?  nay,  and  will. 

lago.  And  may  ;  but  how  ?  how  fatisfied,  my  lord 
Would  you  be  fupervifor,  grofly  gape  on  ? 
Behold  her  tupp'd  ? 

Oth.  Death  and  damnation  !  oh  ! 

lago.  It  were  a  tedious  difficulty,  I  think, 
To  bring  'em  to  that  profpedt :  damn  them  then, 
If  ever  mortal  Eyes  do  fee  them  bolder, 
More  than  their  own.    What  then  ?  how  then? 
What  mall  I  fay  ?  where's  fatisfaftion  ? 
It  is  impoffible  you  mould  fee  this, 
Were  they  as  prime  as  goats,  as  hot  as  monkeys, 
As  fait  as  wolves  in  pride,  and  fools  as  grofs 
As  ignorance  made  drunk.    But,  yet  I  fay, 
If  imputation  and  ftrong  circumftances, 
Which  lead  directly  to  the  door  of  truth, 
Will  give  you  fatisfaftion,  you  might  have't. 
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Oth.  Give  me  a  living  reafcn  (he's  difloyal, 

I  ago.  I  do  not  like  the  office  ; 
But  fince  I'm  entred  in  this  caufe  fo  far, 
Prick'd  to't  by  foolifti  honefty  and  love, 
I  will  go  on.    I  lay  with  Cajjio  lately, 
And,  being  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth, 
I  could  not  ileep. 

There  are  a  kind  of  men,  fo  loofe  of  foul, 

That  in  their  deeps  will  mutter  their  affairs ; 

One  of  this  kind  is  Cajjio  : 

In  fleep  I  heard  him  fay,  si  Sweet  Defdemona, 

u  Let  us  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  loves  !" 

And  then,  Sir,  would  he  gripe,  and  wring  my  hand  ; 

Cry  "  Oh  fvveet  creature  V*  and  then  kife  me  hard, 

As  if  he  pluckt  up  kifles  by  the  roots, 
That  grew  upon  my  lips  ;  then  lay  his  leg 
Over  my  thigh,  and  figh  and  kifs,  and  then 
Cry,  "  Ourfed  fate  !  that  gave  thee  to  the  Moor." 

Oth.  Oh  monftrous !  monftrous  !  j 

Iago.  Nay,  this  was  but  his  dream. 

Oth.  But  this  denoted  a  fore-gone  conclulion  ; 
'Tis  a  (hrewd  doubt,  tho'  it  be  but  a  dream. 

Iago.  And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  proofs, 
That  do  demonftrate  thinly. 

Oth.  I'll  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

Iago.  Nay,  but  be  wife  ;  yet  we  fee  nothing  done  ; 
She  may  be  honeft  yet.      ■  Tell  me  but  this, 
Have  you  not  fometimes  feen  a  handkerchief, 
Spotted  with  ftrawberries  in  your  wife's  hand  ? 

Oth.  I  gave  her  fuch  a  one;  'twas  my  firft  gift. 

Iago.  I  know  not  that ;  but  fuch  a  handkerchief, 
(I'm  fure,  it  was  your  wife's,)  did  I  to  day 
See  Cajjio  wipe  his  beard  with. 

Oth.  If  it  be  that  

Iago.  If  it  be  that,  or  any,  if 'twas  hers, 
It  fpeaks  againft  her  with  the  other  proofs. 

Oth.  Oh,  that  the  Have  had  forty  thoufand  lives! 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  Revenge. 

Now  do  I  fee,  'tis  true.  Look  here,  Iago, 

All  my  fond  love  thus  do  I  blow  to  heav'n  : 

N  4  Tis 
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'Tis  gone;  

Arife,  black  vengeance,  from  the  hollow  hell ! 
Yield  up,  oh  love,  thy  crown  and  hearted  throne 
To  tyrannous  hate  !  fwell,  bofbm,  with  thy  fraught, 
For  'tis  of  afpicks'  tcngues. 

Jago.  Yet  be  content. 

Oth.  Oh  blood,  blood,  blood 

Jago.  Patience,   I  fay  ;•  your  mind,  perhaps,  may 
change. 

Oth.  Never,  Iago.   Like  to  the  Pontzck  Sea, 
Whofe  icy  current  and  compulfive  courfe, 
Ne'er  feels  retiring  ebb,  but  keeps  due  on 
To  the  Profontick,  and  the  He  lie ff  out : 
Even  fo  my  bloody  thoughts  with  violent  pace 
Shall  ne'er  look  back,  ne'er  ebb  to  humble  love, 
'  Till  that  a  capable  and  wide  revenge 

Swallow  them  up.  Now,  by  yond  marble  heav'n, 

In  the  due  rev'rence  of  a  facred  vow  [He  k?ieels> 

1  here  engage  my  words 

Jago.  Do  not  rife  yet :  [Iago  kneels* 

Witnefs,  you  ever-burning  lights  above  ! 
You  elements,  that  clip  us  round  about ! 
Witnef?,  that  here  Iago  doth  give  up 
The  execution  of  his  wit,  hands,  heart, 
To  wrong'd  Othello*  s  fervice.   Let  him  command,  (23) 
Nor,  to  obey,  lhall  be  in  me  Remorfe, 
What  bloody  bufinefs  ever. 

Oth.  I  greet  thy  love, 

(23)  Let  him  command, 

And  to  obey  Jhall  be  in  me  Remorfe, 

What  bloody  Bufinefs  ever.]  Thus  all  the  old  Copies, 
to  the  manifeft  Depravation  of  the  Poet's  Senfe.  Mr.  Pope 
has  attempted  an  Emendation,  but  with  his  old  Luck  and 
Dexterity. 

Not  to  obey,  Jhall  be  in  me  Remorfe,  &c. 
I  read,  with  the  Change  only  of  a  fingle  Letter  ; 

Nor,  tt  obey,  pall  be  in  me  Remorfe,  &c. 
i.  e.  Let  your  Commands  be  ever  fo  bloody,  Remorfe  and 
CompafTion  mall  not  reftrain  me  from  obeying  them. 


Not 
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Not  with  vain  thanks,  but  with  acceptance  bounteous, 
And  will  upon  the  inftant  put  thee  toV. 
Within  thefe  three  days  let  me  hear  thee  fay, 
That  Caflio's  not  alive. 

lago.  My  friend  is  dead ; 
•  Tis  done  at  your  requeft.    But  let  her  live. 

Otb.  Damn  her,  lewd  Minx !  oh,  damn  her,  damn 
her! 

Come,  go  with  me  apart ;  I  will  withdraw 
To  furni(h  me  with  fomefwift  means  of  death 
For  the  fair  Devil.  Now  art  thou  my  Lieutenant.  — — 
lago,  I  am  your  own  forever.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE,  another  Apartment  in  tb*  Palace. 
Enter  Defdemona,  Emilia*  and  Clown. 

Def.  T"VO  you  know,  firfah,  where  Lieutenant  Cajfio 
JL/       lies  ? 
Clown.  I  dare  not  fay,  he  lies  any  where. 
Def  Why,  man  ? 

Clown.  He's  a  foldier;  and  for  me  to  fay,  a  foldier 
lies,  'tis  ftabbing. 

Def  Go  to  ;  where  lodges  he  ? 

Clown.  To  tell  you  where  he  lodges,  is  to  tell  you 
where  I  lie. 

Def.  Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this  ? 

Clown.  I  know  not  where  he  lodges ;  and  for  me  to' 
devife  alodging,  and  fay,  he  lies  here,  or  he  lies  there, 
were  to  lie  in  mine  own  throat. 

Def.  Can  you  enquire  him  out?  and  be  edified  by 
report  ? 

Clown.  I  will  catechize  the  world  for  him  ;  that  is, 
make  queftions,  and  bid  them  anfwer.  (24) 

Bef. 

(24)  Clown.  J  will  catechize  the  World  for  him; 

That  is,  make  Qucfiions,  and  by  them  anfwer.} 
This  Chwn  is  a  Fool  to  fomc  purpofe.    He  was  to  go  feek 
N  5  for 


29S  Othhlo,  the 

Def.  Seek  him,  bid  him  come  hither  ;  tell  him,  I 
have  mov'd  my  lord  on  his  behalf,  and  hope,  all  will  be 
well. 

Clown.  To  do  this  is  within  the  compafs  of  man's 
wit,  and  therefore  I  will  attempt  the  doing  of  it. 

[Exit  Clown. 

Def  Where  mould  I  lofe  that  handkerchief,  JEmilia  ? 

JEmtl.  I  know  not,  Madam. 

Def  Celieve  me,  I  had  rather  loll  my  purfe 
Full  of  Cruzadoes.  And  but  my  noble  Moor 
Is  true  of  mind,  and  made  of  no  fuch  baiends 
As  jealous  creatures  are,  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill  thinking. 

jEmil.  Is  he  not  jealous  ? 

Def.  Who,  he?  I  think,  the  Sun,  where  he  was  born, 
Drew  all  fuch  humours  from  him. 

JEmil.  Look,  where  he  comes. 

Def  I  will  not  leave  him  now,  till  Caffio  be 
CalTd  to  him.  How  is  it  with  you,  my  lord  ? 

Enter  Othello. 

Otb.  Well,  my  good  lady.    Oh,  hardnefs  to  dif- 
femble  ! 
How  do  you,  Defdemona  ? 
Def  Well,  my  Lord. 

Otb.  Give  me  your  hand;  this  hand  is  moift,  my 
Lady. 

Def  It  yet  hath  felt  no  age,  nor  known  no  forrow. 

Otb.  This  argues  fruitfulnefs,  and  liberal  heart : 
Hot,  hot,  and  moift —  this  hand  of  yours  requires 
A  fequelter  from  liberty  ;  falling  and  prayer, 
Much  caftigation,  exercife  devout; 
For  here's  a  young  and  fweating  devil  here, 
That  commonly  rebels  :  'tis  a  good  hand, 
A  frank  one. 

for  One  ;  he  fays,  he  will  ask  for  him,  and  by  his  own  Que- 
ftions  make  Anfwer.    Without  doubt,  we  mould  read  ; 

•  ■       and  bid  tbem  avfiuer. 
i.  e.  the  World  3  thofe,  whom  he  quem'ons,       Mr.  Warburton. 

Def. 
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Def  You  may,  indeed,  fay  fo ; 
For  'twas  that  hand,  that  gave  away  my  heart. 

Oth.  A  liberal  hand.  The  hearts,  of  old,  gave  hands ; 
But  our  new  heraldry  is  hands,  not  hearts. 

Def.  I  cannot  fpeak  of  this ;  come,  now  yourpromife. 

Oth.  What  promife,  chuck  ? 

Def.  I've  fent  to  bid  CaJJio  come  fpeak  with  you. 

Oth.  I  have  a  fait  and  forry  Rheum  offends  me  ; 
Lend  me  thy  handkerchief. 

Def  Here,  my  Lord. 

Oth.  That,  which  I  gave  you. 

Def  I  have  it  not  about  me. 

Oth.  Not?  

Def  No,  indeed,  my  Lord. 

Oth.  That's  a  fault.   That  handkerchief 
Did  an  JEgyptian  to  my  mother  give  ; 
She  was  a  Charmer,  and  could  almoft  read 
The  thoughts  of  people.   She  told  her,  while  (he  kept  it, 
'Twould  make  her  amiable,  fubdue  my  father 
Intirely  to  her  love  ;  but  if  (he  loft  it, 
Or  made  a  gift  of  it,  my  father's  eye 
Should  hold  her  loathed,  and  his  fpirits  hunt 
After  new  fancies.    She,  dying,  gave  it  me ; 
And  bid  me,  when  my  fate  would  have  me  wiv'd, 
To  give  it  her.    I  did  fo;  and  take  heed  on't;— — 
Make  it  a  darling,  like  your  precious  eye  ; 
To  lofe't,  or  give't  away,  were  fuch  perdition, 
As  nothing  elfe  could  match. 

Def  Is't  poffible  ? 

Oth.  'Tis  true;  there's  magick  in  the  web  of  it; 
A  Sibyl,  that  had  numbred  in  the  world 
The  Sun  to  courfe  two  hundred  compafTes. 
In  her  prophetick  fury  fow'd  the  Work  : 
The  worms  were  hallowed,  that  did  breed  the  filk  5 
And  it  was  dy'd  in  Mummey,  which  the  skilful 
Conferv'd  of  Maidens'  hearts. 

Def  Indeed  !  is't  true  ? 

Oth.  Moft  veritable,  therefore  look  to't  well. 

Def.  Then  would  to  heav  n,  that  I  had  never  feen't  f 

Oth.  Ha  ?  wherefore  ? 

Def 
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Def  Why  do  you  fpeak  fo  ftartingly,  and  ram  ? 
Otb.  L't  loft  ?  is't  gone  ?  fpeak,  is  it  out  o'th'  way  ? 
Def  Blefs  us!  — 
Otb.  Say  you  ? 

Def.  It  is  not  loft  ;  but  what,  an  if  it  were? 
Otb.  Ha ! 

Def.  I  fay,  it  is  not  loft. 

Otb.  Fetch't,  let  me  fee't. 

Def  Why,  fo  I  can,  Sir ;  but  I  will  not  now  : 
This  is  a  trick  to  put  me  from  my  fuit, 
Pray  you,  let  Cafjio  be  receiv'd  again.. 

Otb.  Fetch  me  the  handkerchief  my  mind  mif- 

gives—  

Def  Come,  you'll  ne'er  meet  a  more  fufHcient  man. 

Otb.  Trie  handkerchief  

Def.  A  man,  that,  all  his  time, 
Hath  founded  his  good  fortunes  on  your  love; 
Skar'd  dangers  with  you. 

Otb.  The  handkerchief  

Def  Infcoth,  you  are  to  blame. 

Otb.  Away!   [Exit  Othello. 

Manent  Defdemona  and  -^Emilia. 

JEmil.  Is  not  this  man  jealous? 

Def  I  ne'er  faw  this  before. 
Sure,  there's  fome  wonder  in  this  handkerchief: 
I'm  molt  unhappy  in  the  lofs  of  it. 

JEmiL  'Tis  not  a  year,  or  two,  mews  us  a  man : 
They  are  all  but  flomachs,  and  we  all  but  food  ; 
They  eat  us  hungerJy,  and,  when  they're  full, 
They  belch  us.  Look  you  !  CaJJio,  and  my  husband. 

Enter  Iago  and  Caflio. 
Iago.  There  is  no  other  way,  'tis  fhe  muft  do't ; 
Andlo,  the  happinefs !  go  and  importune  her. 

Def  How  now,  good  CaJJio,   what's  the  news  with 

you  ? 

Caf  Madam,  my  former  fuit.  I  do  befeech  you, 
That  by  your  virtuous  means  I  may  again 
ExiAj  an<*  be  a  member  of  his  love ; 

Whom 
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Whom  I,  with  all  the  office  of  my  heart, 
Intirely  honour.  I  would  not  be  delay 'd  ; 
If  my  offence  be  of  fuch  mortal  kind, 
That  not  my  fervice  paft,  nor  prefent  forrows, 
Nor  purpos'd  merit  in  futurity, 
Can  ranibm  me  into  his  love  again ; 
But  to  know  To,  muft  be  my  benefit. 
So  fliall  I  cloath  me  in  a  forc'd  content, 
And  fhut  myfelf  up  in  fome  other  courfe,* 
To  fortune's  alms. 

Def.  Alas  !  thrice-gentle  Caffto, 
My  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune  ; 
My  lord  is  not  my  lord  ;  nor  {hould  I  know  h\m> 
Were  he  in  favour,  as  in  humour,  alter'd. 
So  help  me  every  fpirit  fan&ified, 
As  I  have  fpoken  for  you  all  my  belt; 
And  flood  within  the  blank  of  his  difpleafure, 
For  my  free  fpeech !  You  muft  a-while  be  patient; 
What  I  can  do,  I  will :  and  more  I  will 
Than  for  myfelf  I  dare.    Let  That  fufrice  you, 

lago.  Is  my  lord  angry  I 

JEmiL  He  went  hence  but  now  ; 
And,  certainly,  in  ftrange  unquietnefs, 

lago.  Can  he  be  angry?  I  have  feen  the  Cannon, 
When  it  hath  blown  his  ranks  into  the  air, 
And,  like  the  Devil,  from  his  very  arm 
Puft  his  own  brother  ;  and  can  he  be  angry  ? 
Something  of  moment  then  ;  I  will  go  meet  him ; 
There's  matter  in't  indeed,  if  he  be  angry.  [Exit  \ 

Manent  Defdemona,  Emilia, .  and  Cafllo. 

Def.  I  pr'ythee,  do  fo. — Somethirig,  fure,  of  State, 
Either  from  Venice^  or  fome  unhatch'd  practice, 
Made  here  demon ftrable  in  Cyprus  to  him, 
Hath  puddled  his  clear  fpirit ;  and,  in  fuch  cafes, 
Mens'  natures  wrangle  with  inferior  things, 
Tho'  great  ones  are  their  objecl.    *  I  is  ev'n  fo, 
For  let  our  finger  ake,  and  it  endues 
Our  other  healthful  members  with  a  fenfe 
Of  pain.    Nay,  we  muft  think,  Men  arc  not  Gods; 

Nor 
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Nor  of  them  look  for  fuch  obfervance  always, 
As  fits  the  bridal.    Befhrew  me  much,  JEmMa, 
I  was  (unhandfome  warrior,  as  I  am,) 
Arraigning  his  unkind nefs  with  my  foul  ; 
But  now  I  find,  I  had  fuborn'd  the  witnefs, 
And  he's  indited  falfely. 

jEmiL  Pray  heav'n,  it  be 
State-matter,  as  you  think  ;  and  no  conception, 
Nor  jealous  toy  concerning  you. 

Def  Alas-the-day,  I  never  gave  him  caufe. 

JEmiL  But  jealous  fouls  will  not  be  anfwer'd  fo ; 
They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  a  caufe ; 
But  jealous,  for  they're  jealous.   It's  a  monfter 
Begot  upon  it  felf,  born  on  it  felf. 

Def.  Heav'n  keep  that  monfter  from  Othello's  mind  ! 

JEmiL  Lady,  amen. 

Def.  I  will  go  feek  him.  Caffio,  walk  hereabout ; 
If  I  do  find  him  fit,  Til  move  your  fuit, 
And  feek  t'erFecl:  it  to  my  uttermoft. 

Caf  I  humbly  thank  your  Ladymip. 


SCENE  changes  to  the  Street  before  the  Palace. 


How  is  it  with  you,  my  mod  fair  Bianca  ? 
Indeed,  fweet  Love,  I  was  coming  to  your  houfe. 

Bian.  And  I  was  going  to  your  lodging,  Cajfio. 
What  ?  keep  a  week  away  ?  feven  days  and  nights  ? 
Eightfcore  eight  hours  ?  and  lovers'  abfent  hours, 
More  tedious  than  the  dial,  eightlcore  times  ? 
Oh  weary  reck'ning  ! 

Caf  Pardon  me,  Bianca  : 
I  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  preft  ; 
But  I  mall  in  a  more  convenient  time 


[Ex.  Defdern.  and  JEmW.  atone 
door ;  CafTio,  at  the  other. 
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Strike  off  this  fcore  of  abfence.    Sweet  Bianca, 

[Giving  her  Defdemona'j  Handkerchief. 
Take  me  this  work  out. 

Bian.  Oh  Caffio,  whence  came  this? 
This  is  fome  token  from  a  newer  friend  : 
Of  thy  felt  abfence  now  I  feel  a  caufe: 
Is't  come  to  this  ?  well,  well. 

Caf  Go  to,  woman  ; 
Throw  your  vile  gueiTes  in  the  Devil's  teeth, 
From  whom  you  have  them.    You  are  jealous  now, 
That  this  is  from  fome  miitrefs,,  fome  remembrance  ? 
No,  in  good  troth,  Bianca. 

Bian.  Why,  whofe  is  it  ? 

Caf.  I  know  not  neither ;  I  found  it  in  my  chamber  * 
I  like  the  work  well;  ere  it  be  demanded, 
As  like  enough  it  will,  I'd  have  it  copied  : 
Take  it,  and  do't,  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 

Bian.  Leave  you  ?  wherefore  ? 

Caf  I  do  attend  here  on  the  General, 
And  think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wiih, 
To  have  him  fee  me  woman'd. 

Bian.  Why,  I  pray  you  ? 

Caf  Not  that  I  love  you  not. 

Bian.  But  that  you  do  not  love  me ; 
I  pray  you,  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little; 
And  fay,  if  I  mall  fee  you  foon  at  night  ? 

Caf.  'Tis  but  a  little  way  that  I  can  bring  you, 
For  I  attend  here.    But  I'll  fee  you  foon. 

Bian,  'Tis  very  good ;  I  muft  be  circumftanc'd.  [Exe. 
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A     C    T  IV. 

S  C  E  N  E,  a  Court  before  the  Palace. 
Enter  Othello,  and  Iago.. 

I  A   G  O; 

WTLL  you  think  fo? 
Oth.  Think  fo,  Iago? 
Iago.  What,  to  kite  in  private  ? 
Oth.-  An  unauthoriz'd  kifs? 
Iago.  Of  to  be  naked  with  her  friend  in  bed, 
An  hour  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harm  ? 

Oth.  Naked  in  bed,  Iago,  and  not  mean  harm  ? 
Jt  is  hypocrify  againft  the  Devil: 
They  that  mean  virtuoufly,  and  >et  do  fo, 
The  Devil  their  virtue  tempfs,  and  they  tempt  heav'n. 
Iago.  If  they  do  nothing,  'tis  a  venial  flip  : 

But  if  I  give  my  wife  a  handkerchief  » 

Oth.  What  then  ! 

Iago.    Why  then,    'tis  hers,  my  lord ;   and,  being: 
hers, 

She  may,  I  think,  beftow't  on  any  man; 

Oth.  She  is  proteclrefs  of  her  honour  too  ; 
May  fhe  give  That  ? 

Iago.  Her  honour  is  an  eflence  that's  not  feen, 
They  have  it  very  oft,  that  have  it  not : 
But  for  the  handkerchief 

Oth.  By  heav'n,  I  would  mod  gladly  have  forgot  it; 

Thou  faid'lt,  oh,  it  comes  o'er  my  memory, 

As  doth  the  Raven  o'er  th'  infected  houfe, 
Boading  to  ill,-  he  had  my  handkerchief. 

Iago.  Ay,  what  of  that  ? 

Oth.  That's  not  fo  good  now. 

Iago.  What  if  I  faid,  1'ad  feen  him  do  you  wrong  ? 

Or 
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Or  heard  him  fay,  (as  knaves  be  fuch  abroad,  (25) 
Who  having  by  their  own  importunate  fuit, 
Or  voluntary  dotage  of  fome  miitrefs, 
Convinced  or  fuppled  them,  they  cannot  chufe 
But  they  muft  blab.) 

Oth.  Hath  he  faid  any  thing  ? 

Iago.  He  hath,  my  lord  ;  but  be  you  well  'd, 
No  more  than  he'll  unfwear. 

Oth.  What  hath  he  faid  ? 

Iago.  Why,  that  he  did — I  know  not  what  did— 
Oth.  What  ?  what  ? 

Iago.  Lye  » 

Oth.  With  her  ? 

Iago.  With  her;  on  her  what  you  will 

Oth.  Lie  with  her!  lie  on  her!  lie  with  her  f  that's 
fulfom  :  handkerchief —  confeffions — handkerchief  - 
handkerchief — to  confefs,  and  be  hang'd  for  his  labour — 
Firft,  to  be  hang'd,  and  then  to  confefs !  1  trem- 
ble at  it  Nature  would  not  invert  herielf  in  fuck 

fhadowing  without  fome  inftrudlion.  It  is  not  words, 
that  (hake  me  thus— pi(h— nofes,  ears,  and  lips — — 

is't  poffible  !  confefs!  handkerchief !  oh 

devil  \Falh  in  a  trance*. 

Iago.  Work  on, 
My  medicine,  work  !  thus  credulous  fools  are  caught  v 
And  many  worthy  and  chaft  Dames  even  thus, 

(25)   as  Knaves  be  fuch  abroad, 

Who  having  by  their  oivn  importunate  Suit, 

Or  voluntary  Dotage  of  fome  Mifirefs, 

Convinced  or  fupplied  them,  cannot  chufe 

But  they  mufi  bjjb.]  I  cannot  underftand  the  vulgar 
Reading,  which  poiTeiTes  the  Copies.  My  Emendation  make* 
the  Senfe  of  the  Pafiage  eafy  and  intelligible :  that  there  are 
fome  fuch  long-tongu'd  Knaves  in  the  World,  who,  if  they 
thro*  the  Force  of  Importunity  extort  a  Favour  from  their  Mif» 
trefs,  or  if  thro'  her  oivn  Fondnefs  they  make  her  pliant  to  their 
Defires,  cannot  help  boafting  of  their  Succefs.  To  convince^ 
here,  is  not,  as  in  the  common  Acceptation,  to  make  fenfiblc 
of  the  Truth  of  any  thing  by  Reafons  and  Arguments  5  but  td 
overcome y  get  the  better  of,  &c. 


306  he  l  l  o9  the 

Ail  guiltlefs.             roach.    What  hoa  !  my  lord  ! 
My  lord,  I  fay,  Othello,  

Enter  Caffio. 

How  now,  Cajfio  ? 

Caf.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Iago.  My  lord  is  fell  into  an  Epilepfy, 
This  is  the  fecond  Fit;  he  had  one yefterday. 

Caf.  Rub  him  about  the  temples. 

lago.  No,  forbear, 
The  lethargy  mull:  have  his  quiet  courfe ; 
If  not,  he  foams  at  mouth,  and  by  and  by 
Breaks  out  to  favage  madnefs  :  look,  he  ftirs. 
Do  you  withdraw  your  felf  a  little  while, 
He  will  recover  ftraight ;  when  he  is  gone, 
I  would  on  great  occafion  fpeak  with  you.   [Exit  Caffio. 
How  is  it,  General  ?  have  you  not  hurt  your  head  ? 

Oth,  Doft  thou  mock  me  ? 

Iago.  I  mock  you  not,  by  heav'n  ; 
Would  you  would  bear  your  fortunes  like  a  man. 

Oth,  A  horned  man's  a  monfter,  and  a  bead. 

Iago.  There's  many  a  beaft,  then,  in  a  populous  city, 
And  many  a  civil  monfter. 

Oth,  Did  he  confefs  it  ? 

Iago.  Good  Sir,  be  a  man  : 
Think,  every  bearded  fellow,  that's  but  yoak'd, 
May  draw  with  you.    Millions  are  now  alive, 
That  nightly  lie  in  thofe  unproper  beds, 
Which  they  dare  fwear  peculiar.  Your  cafe  is  better. 
Oh,  'tis  the  fpight  of  hell,  the  fiend's  arch-mock, 
To  lip  a  Wanton  in  a  fecure  couch ; 
And  to  fuppofe  her  chart.  No,  let  me  kno  v, 
And  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  what  fhe  mail  be. 

Oth.  Oh,  thou  art  wife;  'tis  certain. 

Iago.  Stand  you  a  while  apart, 
Conrine  your  felf  but  in  a  patient  lift. 
Whilrt  you  were  here,  o'er  whelmed  with  your  grief, 
(Apaffion  moll  unfuiting  fuch  a  man,) 
Caffio  came  hither.   I  mifted  him  away, 
And  laid  good  'fcufes  on  your  ecftafy  i 
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Bad  him  anon  return,  and  here  fpeak  with  me  ; 

The  which  he  promised.    Do  but  encave  your  felf, 

And  mark  the  fleers,  the  gibes,  and  notable  fcorns, 

That  dwell  in  every  region  of  his  face. 

For  I  will  make  him  tell  the  tale  anew; 

Where,  how,  how  oft,  how  long  ago,  and  when, 

He  hath,  and  is  again  to  cope  your  wife. 

I  fay,  but  mark  his  gefture.  Marry,  patience ; 

Or  I  (hall  fay,  you  are  all  in  all  in  fpleen, 

And  nothing  of  a  man. 

Qth.  Doft  thou  hear,  lago  ? 
I  will  be  found  moft  cunning  in  my  patience  ; 
But,  doft:  thou  hear,  moft  bloody  ? 

lago.  That's  not  amifs 5 
But  yet  keep  time  in  all.   Will  you  withdraw  ? 

[Othello  withdraws* 
Now  will  I  queftion  CaJJto  of  Bianca, 
A  hufwife,  that,  by  felling  her  delires, 
Buys  her  felf  bread  and  cloth.   It  is  a  creature, 
That  dotes  on  Caffio ;  as  'tis  the  ftrumpet's  plague 
To  beguile  many,  and  be  beguil'd  by  one  ; 
He,  when  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  refrain 
From  the  excefs  of  laughter,  Here  he  comes  — 

Enter  Caffio. 

As  he  (hall  fmile,  Othello  fhall  go  mad  ; 

And  his  unbookifh  jealoufy  muft  conftrue 

Poor  CaJJio\  fmiles,  geftures,  and  light  behaviour, 

Quite  in  the  wrong.    Plow  do  you  now,  Lieutenant? 

Caf.  The  worfer,  that  you  give  me  the  addition, 
Whofe  want  even  kills  me. 

lago.  Ply  Dejdemona  well,  and  you  are  fure  on't : 
Now,  if  this  fute  lay  in  Biancas  power, 

\f peaking  lower. 

How  quickly  mould  you  fpeed? 
Caf.  Alas,  poor  caitiff ! 

Oth.  Look,  how  he  laughs  already.  [aficle. 
lago.  I  never  knew  a  woman  love  man  fo. 
Caf.  Alas,  poor  rogue,  I  think,  indeed,  (he  loves  me. 
Oth.  Now  he  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  out.  [afide. 
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lago.  Do  you  hear,  Cajfio  P 

Oth.  Now  he  importunes  him 
To  tell  it  o'er  :  go  to,  well  faid,  well  faid.  \afide. 

lago.  She  gives  it  out,  that  you  (hall  marry  her. 
Do  you  intend  it  ? 

Caf  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Oth.  Do  you  triumph,  Roman  ?  do  you  triumph  ? 

\_afide. 

Caf.  I  marry  her  !  What  ?  a  cuftomer  ?  pr'ythee, 

bear  feme  charity  to  my  wit,  do  not  think  it  fo  unwhol- 
fome.    Ha,  ha,  ha  J 

Oth.  So,  fo:  they  laugh,  that  win.  [afide. 

lago.  Why,  the  Cry  goes,  that  you  (hall  marry  her. 

Caf.  Pr'ythee,  fay  true. 

lago.  I  am  a  very  villain  elfe. 

Oth.  Have  you  fcor'd  me  ?  well.  [afide. 

Caf  This  is  the  monkey's  own  giving  out :  fhe  is 
perfwaded,  I  will  marry  her,  out  of  her  own  love  and 
flattery,  not  out  of  my  promife. 

Oth.  lago  beckons  me :  now  he  begins  the  ftory. 

t  [a/de. 

Caf.  She  was  here  even  now :  me  haunts  me  in  every 
place.  I  was  the  other  day  talking  on  the  Sear  bank  with 
certain  Venetians,  and  thither  comes  the  bauble,  and 
falls  me  thus  about  my  neck  ■ 

Oth.  Crying,  iC  Oh  dear  Cajfio,  as  it  were:"  his 
gefture  imports  it.  [aftde. 

Caf  So  hangs,  and  lolls,  and  weeps  upon  me,  fo 
fhakes;  and  pulls  me.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  

Oth.  Now  he  tells,  how  fhe  pluckt  him  to  my  cham- 
ber :  oh,  I  fee  that  nofe  of  yours,  but  not  that  dog  I 
mall  throw  it  to.  [aftde. 

Caf  Well,  I  mud  leave  her  company. 

lago.  Before  me !  look,  where  fhe  comes. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Caf  'Tis  fuch  another  fitchew !  marry,  a  perfunTd 

one :  

What  do  you  mean  by  this  haunting  of  me  ? 

Bian.  Let  the  Devil  and  his  Dam  haunt  you !  what 

did 
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did  you  mean  by  that  fame  handkerchief,  you  gave  me 
even  now  ?  I  was  a  fine  fool  to  take  it :  I  mull  take  out 
the  work  ?  A  likely  piece  of  work,  that  you  Ihould  find 
it  in  your  chamber,  and  know  not  who  left  it  there. 
This  is  fome  minxe's  token ,  and  I  muft  take  out  the 

work?  there  give  it  your  hobby-horfe  :  wherefoever 

you  had  it,  I'll  take  out  no  work  on't. 

Caf.  How  now,  my  fweet  Bianca  ?  how  now  ?  how 
now  ? 

Oth.  By  heaven,  that  mould  be  my  handkerchief. 

\afide. 

Bian.  If  you'll  come  to  fupper  to  night,  you  may  ;  if 
you  will  not,  come  when  you  are  next  prepar'd  for. 

[Exit. 

la  go.  After  her,  after  her. 

Caf.  I  muft,  fhe'll  rail  in  the  ftreets  elfe. 

lago.  Will  you  fup  there  ? 

Caf.  Yes,  1  intend  fo. 

lago.  Well,  I  may  chance  to  fee  you  ;  for  I  would 
very  fain  fpeak  with  you. 

Caf.  Pr'ythee,  come,  will  you  ? 

lago.  Go  to,  fay  no  more.  {Exit  Cafiio. 

Manent  Othello,  and  lago. 
Oth.  How  fhall  I  murther  him,  lago  ? 
lago.  Did  you  perceive,  how  he  laugh'd  at  his  vice  ? 

Oth.  Oh,  lago!  

lago.  And  did  you  fee  the  handkerchief? 
Oth.  Was  that  mine  ? 

lago.  Yours,  by  this  hand :  and  to  fee  how  he  prizes 
the  foolifli  woman  your  wife — She  gave  it  him,  and  he 
hath  given  it  his  whore. 

Oth.  I  would  have  him  nine  years  a  killing  : 
A  fine  woman  I  a  fair  woman  !  a  fweet  woman  ! 

lago.  Nay,  you  muft  forget  That. 

Oth.  Ay,  let  her  rot  and  perifh,  and  be  damn'd  to 
night ;  for  me  (hall  not  live.  No,  my  heart  is  turned 
to  ftone:  I  ftrike  it,  and  it  hurts  my  hand.  Oh,  the 
world  hath  not  a  fweeter  creature —  She  might  lie  by  an 
Emperor's  fide  and  command  him  tasks. 

lago, 
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Iago*  Nay,  that's  not  your  way. 

Oth.  Hang  her,  I  do  but  fay  what  ftieis  fo  deli- 
cate with  her  needle.  —  An  admirable  muficran  — Oh, 
{he  will  fmg  the  favagenefs  out  of  a  bear:  of  fo  high 
and  plenteous  wit  and  invention  ! 

Iago.  She's  the  worfe  for  all  this. 

Oth.  Oh,  a  thoufand,  a  thoufand  times : 
And  then  of  fo  gentle  condition  ! — — 

Iago.  Ay,  too  gentle. 

Otb.  Nay,  that' 6  certain. 

Eut  yet  the  pity  of  it,  Iago  Oh,  Iago,  the  pity  of 

it,  Iago      i  ■ 

Iago.  If  you  are  fo  fond  over  her  iniquity,  give  her 
patent  to  offend ;  for  if  it  touch  not  you,  it  comes  near 
no  body. 

Oth.  I  will  chop  her  into  meffes :  cuckold  me ! 
Iago.  Oh,  'tis  foul  in  her. 
Otb.  With  mine  officer ! 
Iago.  That's  fouler. 

Otb.  Get  me  fome  poifon,  Iago,  this  night ;  I'll  not 
expoftulate  with  her,  left  her  body  and  her  beauty  un- 
provide  my  mind  again  ;  this  night,  Iago. 

Iago.  Do  it  not  with  poifon,  ftrangle  her  in  her  bed, 
Even  in  the  bed  me  hath  contaminated. 

Otb.  Good,  good: 
The  juftice  of  it  p^eafes  ;  very  good. 

Iago.  And  for  Cajfio,  let  me  be  his  undertaker: 
You  (hall  hear  more  by  midnight.     [A  Trumpet  within. 

Oth.  Excellent  good  : — What  Trumpet  is  that  fame? 

Iago.  Something  Horn  Venice,  fure.  'Tis  Lodsvico 
Come  from  the  Duke  :  and,  fee,  your  wife  is  with  him. 

Enter  Lodovico,  Defdemona,  and  Attendants,  from 
the  Palace. 

Lod.  Save  you,  worthy  General, 
Oth.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir. 

Lod.  The  Duke  and  the  Senators  of  Venice  greet  you. 

[Gives  him  a  letter. 
Oth.  I  kifs  the  Inflrument  of  theii  pleafures. 
Def.  And  what's  the  news,  good  Couun  Lodovico  ? 

Iago* 
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Iago.  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  yoa,  ..^nior. 
Welcome  to  Cyprus- 

Lod.  I  thank  you ;  how  does  lieutenant  CaJJto  ? 
Iago.  Lives,  Sir. 

Def  Coufin,  there's  fall'n  betwixt  him  and  my  lord 
An  unkind  breach  :  but  you  mall  make  all  well. 

Oth.  Are  you  fure  of  that  ?  XaR^ 

Def  My  lord?  ,  V  J^ 

Oth.  This  fail  ycu  not  to  do,  as  you  will—  [Reads. 

Lod.  He  did  not  call ;  he's  bufy  in  the  paper. 
Is  there  divifion  'twixt  my  lord  and  Cajfio  ? 

Def  A  moll  unhappy  one ;  I  would  do  much 
T'  atone  them,  for  the  love  I  bear  to  CaJJio. 

Oth.  Fire  and  brimftone  I 

Def.  My  lord  ! 

Oth.  Are  you  wife? 

Def  What,  is  he  angry  ? 

Lod.  'May  be,  the  letter  mov'd  him. 
For,  as  I  think,  they  do  command  him  home, 
Deputing  CaJJio  m  his  Government. 

Def  Truft  me,  I  am  glad  on't. 

Oth.  Indeed ! 

Def  My  lord  f 

Oth.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  mad. 

Dtf  Why,  fweet  Othello  ? 

Oth  Devil !   {Striking  her. 

Def  I  have  not  deferv'd  this. 

Lod.  My  lord,  this  would  not  be  believed  in  Venice, 
Though  I  mould  fwear,  I  faw'r.   'Tis  very  much  ; 
Make  her  amends,  me  weeps. 

Oth.  Oh  devil,  devil! 
If  that  the  earth  could  teem  with  woman's  tears, 
Each  drop,  fhe  falls,  would  prove  a  crocodile : 
Out  of  my  fight-  

Def  I  will  not  ftay  t'  offend  you.  {Going 

Lod.  Truly,  an  obedient  lady: 
I  do  befeech  your  lordmip,  call  her  back. 

Oth.  Miftrefs,  

Def  My  lord. 

Oth.  What  would  you  with  her,  Sir  ? 

Lod 


aide. 
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Lod.  Who,  I,  my  lord? 

Oth.  Ay  ;  you  did  wifh,  that  I  would  make  her  turn; 
Sir,  fhe  can  turn  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on  ; 
And  turn  again.  And  fhe  can  weep,  Sir,  weep  ; 
And  (he's  obedient ;  as  you  fay,  obedient ; 
Very  obedient — proceed  you  in  your  tears 
Concerning  this,  Sir, — oh  well-painted  paffion ! 

I  am  commanded  home  get  you  away, 

I'll  fend  for  you  anon,-  Sir,  I  obey  the  mandate, 

And  will  return  to  Venice,       Hence,  avant  !  

[Exit  Defd. 

Caffio  (hall  have  my  Place.   And,  Sir,  to  night 
I  do  entreat  that  we  may  fup  together. 

You  are  welcome,  Sir,  to  Cyprus   

Q  oats  and  Monkies !  {Exit. 

Manent  Lodovico,  andlago. 

Lod.  Is  this  the  noble  Moor,  whom  our  full  Senate 
Call  all-in-all  fufficient  ?  this  the  Nature, 
Which  paffion  could  not  ihake?  whofe  folid  virtue  (26) 

The 

(26)  1  whofe  folid  Virtue 

The  Shot  of  Accident  nor  Dart  of  Chance 
Could  neither  graze  nor  pierce.]  But  'tis  no  Commenda- 
tion to  the  moil  folid  Virtue  to  be  free  from  the  Attacks  of 
Fortune  :  but  that  it  is  fo  impenetrable  as  to  fuffer  no  Im- 
preffion.  Now,  to  graze,  fignifies,  only  to  touch  the  Superficiet 
of  any  thing.  That  is  the  Attack  of  Fortune  :  And  by  That 
Virtue  is  tryM,  but  not  difcredited.  We  ought  certainly  there- 
fore to  read, 

Can  neither  raze  nor  pierce. 
i.  e.  neither  lightly  touch  upon,  nor  pierce  into.  The  igno- 
rant Tranfcribers  being  acquainted  with  the  Phrafe  of  a  Bullet 
grazing,  and  Shot  being  mention'd  in  the  Line  before,  they 
corrupted  the  true  Word.  Befides,  we  do  not  fay,  graze  a 
Thing  ;  but  graze  on  it.  Mr.  Warburton. 

I  have  venturM  to  attack  another  Part  of  this  Sentence, 
which  my  ingenious  Friend  flip'd  over.    I  cannot  fee,  for  my 
^eart,   the  Difference  betwixt  the  Shot  of  Accident  and  Dart 
Chance*    The  Words,  and  Things,  they  imply,  are  purely 

Syno* 
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The  (hot  of  accident,  nor  dart  of  change, 
Could  neither  raze,  nor  pierce? 

lago.  He  is  much  chang'd. 

Loci.  Are  his  wits  fafe  ?  is  he  not  light  of  brain  ? 

Iago.  He's  what  he  is ;  1  may  not  breathe  my  cen- 
fure. 

What  he  might  be,  if  what  he  might  he  is  not, 
I  would  to  heaven,  he  were  ! 
Lod.  What,  ftrike  his  wife  ? 

Iago.  'Faith,    that  was  not  fo  well;   yet 'would  I 
knew, 

That  ftroke  would  prove  the  worft. 

Lod.  Is  it  his  ufe? 
Or  did  the  letters  work  upon  his  blood, 
And  nevv-create  this  fault  ? 

Iago.  Alas,  alas! 
Jt  is  not  honefty  in  me  to  fpeak 

What  I  have  feen  and  known    You  mail  obferve  him. 
And  his  own  courfes  will  denote  him  fo, 
That  I  may  fave  my  fpeech.    Do  but  go  after, 
Ancfmark  how  he  continues. 

Lod.  Tm  forry,  that  I  am  deceiv'd  in  him.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  an  Apartment  in  tht  Palace. 

Enter  Othello  and  ^Emilia. 

Qth.  XT O U  have  feen  nothing  then ? 

\     ALmil.  Nor  ever  heard,  nor  ever  did  fufpeft  : 
Oth.  Yes,  you  have  feen  CaJJio  and  her  together. 
JEtnil.  But  then  I  faw  no  harm  ;  and  then  I  heard 

Synonymous  j  but  that  the  Poet  intended  two  different  Things, 
feems  plain  from  the  difcretive  Adverb.  Chance  may  afflict 
a  Man  in  fome  Circumftances  j  but  other  Diftreffes  are  to  be 
accounted  for  from  a  different  Caufe.  I  am  perfuaded,  our  Au~ 
thor  wrote  ; 

The  Shot  of  Accident,  nor  Dart  of  Change,  &):• 
And,  in  a  number  of  other  Places,  our  Poet  induftrioufly  putt 
thefe  two  Words  in  oppofition  to  each  other. 

Vol.  VIII.  O  Each 
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Each  fy  liable,  that  breath  made  up  between  them. 
Oth.  What?  did  they  never  whifper  ? 
JEmil.  Never,  my  lord. 
Oth.  Nor  fend  you  cut  o1  th'  way  ? 
MmiL  Never? 

Oth.  To  fetch  her  fan,  her  gloves,  her  mask,  nor 

nothing  ? 
JEmil.  Never,  my  lord. 
Oth.  That's  flrange  [ 

JEviil  I  durft,  my  lord,  to  wager  (he  is  honeft, 
Lay  down  my  foul  at  (lake  :  if  you  think  other, 
Remove  your  thought, .  it  doth  abufe  your  bofom. 
If  any  wretch  hath  put  this  in  your  head, 
Let  heav'n  requite  it  with  the  ferpent's  curfe ! 
For  if  (he  be  not  honeft,  chalte  and  true, 
There's  no  man  happy  ;  the  purelt  of  their  wives 
Is  foul  as  (lander. 

Oth.  Bid  her  come  hither,  go.  {Exit  JEmilia. 

She  fays  enough  ;  yet  (he's  a  fimple  bawd, 

That  cannot  fay  as  much.    This  is  a  fubtle  whore, 

A  clofet  lock  and  key  of  villanous  fecrets ; 

And  yet  (he'll  kneel,  and  pray  :  I've  feen  her  do't. 

Enter  Defdemona  and  ^Emilia. 
Def.  My  lord,  what  is  your  wiil  I 
Oth.  Pray  you,  chuck,  come  hither. 
Def  What  is  your  pleafure  ? 
Oth .  Let  me  lee  your  eyes ;  look  in  my  face. 
Def.  What  horrible  fancy's  this  ? 
Oth.  Some  of  your  function,  miftrefs ; 
Leave  procreants  alone,  and  (hut  the  door, 
Cough,  or  cry,  hem,  if  any  body  come. 

Your  myftery,  yourmyftery;  nay,  difpatch. 

[Exit  iEmiKa. 

Def.  Upon  my  knee,    what  doth  your  fpeech  im- 
port ? 

I  underftand  a  fury  in  your  words, 
But  not  your  words. 

Oth.  Why  ?  what  art  thou  ? 

Def.  Your  wife,  my  lord  j  your  true  and  loyal  wife. 
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Orb.  Come,  fwear  it ;  damn  thy  felf ;  Ie  ft,  being  lik 
one 

Of  heav'n,  the  devils  themfelves  (hou'd  fear  to  fefze  thee. 
Therefore  be  double- damn'd  ;  fvvear,  thou  art  honelt. 

Def  Heav'n  doth  truly  know  it. 

Otb.  Heav'n  truly  knows, 
That  thou  art  falfe  as  hell. 

Def  To  whom,  my  lord  ? 
With  whom  ?  how  am  I  falfe  ? 

Otb.  Ah,  Defdemona!  away,  away,  away     ■  .  . 

Def  Alas,  the  heavy  day !  why  do  you  weep  ? 
Am  I  the  motive  of  thefe  tears,  my  lord? 
If,  haply,  you  my  father  do  fufpedl 
An  inftrument  of  this  your  calling  back, 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  me ;  if  you  have  loft  him, 
Why,  I  have  loft  him  too. 

Otb.  Had  it  pleas'd  heav'n 
To  try'me  with  afHi&ion,  had  he  rain'd 
All  kind  of  fores  and  fliames  on  my  bare  head, 
Steep'd  me  in  poverty  to  the  very  lips, 
Giv'n  to  captivity  me  and  my  hopes ; 
I  mould  have  f  mnd  in  fome  place  of  my  foul 
A  drop  of  patience.    But,  alas,  to  make  me 
A  fixed  figure  for  the  hand  of  fcorn 
To  point  his  flow  and  moving  finger  at 
Yet  could  I  bear  that  too,  well,  very  well. 
But  there,  where  I  have  garner' d  up  my  heart, 
Where  either  1  mult  live,  or  bear  no  life, 
The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  runs, 
Or  elfe  dries  up  ;  to  be  difcarded  thence; 
Or  keep  it  as  a  ciftern,  for  foul  toads 
To  knot  and  gender  in :  Turn  thy  complexion  there,  {i y) 

Patience 

(27)  — *       1      1  Turn  thy  Complexion  there  y 

Patience,  thou  young  and  rofe-lipyd  Cberuhin  ; 
I  here  look  grim  as  Hell.]  The  Poet  makes  an  Apoftrophe? 
to  Patience  as  a  Goddefs  j  and  is  fuppos'd  to  make  Otbe!lo*bi& 
her  turn  her  Complexion  and  Cherubin's  Looks,  becaufe  he  looks 
as  grim  as  Hell  upon  the  Occafion.  But  I  am  perfuaded,  the 
Text  has  been  ail  along  nightly  corrupted,  by  miftaking  I  ift 
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Patience,  thou  young  and  rofe-lip'd  cherubin  ; 
Ay,  there,  look  grim  as  hell. 

Def.  I  hope,  my  noble  lord  efteems  me  honeft. 
Oth.  Oh,  ay,  as  fummer  flies  are  in  the  fhambles, 
That  quicken  ev'n  with  blowing.   Oh  thou  weed! 
Who  art  fo  lovely  fair,  and  CrnelM  fo  fweet, 

That  the  fenfe  akes  at  thee  

'Would,  thou  had'ft  ne'er  been  born  ! 

Def.  Alas,  what  ignorant  fin  have  I  committed  ? 
Oth.  Was  this  fair  paper,  this  moft  goodly  book, 
Made  to  write  whore  upon  ?  what,  what  committed  ? 

Committed  ?  oh,  thou  publick  commoner! 

I  mould  make  very  forges  of  my  cheeks, 

That  would  to  cinders  burn  up  modelty, 

Did  but  I  fpeak  thy  deeds.   What,  what  committed  ? 

Heav'n  flops  the  nofe  at  it,  and  the  moon  winks ; 

The  bawdy  wind,  that  kifTes  all  it  meets, 

Is  hunYd  within  the  hollow  mine  of  earth, 

And  will  not  hear't.    What  committed  ?  Impudent 

Strumpet ! 
Def  By  heav'n,  you  do  me  wrong. 
Oth.  Are  not  you  a  (trumpet  ? 
Def  No,  as  1  am  a  chriftian. 
If  to  preferve  this  Veffel  for  my  lord 
From  any  other,  foul,  unlawful,  Touch, 
Be  not  to  be  a  itrumpet,  I  am  none. 
Oth.  What,  not  a  whore  ? 
Def  No,  as  1  fhall  be  faved. 
Oth.  1s  t  poffible  ? 
Def  Oh,  heav'n  forgive  us ! 
Oth.  I  cry  you  mercy,  then. 
J  took  you  for  that  cunning  whore  of  Venice, 
That  married  with  Othello  ■ 


the  laft  Verfe  for  the  Pronoun  of  the  firjl  Perfon  :  whereas,  in 
our  Author's  days,  it  likewife  flood  for  the  Adverb  of  affirm* 
ing.  As  I  have  reform'd  the  Text,  a  proper  Contraft  is  re- 
ftor'd  ;  and  Patience  is  urg'd  not  only  to  turn  her  Complexion, 
to  drop  the  rofy  Looks  of  a  Cherub,  but  to  put  on  the  grim 
Afpect  of  a  Fiend, 

Enter 
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Enter  ./Emilia. 

You,  miftrefs, 

That  have  the  office  oppofite  to  St  Peter, 

And  keep  the  gate  of  hell ;  You  !  you !  ay,  you  ? 

W e  have  done  our  courfe,  there's  mony  for  your  pains ; 

I  pray  you,  turn  the  key,  and  keep  our  coutifel.  [Exit. 

JEmil.  Alas,  what  does  this  gentleman  conceive  ? 
How  do  you,  madam  ?  how  do  you,  my  good  lady? 

Def.  Faith,  half  afleep. 

jEmil.  Good  madam,  what's  the  matter  with  my  lord  ? 

DeCs  With  whom  ? 

JEmil.  Why,  with  my  lord,  madam  ? 

Def.  Who  is  thy  lord? 

JEmil.  He  that  is  yours,  fweet  lady. 

Def.  I  have  none  ;  do  not  talk  to  me,  JEmilix* 
I  cannot  weep  ;  nor  anfwer  have  I  none, 
But  what  mould  go  by  water.    Pray,  to  night 
Lay  on  my  bed  my  wedding  fneets,  remember; 
And  call  thy  hubband  hither. 

JEmil.  Here's  a  change  indeed  !  [Exit 

Def.  'Tis  meet  I  fhculd  be  ufed  fo,  very  meet; 
How  have  [  been  behav'd,  that  he  might  Hick 
The  fmall'ft  opinion  of  my  leaft  mifufe  ? 

Enter  lago,  and  Emilia. 

lago.  What  is  your  pleafure,  Madam?  how  is't  with 
you? 

Def.  I  cannot  tell  ;  thofe,  that  do  teach  your  babes. 
Do  it  with  gentle  means,  and  eafie  tasks  ; 
He  might  have  chid  me  fo  :  for,  in  good  faith, 
I  am  a  child  to  chiding. 

Iago.  What's  the  matter,  lady  ? 

JEmiL  Alas,  lago,  my  lord  hath  fo  bewhor'd  her, 
Thrown  fuch  defpight  and  heavy  terms  upon  her, 
That  true  hearts  cannot  bear  it. 

Def  Am  I  that  name,  lago  ? 

lago.  What  name,  fair  lady  ? 

Def  Such,  as  me  faid,  my  lord  did  fay  I  was. 

JEmil.  He  calFd  her  whore  ;  a  beggar  in  his  drink, 

O  %  Could 


3  I  8  O  T  H  E  L  L  Oj  the 

Cculd  not  have  laid  fuch  terms  upon  his  callet. 
lago.  Why  did  he  To  ? 

Def  I  do  not  know  ;  I'm  iiire,  I  am  none  fuch, 
lago.  Do  not  weep,  do  not  weep  ;  a^as,  the  day  I 
JEmil.  Hath  Hie  forfbok  To  many  noble  matches  ? 

Her  father?  and  her  country?  and  her  friends? 

To  be  call'd  whore  ?  would  it  not  make  one  weep  ? 
Def  It  is  my  wretched  fortune, 

lago.  Belhrew  him  for't !   how  comes  this  trick  upoa 
him  ? 

Def  Nay,  heav'n  doth  know. 

JEmil  T  will  be  hang'd,  if  fome  eternal  villain, 
Some  bufte  and  infinuating  rogue, 
Some  cogging,  cozening  Have,  to  get  fome  office, 
Has  not  devis'd  this  flander  :  I'll  be  hang'd  elfe. 

lago.  Fie,  there  is  no  fuch  man;  it  is  impornble. 

Def.  If  any  fuch  there  be,  heav'n  pardon  him  ! 

jEmil.  A  halter  pardon  him, and  hell  gnaw  his  bones! 
Why  mould  he  call  her  whore  ?  who  keep^  her  com- 
pany ? 

What  place  ?    what  time  ?  what  form  ?  what  likely- 
hood  ? 

The  Moor's  abus'd  by  fome  moft  villanous  knave, 
Some  bafe  notorious  knave,  fome  fcurvy  fellow. 
Oh  heav'n,  that  fuch  companions  thou'dft  unfold, 
And  put  in  every  honeft  hand  a  whip, 
To  lafh  the  rafcal  naked  through  the  world, 
Ev'n  from  the  earl  to  th'  weft  ! 
lago.  Speak  within  door. 

JEmiL  Oh,  fie  upon  them  I  Some  fuch  'fquire  he  was, 
That  turn'd  your  wit  the  feam;  fide  without ; 
And  made  you  to  fufpeel  me  with  the  Moor. 

lago.  You  are  a  fool ;  go  to. 

Def  Alas,  lago, 
What  (hall  I  do  to  win  my  lord  again  ? 
Good  friend,  go  to  him  ;  by  this  light  of  heav'n, 
J  know  not  how  I  loft  him.  Here  I  kneel ;  [Kneeling* 
If  e'er  my  will  did  trefpafs  'gainft  his  love, 
Or  in  difcourfe,  or  thought,  or  actual  deed  ; 
Or  that  mine  eye?,  mine  ears,  or  any  fenfe, 

Delighted 
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Delighted  them  on  any  other  form  ; 

Or  that  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did, 

And  ever  a  ill,  though  he  do  (hake  me  oiF 

To  beggarly  divorcement,  love  him  dearly, 

Comfort  forfwear  me  !    Unkindnei)  may  do  much  $ 

And  his  unkindnefs  may  defeat  my  life, 

But  never  taint  my  love.    I  can't  fay,  <whore  ; 

It  does  abhor  me,  now  I  fpeak  the  word; 

To  do  the  a&,  that  might  th'  addi  ion  earn, 

Not  the  world's  mafs  of  vanity  could  make  me. 

lago.  I  pray  you,  be  content;  'tis  but  his  humour ? 
The  bufinefs  of  the  State  d©'s  him  offence, 
And  he  does  chide  with  you. 

Def.  If  'twere  no  other,—— 

lago.  It  is  but  fo,  I  warrant-  [Trumpets, 
Hark,  how  the  fa  instruments  fummon  to  fupperf 
The  meflenger  of  Venice  Hays  the  meat ; 
Go  in,  and  weep  not ;  all  things  mall  be  well. 

[Exeunt  Defdemona  and  -Smilia, 

Enter  Rodorigo,  to  lago. 

How  now,  Rodorigo  P 

Rod.  I  do  not  find,  that  thou  deaPft  judly  with  me. 
lago.  What  in  the  contrary  ?  * 

Rod.  Every  day  thou  d;)fc'it.  me  with  forne  device, 
lago;  and  rather,  as  it  feems  to  me  now,  keep 'ft  from 
me  all  conveniency,  than  fupplieft  me  with  the  leaft  ad- 
vantage of  hope.  I  will,  indeed,  no  longer  endure  it. 
Nor  am  I  yet  perfuaded  to  put  up  in  peace  what  already 
I  have  foolimly  fuffer'd. 

lago.  Will  you  hear  me,  Rodorigo  ? 

Rod.  Faith,  I  have  heard  too  much  ;  and  your  words 
and  performances  are  no  kin  together. 

lago.  You  charge  me  molt  unjuft'y. 

Rod  With  nought  but  truth  :  I  have  waited  my  felf 
out  of  my  means.  The  jewels  you  have  had  from  me, 
to  deliver  to  Defdemona,  would  half  have  corrupted  a 
Votarift.  You  have  told  me,  me  hath  receiy'd  them, 
and  return'd  me  expectations  and  comforts  of  fudden  re- 
fpecl  and  acquittance ;  but  I  find  none. 

0  4  lago. 
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lago.  Well,  go  to,  very  well. 

Rod  Very  well,  goto;  I  cannot  go  to,  man,  nor  'tis 
not  very  well ;  nay,  I  think,  it  is  fcurvy,  and  begin  to 
find  my  felf  fob'd  in  it. 

lago.  Very  well. 

Rod.  I  tell  you,  'tis  not  very  well.  I  will  make  my 
felf  known  to  Defdemona;  If  fhe  will  return  me  my 
jewels,  I  will  give  over  my  fuit,  and  repent  my  unlaw- 
ful follicitation  :  if  net,  affure  yourfelf,  I  will  feek  fatif- 
fa&ion  of  you. 

lago.  You  have  faid  now 

Rod.  Ay,  and  faid  nothing,  but  what,  I  proteft,  in- 
tendment of  doing. 

lago.  Why,  new,  I  fee,  there's  mettle  in  thee  ;  and 
even  from  this  intfant  do  I  build  on  thee  a  better  opinion 
than  ever  before.  Give  me  thy  hand,  Rodorigo,  thou 
haft  taken  againft  me  a  moll  juft  exception  ;  but,  I  protelt, 
I  have  dealt  moil  direclly  in  thy  affair. 

Red.  It  hath  not  appear'd. 

lago.  I  grant,  indeed,  it  hath  not  appeared  ;  and  your 
fuipicion  is  not  without  wit  and  judgment.  But,  Ro- 
durigo,  if  thou  haft  That  in  thee  indeed,  which  1  have 
greater  reafon  to  believe  now  than  ever,  (I  mean,  pur- 
pofe,  cou  age,  and  valour)  this  night  fhew  it  If  thou 
the  next  night  following  enjoy  not  Defdemona,  take  me 
from  this  world  with  treachery,  and  devile  engines  for 
my  life. 

Rod.  Well ;  what  is  it  ?  is  it  within  reafon  andcompafs? 

lago.  Sir,  there  is  efpecial  Commiftion  ccme  from  Ve- 
nice to  depute  CaJJJo  in  Othello's  Place. 

Rod  is  that  true  ?  why,  then  Othello  and  Defdemona 
return  again  to  Venice. 

lago  Oh,  no  ;  he  goes  into  Maurita?da.  and  taketh 
away  with  him  the  fair  Defdemona,  unlefs  his  abode  be 
lingred  here  by  fome  accident :  Wherein  ncne  can  be  fo 
determinate,  as  the  removing  of  Catflo.^ 

Rod.  How  do  you  mean  removing  him  ? 

la^o.  W  hy,  by  making  him  uncapable  of  Othello's 
Place;  knocking  out  his  brains. 

Rod.  And  that  you  would  have  me  to  do  ? 

laga, 
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lago.  Ay,  if  you  dare  do  yourfeif  a  profit  and  a  right. 
He  fups  to  night  with  a  harlot ;  and  thither  will  \  go  to 
him.  He  knows  not  yet  of  his  honourable  f  rtune  ;  if 
you  will  watch  his  going  thence,  (which  I  will  falhioa 
to  fall  out  between  twelve  and  one)  you  may  take  him  aC 
your  pleafure.  I  will  be  near  to  fecond  your  attempt, 
and  he  (hall  fall  between  us.  Come,  (land  not  amaz'd 
at  it,  but  go  along  with  me  ;  I  will  mew  you  fuch  a  ne- 
ceflity  in  his  death,  that  you  (hall  think  yourfeif  bound 
to  put  it  on  him.  It  is  now  high  fupper  time  ;  and  the 
night  grows  to  wafte.  About  it. 
Rod.  I  will  hear  further  reafon  for  this. 

lago.  And  you  mail  be  fatisfied.  {Exeunt, 

Enter  Othello,  Lodovico,  Defdemona,  ^Emilia, 
and  Attendants. 

Lod.  I  do  befeech  you,  Sir,  trouble  yourfeif  no  farther, 
Otb.  Oh,  pardon  me  ;  'twill  do  me  good  to  walk. 
Lod.   Madam,  good  night ;    I  humbly  thank  your 
ladyfhip. 

Def.  Your  Honour  is  mod  welcome. 

Otb.  Will  you  walk,  Sir  ?  oh  Defdemona  !  -- 

Def.  My  lord. 

Otb.  Get  you  to  bed  on  th'  inftant,  1  will  be  returned 
forthwith;  difmifs  your  attendant  there;  look,  it  be 
done.  [Exit. 

Def.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

JEmil.  How  goes  it  now  ?  he  looks  gentler  than  he 
did. 

Def  He  fays,  he  will  return  incontinent ; 
And   ath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed, 
And  bid  me  :o  difmifs  you. 
uL  Difmiis  me  ? 

Def  It  was  his  bidding  ;  therefore,  good  JE/ni/ja, 
Give  me  my  nightly   Weiring,  and  adiej. 
We  muft  not  now  difpleife  him. 

jEmil.  I  would,  you  had  never  ieen  him ! 

Def.  ^o  vvo  Id  not  1  ;  my  love  do  h  fo  a       ye  him, 
That  even  his  ftubbornnefs,  his  checks,  and  frowns, 
(Pr'ythee,  unpin  me)  have  g  Cc  ana  favour  ia  then 

O  5  JEmh 
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JEmiL  I  have  laid  thofe  fheets,  you  bad  me,  on  the 
bed. 

Def  All's  one:  good  father!   how  foolifh  are  our 

minds  ? 

If  I  do  die  before  thee,  pr'ythee,  fhroud  me 
In  one  of  thefe  fame  meets. 

JE?niL  Come,  come  ;  you  talk. 

Def.  My  Mother  had  a  maid  call'd  Barbara, 
She  was  in  love ;  and  he,  Ihe  lov'd,  proved  mad, 
And  did  forfake  her.    She  had  a  fong  of  willow, 
An  old  thing  'twas,  but  it  exprefs'd  her  fortune, 
And  fhe  dy'd  finging  it.    That  fong  to  night 
Will  not  go  from  my  mind     I've  much  ado, 
But  to  go  hang  my  head  all  at  one  fide, 
And  fing  it  like  poor  Barbara.   Pr'ythee,  difpatch. 

jEmil*  Shall  1  go  fecch  your  night-gown  ? 

Def  No,  unpin  me  here  ; 
This  Lodovico  is  a  proper  man. 

JEmiL  A  very  handfom  man. 

Def  He  fpeaks  well. 

jEmiL  I  know  a  lady  in  Venice  would  have  walk'd 
barefoot  to  Palejline  for  a  touch  of  his  nether  lip. 
Def.  The  poor  joul  fat  fnging  by  a  fycamore-treey 

Sing  all  a  green  willow:  [fin gin  g» 

Her  band  on  her  bofom,  her  head  on  her  knee. 

Sing  willow,  willow,  willow  ; 
Ihefrfh  fire  ami  ran  by  her,  and  murmur  d  her  moans ; 

■Sing  w/Awdu,  &C. 
Hi 1  fait  tears  fell  from  her>  and foftned  the  flones  ; 
Sing  <w\  Low,  &c. 
Willow,  billow,  &c. 

(Pr'ythee,  hye  thee,  he'll  come  anon) 
Sing  all  a  green  willow  mujt  be  my  garland. 
Let  no  bod)  biame  him,  his  fcorn  I  approve. 
Nay  that's  not  next       Hark,  who  is  it  that  knocks  ? 
JE?nil.  It's  the  wind, 

Def.  I  call\l  my  love  falfe  love;  but  what  faid  he  then  ? 

Sing  willow,  &c. 
If  J  court  more  women,  you  11  couch  with  more  men* 
So,  get  thee  gone,  goodnight;  mine  eyes  do  itch, 

Doth 
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Doth  that  bo  ad  weeping  ? 

JEmiL  'Tis  neither  here  nor  there. 
Def  I  have  heard  it  faid  fo  ;  oh  thefemen,  thefemen  ! 
Doft  thou  in  contcience  think,  tell  me,  JEmilia, 
That  there  be  women  do  abufe  their  husbands 
In  mch  grofs  kind  ? 

JEmiL  There  be  fome  fuch,  noqueftion. 
Def  Woulcfll  thou  do  fuch  a  deed  for  all  the  world  \ 
jEmiL  Why,  would  not  you  ? 
Def.  No,  by  this  heav'nly  light. 
JE?nil.  Nor  I  neither,  by  this  heav'nly  light : 
T  might  do't  as  well  t'dt'  dark. 

Def  Would1!!  thou  do  fuch  a  deed  for  all  the  world  ? 
JEmiL  The  world's  a  huge  thing, 
It  is  a  great  price,  for  a  fmall  vice. 

Def.  In  troth,  I  think,  thou  would'it  not. 
JEmiL  Tn  troth,  I  think,  1  mould ;  and  undo't,  when 
I  had  done.  Marry,  I  would  not  do  fuch  a  thing  for  a 
joint- ring,  nor  for  meafures  of  lawn,  nor  for  gowns, 
petticoats,  nor  caps  ;  nor  any  petty  exhibiti  n.  ;ut  for 
all  the  whole  world;  why,  who  would  not  make  her 
husband  a  cuckold,  to  make  him  a  monarch  ?  I  mould 
venture  purgatory  for't. 

Def  Belhrew  me,  if  I  would  do  fuch  a  wrong 
For  the  whole  world 

JEmiL  Why,  the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  i'th'  world  ; 
and  having  the  world  for  your  Lbour,  'tis  a  wrong  in 
your  own  world,  and  you  might  quickly  make  it  right. 
Def.  I  do  not  think,  there  is  any  fuch  woman. 
JEmiL  Yes,  a  dozen,;  and  as  many  to  th*  vantage,  as 
Would  ftore  the  world  they  plaid  for 
But,  I  do  think,  it  is  their  husbands*  faults, 
If  wives  do  fall:  fay,  that  they  (lack  their  duties, 
And  pour  our  treafures  into  foreign  laps; 
Or  elfe  break  out  in  peevilh  jealoufies, 
Throwing  retrain t  on  us;  or  fay,  they  ftrike us, 
Or  fcant  our  former  Having  in  defpight ; 
Why,  we  have  galls,  and  r hough  we  have  fo   e  grace," 
Yet  have  we  fome  revenge.   Let  husbands  know, 
Their  wives  have  fenfe  like  them  ;  tbey  fee  and  fmell, 

-  And 


324  Othello,  the 

And  have  their  palates  both  for  fweet  and  foweiy 
As  husbands  have.  What  is  it  that  they  do, 
When  they  change  us  for  others  ?  is  it  fport  ? 
I  think,  it  is ;  and  doth  affeclion  breed  it  ? 
I  think,  it  doth  :  is't  fra  Ity,  thit  thus  errs  ? 
It  is  fo  too.  And  have  not  we  affections  ? 
Defires  for  fport  ?  and  frailty,  as  men  have  ? 
Then  let  them  ufe  us  well ;  elfe  let  them  know, 
The  ills  we  do,  their  ills  inftruct  us  to. 

DeJ.  Goodnight,  goodnight;  heaven  me  fuch  ufes 
knd, 

Not  to  pick  bad  from  bad  ;  but  by  bad,  mend !  [Exeunt* 

ACT  V. 

SC  E  N  E,  a  Street  before  the  Palace 
Enter  Iago  and  Rodorigo.. 

I   A   G  O. 

HERE,  (land  behind  this  bulk.    Straight  will  he 
come : 

Wear  thy  good  rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home;. 

Quick,  quick,  fear  nothing;  I'll  be  at  thy  elbow.. 

It  makes  us,  or  it  marrs  us  :  think  on  That, 

And  fix  mod  firm  thy  refoluti  B. 

Rod.  Be  near  at  hand,  I  may  mifcarry  in't. 

Iago.  Here,  at  thy  hand  ;  be  bold  and  take  thy  fvvorcL 

Red.  I  have  no  great  devotion  to  the  deed, 

Yet  he  hath  giv'n  me  fatisfwng  reafons ; 

;Tis  but  a  rr.an  gone.   Forth  nay  lw^rd  ;  he  dies. 

[Stands  apart i 

Jago.   I've  rubb'd  this  young  Knot  admofi  to  ths- 
fenfe,  (28) 

And 

r-ve  ruhPd  tbisyovzg  Gnat  thujL  to  the  Scnfe, 
Aid  le grwi  angry.]  The  rubbing  a  Gnat  re  Scnfes  is,  I 

belicyc^ 
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And  he  grows  angry.  Now,  whether  he  kill  Caffio, 

Or  Cajjio  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other, 

Every  way  makes  my  gain.   Live  Rodorigo, 

He  calls  me  to  a  recitation  large 

Of  gold  and  jev/els,  that  I  bob'd  from  him, 

As  gifts  to  Defdemona. 

It  muft  not  be.  If  Cajfio  do  remain, 

He  hath  a  daily  beauty  in  his  life, 
That  makes  me  ugly  ;  and,  befides,  the  Moor 
May  unfold  me  to  him  ;  there  ftand  I  in  peril ; 
No,  he  muft  die.    Be  it  fo;  I  hear  him  coming. 

Enter  Calho. 

Rod.  I  know  his  gate  ;  'tis  he :  villain,  thou  dyefh 

[He  runs  at  CaHio,  and  wounds  him* 
Caf.  That  Thruft  had  been  mine  enemy  indeed, 
But  that  my  coat  is  better  than  thou  know'il: 
I  will  make  proof  of  thine. 

Fight.   Iago  cuts  Cahlo  behind  in  the  Legy  and  exit. 
[Then  Rodorigo  and  Caflio  fall. 
P^cd  Oh,  I  am  flain. 

Caf.  Ym  maim'd  for  ever;  help,  hoa!  murther,  mur- 
ther  ? 

Enter  Othello  alcwe  at  a  Window. 

Oth.  The  voice  of  Cajfio,  Iago  keeps  his  word. 

Rod*  Oh,  villain  that  I  am ! 

believe,  an  Experiment  that  never  was  communicated  even  to 
the  Royal  Society.  The  leaft  Fncation,  on  the  contrary,  would 
not  only  rub  him  out  of  all  Senfe,  but  out  of  Life  into  the 
Bargain.  The  old  Quartans  have  it,  Quat :  a  Word,  which,  I 
confefs,  I  am  abfolutely  a  Stranger  to.  I  have  venturM  to 
conjecture, 

V*ve  rubbed  this  young  Knot,  Sec. 
The  Knat .  or  Knot,  is  a  fmall  Bird,  plentiful  with  us,  in  Lincoln- 
Jbire  and  Lancajhtre\  which  took  its  Name,  as  Camden  fays,  from 
its  being  a  delicious  Morfel  with  King  Canute^  who  was  !ikew?fe 
called  Knout.  This  Bird,  being  once  taken,  as  Gefr.er  teils  us,  is 
above  all  others  tame  and  tractable.  In  this  refpect  it  forte 
yrith.Rcdotigo's  Character,  an  eafy,  manageable,  Cully» 

Oth. 
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Oth.  It  is  even  fo. 

Caf.  Oh,  help,  ho!  light!  a  furgeon  !  - 

Oth.  'Tis  he!  oh  brave  Iago,  honeft  and  juff, 
That  haft  fuch  noble  fenfe  of  thy  friend's  wrong  ; 

Thou  teacheft  me  Minion,  your  Dear  lies  dead  ; 

And  your  fate  hyes  apace.  Strumpet,  I  come: 

From  off  my  heart,  thofe  charms,  thine  eyes,  are  blotted  : 
Thy  bed,  luft-ftain'd,  (hall  with  luft's  blood  be  fpotted. 

[Exit  Othello. 

Enter  Lodovico  and  Gratiano,  at  a  diftance. 

Caf.  What,  ho  !  no  watch  ?   no  pafTage  ?  murther, 
murther  ! 

Gra.  'Tis  fome  mifchance  ;  the  voice  is  very  direful. 
Caf.  Oh  help  ! 
Lid.  Hark! 

Bod.  Oh  wretched  villain  ! 

Lod.  Two  or  three  groans.   It  is  a  heavy  night  ; 
Thefe  may  be  counterfeits  :  lefs  think't  unfafe 
To  come  into  the  cry,  without  more  help. 

Red.  No  body  come?  then  lhall  I  bleed  to  death. 

Enter  Iago,  in  his  Jhirt>  with  a  Light  and  Sword. 
Lod.  Hark 

Gra.  Here's  one  comes  in  his  fhirt  with  light  and 
weapons. 

Iago.  Who's  there  ?  whofe  noifeis  this,  that  cries  out 
murther  ? 

Lod.  We  do  not  know. 

Iago.  Do  not  you  hear  a  cry  ? 

Caf.  Here,  here :  for  heavVs  fake*  help  rne, 

Iago.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Gra.  This  is  Othello  $  Ancient,  as  I  take  it. 

Lod.  The  lame,  indeed,  a  very  valiant  fellow. 

Iago.  What  are  you  here,  that  crv  i'o  gr.evoufly  ? 

Caf.  Iago?  oh  I'm  fpoil'd,  undone  by  villains! 
Give  me  lome  help. 

Iago.  Oh  me,  lieutenant !  fcrhat  villains  have  done  this  ? 

Caf  I  think,  that  one  of  them  is  hereabout ; 
And  cannot  make  away. 

Iago., 
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/ago.  Oh  treacherous  villains ! 
What  are  you  there  ?  come  in,  and  give  fome  help. 

[To  Lod.  and  Gra. 

Rod.  Oh,  help  me  there. 

Caf  That's  one  of  them. 

lago.  Oh  murth'rous  Have  !  oh  villain  ! 

[lago  fiahs  him. 
Rod.  Oh  damn'd  lago  /  oh  inhuman  dog  I 
lago.  Kill  men  iW  dark  ?  where  be  chefe  bloody 
thieves  ? 

How  filent  is  this  town  ?  oh,  murther!  murther! 
What  may  you  be  ?  are  you  of  good  or  evil  ? 

Lod.  As  you  lhall  prove  us,  praife  us. 

lago.  Signior  Lodovico  ? 

Lod.  He,  Sir. 

lago.  I  cry  you  mercy !  here's  Cajfio,  hurt  by  vil- 
lains 
Gra.  Cajfio? 
lago.  How  is't,  brother  ? 
Caf.  My  leg  is  cut  in  two. 
lago.  Mairy,  heav'n  forbid  ! 
^ight,  gentlemen,  I'll  bind  it  with  my  fliirt. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Bian.  What  is  the  matter,  hoa,  who  is't  that  cry 'd  ?' 

lago.  Who  is't  that  cry'd  ? 

Bian.  Oh  my  dear  Cajfio, 
My  fweet  Cajfio,  oh,  Cajfio.  Cajfio,  Cajfio. 

lago.  O  notable  ftrumpet !  Cajfio,  may  you  fufpeclr 
Who  they  mould  be,  that  have  thus  mangled  you  ? 

Caf.  No. 

Gra.  I'm  forry  to  find  you  thus  : 
I  have  been  to  feek  you. 

lago.  Lend  me  a  garter.  So  Oh  for  a  chair 

To  bear  him  eafily  hence. 

Bian.  Alas,  he  faints.   Oh  Cajfio,  Cajfio,  Cajfio! 

lago.  Gentlemen  all,  I  do  fuipect  this  Tram 
To  be  a  party  in  this  Injury. 
Patience  a  while,  good  Cajfio ;  come,  come; 
Lend  me  a  Light :  know  we  this  face,  or  no  ? 

Alas, 
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Alas,  my  friend,  and  my  dear  countryman 
Rodorigo?  no:  Yes,  fure:  Yea,  'tis  Rodorigo, 

Gra.  What,  of  Venice  ? 

lago.  Even  he,  Sir :  did  you  know  him  ? 

Gra.  Know  him  ?  ah  ! 

lago.  Signicr  Gratiano  ?  I  cry  your  gentle  pardon  : 
Thefe  bloody  accidents  mufl  excufemy  manners, 
That  fo  neglected  you. 

Gra.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you. 

lago.  How  do  you,  CaJJio  ?  oh,  a  chair,  a  chair. 

Gra.  Rodorigo? 

lago.  He,  he,  'tis  he:  oh,  that's  well  faid,  the  chair. 
Some  good  man  bear  him  carefully  from  hence  ; 
I'll  fetch  the  General's  furgeon.   For  you,  miftrefs, 
Save  you  your  labour.  He  that  lies  flain  here,  CaJJio, 
Was  my  dear  friend.  W  hat  malice  was  between  you  ? 

Caf.  None  in  the  world  ;  nor  do  I  know  the  man. 

lago.  What,  look  you  pale  oh,  bear  him  out 

o'th'  air. 

Stay  you,  good  gentlemen.   Look  you  pale,  miftrefs  ? 
Do  you  perceive  the  gaftnefs  of  her  eye  ?      [To  Bianca* 
Nay,  if  you  ftare,  we  fhail  hear  more  anon. 
Behold  her  well ;  I  pray  you,  lock  upon  her  ; 
Do  you  fee,  gentlemen  ?  nay,  jruiitinefs 
Wiil  fpeak,  though  tongues  were  out  of  ufe. 

Enter  iEmilia. 

JEtnil.  Alas,  what  is  the  matter  ? 
What  h  the  matter,  husband  ? 

lago.  CaJJio  hath  there  been  fet  on  in  the  dark 
By  Rodorigo,  and  fellows  that  are  'fcap'd  : 
He's  almoft  flain,  and  Rodorigo  dead. 

JEmil.  Alas,  goi  d  gentleman  !  alas,  good  CaJ/io  f 

lago   Tuis  is  the  fruit  of  whoring  ~  Pray, 

JEmilia, 

Go  know  or  CaJJio  where  he  fupt  to  night. 
What,  do  you  lhake  at  that? 

Bian.  He  fupt  at  my  houfe,  but  I  therefore  (hake 
not. 

lago.  Oh,  did  he  fo  ?  I  charge  you  go  with  me. 

JEmiL 
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JEmU.  Oh  fie  upon  thee,  ft  rum  pet ! 

Bian.  I  am  no  (trumpet,  but  of  life  as  honeft 
As  you  that  thus  abufe  me. 

JEmil.  As  I  ?  fie  upon  thee  ? 

lago.  Kind  gentlemen,  let's  fee  poor  CaJJio  dreft. 
Come,  miitrels,  you  muft  tell's  another  tale. 
jEmilia,  run  you  to  the  citadel, 
And  tell  my  lord  and  lady  what  hath  hap'd  : 

Will  you  go  on  afore  ?  -  This  is  the  night, 

That  either  makes  me,  or  foredces  me  quite. 

\Exeunt,  lago  following, 

S  C  E  N  E,  a  Bed-chamber  :  Defdemona  is  difcovered 
ajleep  in  her  bed. 

Enter  Othello,  with  a  Light  and  a  /word. 

Oth.  T  T  is  the  caufe,  it  is  the  caufe,  my  foul  ;— — 
X  Let  me  not  name  it  to  you,  you  chait  Stars! 

It  ih  the  caufe.  Yet  I'll  not  fhed  her  Blood, 

Nor  tear  that  whiter  skin  of  nets  than  fnow, 
And  fmooth  as  monumental  alabafier  : 

[Lays  down  the  Jhvord. 
Yet  fhe  muft  die;  elfe  (he'll  betray  more  men. 
Put  out  the  light,  and,  then,  put  out  the  light;  (29) 


(29)  Put  out  the  tight,  and  then  put  out  the  light.']  The  Players 
have  many  times  inconiiderateiy  committed  an  Abfurdity  here, 
in  making  Othello  put  out  the  Candle ;  which,  'tis  evident, 
never  was  the  Poet's  intention.  Dcjdemona  is  difcover'd  in  her 
Bed,  in  the  dark  ;  and  Othello  enters  the  Chamber  with  a  Tingle 
Taper.  If  there  were  any  other  Lights  burning  in  the  Room, 
where  would  be  the  Drift  of  putting  out  his  f  If  there  were 
no  others,  and  that  he  puts  his  out,  how  abfurd  is  it  for  Def- 
dcmona  in  the  dark  to  talk  of   his  Eyes  rolling,   and  his  gnai'j* 

ning  his  nether  Lip  ?  This,   I  conceive,  to  have  been  the 

Poet's  Meaning.  Othello,  ftruck  in  part  with  Remorfe  at  the 
Murder  he's  going  to  do,  thinks  it  beft  to  do  it  in  the  Dark; 
this  compunction  of  Nature,  in  the  hurry  and  perturbation  of 
Thought,  and  thofe  Remains  of  Tendernefs  ftill  combating  in 

hi* 
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Jf  I  qnench  rhee,  thou  flaming  miniiler, 

J  can  again  thy  former  light  reflore, 

Should  I  repent:  but  once  put  out  thy  light, 

Thou  cunning'*!  pattern  of  excelling  nature, 

J  know  not  w  here  is  that  Promethean  heat, 

That  can  thy  light  re-lumine,—   [Sets  down  the  tapir. 

"When  I  have  pluck'd  thy  rofe, 

J  cannot  give  it  vital  growth  again  ; 

It  needs  mud  wither.  Til  frneil  thee  on  the  tree; 

[Kijfing  her* 

Oh  balmy  breath,  that  do  ft  almoft  perfuade 

juilice  to  break  her  fword  ! —  One  more  ;  one  more  ; 

Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I  will  kill  thee, 

And  love  thee  afer,  one  more,  that's  thelaft; 

So  fvveet,  was  ne'er  fo  fatal !  I  muft  weep, 

But  they  are  cruel  tears  ;  this  Sorrow's  heav'nly ; 

It  ftrikes,  where  it  doth  love.  She  wakes— 

Def  Who's  there,  Othello? 

Oth.  Ay.  Dcfdemona. 

Def.  U  ill  you  come  to  bed,  my  Lord  ? 

Oth  Have  you  pray'd  to  night,  Defdemnna? 

Def.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Oth.  If  you  bethink  yourfelf  of  any  crime 
Unreconcil'd  as  yet  to  heav'n,  and  grace, 
Sollicit  for  it  ftraight. 

Def  Alack,  my  Lord, 
What  may  you  mean  by  That  ? 

Oth,  Well,  do  it,  and  be  brief;  Twill  walk  by. 
I  would  not  kill  thy  unprepared  fpirit, 
No,  (heav'ns  forefend  !)  1  would  not  kill  thy  foul. 

Def  Talk  you  of  killing  ? 

his  Bofom,  ftrikes  him  into  an  inflant  Reflexion,  that  if  he 
puts  out  the  Light,  he  can  rekindle  itj  but  if  he  cnce  puts 
out  the  Light  of  her  Life,  that  will  be  extinguiuYd  for  evtr. 
While  he  is  bufied  in  this  Contemplation,  he  throws  his  Eyes 
towards  her  ;  and  then,  footh'd  with  her  beauteeus  Appear- 
ance, fets  down  the  Light,  to  go  and  kifs  her.  Upon  this, 
Dejdcmona  wakes  j  and  they  continue  in  Difcourfe  together  till 
he  ftifles  her. 

0/1 
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Oth.  Ay,  I  do. 

Def.  Then  heav'n  have  mercy  on  me ! 

Oth.  Amen,  with  ail  my  heart. 

D$f~  If  you  fay  fo,  I  hope  you  will  not  kill  me. 

Oth.  Hum, 

Def.  And  yet  I  fear  you:  for  you're  fatal  then, 
When  your  eyes  rowl  fo.    Why  I  mould  fear,  I  know 
not, 

Since  guilt  I  know  not:  yet,  I  feel,  I  fear. 

Oth.  Think  on  thy  fins. 

Def  They're  Loves  1  bear  to  you. 

Oth.  Ay,  and  for  That  thou  dy'ft. 

Def  Thzt  death's  unnatural,  that  kills  for  loving* 
Alas,  why  gnaw  you  fo  your  nether  lip? 
Some  bloody  pafhon  fhakes  your  very  frame  ; 
Thefe  are  portents :  but  yet  I  hope,  I  hope, 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 

Oth.  Peace,  and  be  ftill. 

Def.  I  will  fo  :  what's  the  matter  ? 

Oth.  That  handkerchief 
Which  I  fo  lov'd,  and  gave  thee,  thou  gav'ft  Cafftol 

Def.  No,  by  my  life  and  foul :  fend  for  the  man, 
And  ask  him. 

Oth.  S  weet  Soul,  take  heed,  take  heed  of  perjury  5 
Thou  ait  on  thy  death  bed. 

Def  Ay,  but  not  yet  to  die. 

Oth.  Presently; 
Therefore  confers  thee  freely  of  thy  fin : 
For  to  deny  each  article  w'th  oath, 
Cannot  remove,  nor  choak,  the  ftrong  conception 
That  T  do  groan  withal.   Thou  art  to  die. 

Def.  Oh,  heav'n  have  mercy  on  me  ! 

Oth.  I  fay,  amen. 

Def  And  have  y 011  mercy  too  !  1  never  did. 

Offend  you  in  my  life  ;  never  lov'd  Cajfio, 
But  with  fuch  general  warranty  of  heav'n, 
As  I  might  love.    I  never  gave  him  token. 

Oth.  By  heav'n,  T  favv  my  handkerchief  in's  haadV. 
Oh  perjur'd  woman  !  thou  doft  ftone  my  heart ; 
And  mak'ft  me  call;  what  I  intend  to  do, 

A  mur- 


332  Othello,  the 

A  murther,  which  I  thought  a  facniice. 
I  faw  the  handkerchief 

Def.  He  found  it  then  ; 
I  never  gave  it  him  ;  fend  for  him  hither, 
Let  him  confefs  a  truth. 

Oth.  He  hath  confeft. 

Def.  What,  my  lord  ? 

Oth.  That  he  hath  us'd  thee  ■ 

Def.  How?  unlawfully! 

Otb.  Ay.( 

Def.  He  will  not  fay  fo. 

Oth.  No,  his  mouth  is  Itopp'd ; 
Honeft  I  ago  hath  ta'en-  order  fdf't. 

Def  My  fear  interprets  then  -  What,  is  he  dead? 

Oth.  Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great  revenge 
Had  ftomach  for  them  all. 

Def  Alas,  he  is  betray 'd,  and  \  undone. 

Oth.  Out,  (trumpet!    weep'ft  thou  for  him  to  my 
face  ? 

Def.  Oh  banimme,  my  Lord,  but  kill  me  not. 
Oth.  Down,  ftrumpet. 

Def.  Kill  me  to  morrow,  let  me  live  to  night. 

Oth*  Nay,  if  you  ftrive   

Def  But  half  an  hour. 

Oth.  Being  done,  there  is  no  paufe. 

Def  But  while  I  fay  one  prayer. 

Oth.  It  is  too  late.  [He  fmothers  her, 

JEmilia  at  the  door. 
JEmiL  My  lord,  my  lord  !  what  hoa!  my  lord,  my 
lord. 

Oth.  What  noife  is  this?  not  dead?  not  yet  quite 

dead  ? 

I,  that  am  cruel,  am  yet  merciful ; 

I  would  not  have  thee  linger  in  thy  pain. 

So,  fo. 

JSmiL  [^within.']  What  hoa  !  my  Lord,  my  Lord  ! 
Otb.  Who's  there  ; 

JEmil  Oh,-  my  good  Lord,  I  would  fpeak  a  word 
with  you.  _  . 
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Oth-  Yes,  'tis  JEmilia  by  and  by  fhe's  dead. 

'Tis  like,  fhe  corner  to  fpeak  of  Caffio\  death  ; 
The  noife  was  high.       Ha,  no  more  moving  ? 
Still  as  the  Grave.   Shall  ihe  come  in  ?  were'c  good  ? 

J  think,  fhe  ftirs  again  No  what's  the  belt  ? 

If  Ihe  come  in,  (he'll,  fure,  fpeak  to  my  wife  ; 

My  wife  !  m>  wife  !  what  wife  ?  I  have  nu  wife. 

Oh  infupportable  !  oh  heavy  hour  ! 

Methinks,  it  mould  be  now  a  huge  eclipfe 

Of  Sun,  and  Moon,  and  that  th'  affrighted  globe 

Should  yawn  at  alteration  

JEmil.  I  befeech  you, 
That  I  may  fpeak  with  you.   Oh,  good  my  lord  ?  ■  ■ 

Oth.  I  had  forgot  thee  ;  oh,  come  in,  JEmilia. 
Soft,  by  and  by,  let  me  the  curtains  draw. 
Where  art  thou  ?  what's  the  matter  with  thee  now  ? 

[Unlocks  the  door. 

Enter  ^Emilia. 

JRmiL  Oh,  my  good  lord,  yonder 's  foul  murther 
done. 

Oth.  What?  now? 

JEmil.  But  now,  my  Lord. 

Oth.  It  is  the  very  error  of  the  Moon ; 
She  comes  more  near  the  Earth  than  ihe  was  wont, 
And  makes  men  mad. 

jEmil.  CaJ/to,  my  Lord,  hath  kill'd 
A  young  Venetian,  call'd  Rodorigo. 

Oth.  Rodorigo  kilYdt  and  CaJJio  kill'd  ? 

uEmil.  No,  CaJJio  is  not  kill  d. 

Oth.  Not  Caffk  kill'd  ?  then  murther  s  out  of  tune, 
And  fweet  revenge  grows  harm. 

DeJ.  Oh,  faKely,  falfely  murther'd  !  

JEmil.  Alas !  what'  cry  is  that? 

Oth.  That  ?  what? 

JEmil.  Out,  and  alas !  that  was  my  lady's  voice, 
Help !  help,  hoa  !  help  !  oh  lady,  fpeak  again  ; 
Sweet  Dtjdemona  !  oh  fweet  miftrefs,  fpeak. 

DeJ.  A  guiltiefs  death  1  die. 

JEmiL  Oh,  who  hath  done  this  deed? 

Def. 
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Def.  No  body,  I  myfelf,  farewel  ; 
Commend  me  to  my  kind  Lord  ;  oh,  farewel.  [Dies\\ 

Oth.  Why,  how  mould  fhe  be  murtherd? 

JEmiL  Alas  !  who  knows  ? 

Oth.  You  heard  her  fey,  herfelf,  it  was  not  I. 

JEmiL  She  faid  To,  I  muft  needs  report  the  truth. 

Oth.  She's  like  a  lyar  gone  to  burning  hell ; 
'Twas  I,  that  kilPd  her. 

JEmiL  Oh,  the  more  Angel  me,  and  you  the  blacker 
Devil. 

Oth.  She  turn'd  to  folly,  and  fhe  was  a  whore. 

jEmil.  Thou  doft  bely  her,  and  thou  art  a  Devil. 

Oth.  She  was  falfe  as  water. 

JEmiL  Thou  art  rafn  as  fire,  to  fay 
That  (he  was  falfe.   Oh,  fhe  was  heav'nly  true. 

Oth.  Caffio  did  tup  her;  ask  thy  husband  elfe. 
Oh,  I  vvere  damn'd  beneath  all  depth  in  hell, 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  juft  grounds 
To  this  extremity.  Thy  husband  knew  it  all. 

JEmil.  My  husband  ! 

Oth.   Thy  husband. 

j£mil.  That  (he  was  falfe  to  wedlock  ? 

Oth.  Ay,  with  CaJJio :  had  me  been  true, 
If  heav'n  would  make  me  fuch  another  World, 
Of  one  entire  and  perfect  Chryfolite, 
I'd  not  have  fold  her  for  it. 

jEmil.  My  husband  ! 

Oth.  Ay,  'twas  he  that  told  me  firft ; 
An  honeft  man  he  is,  and  hates  the  flime 
That  flicks  on  filthy  deeds. 
JEmiL  My  husband  ! 

Oth.  What  needs  this  iteration,  woman  } 
I  fay,  thy  husband. 

JEmiL  Oh  miftrefs  !   villany  has  made  mocks  witl 
love. 

My  husband  fay,  ihe  was  falfe  ! 

Oth.  He,  woman  i 
I  fay,  thy  husband  5  doft  underftand  the  word  ? 
My  friend,  thy  husband,  honeft,  honeft  lego. 

JEmiL  If  he  fays  fo,  may  his  pernicious  foul 

Ro 
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Rot  half  a  grain  a  day  !  he  lyes  to  th'  heart. 
She  was  too  fond  of  her  moll  filthy  bargain. 

Oth.  Hah !  

JEmiL  Do  thy  worft  : 
This  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  heav'n, 
Than  thou  waft  worthy  her. 

Oth.  Peace,  you  were  beft. 

JEmiL  Thou  haft  not  half  that  power  to  do  me 
harm, 

As  I  have  to  be  hurt !  oh  gull !  oh  dolt !  i 

As  ignorant  as  dirt !  thou' ft  done  a  deed— — 

I  care  not  for  thy  fword,  Til  make  thee  known, 

Though  I  loft  twenty  lives  Help  !  help,  hoa  ! 

help! 

The  Mocr  hath  kUTd  my  miftrefs.  Murther,  murther  ! 
Enter  Montano,  Gratiano,  Iago,  and  others. 

Mon.  What  is  the  matter  ?  how  now,  General ! 
jEmil.  Oh,  are  you  come,   lagof  you  have  done 

well, 

That  men  muft  lay  their  murthers  on  your  neck. 

Gra.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

JEmiL  Difprove  this  villain,  if  thou  be'ft  a  man  $ 
He  fays,  thou  toldlt  him  that  his  wife  was  falfe: 
I  know,  thou  didft  not;  thou'rt  not  fuch  a  villain. 
Speak,  for  my  heart  is  full. 

Iago.  I  told  him  what  I  thought ;  and  told  no  more, 
Than  what  he  found  himfelf  was  apt  and  true. 
JEmiL  But  did  you  ever  tell  him,  (he  was  falfe  ? 
Iago.  I  did. 

JEmiL  You  told  a  lye ;  an  odious,  damned,  lye : 
Upon  my  foul,  a  lye ;  a  wicked  lye. 
She  falfe  with  Cajjto  ?  did  you  fay,  with  Cajfio  ? 

Iago.  With  CaJJto,   miftrefs ;    go  to,  charm  your 
tongue. 

JEmiL  I  will  not  charm  my  tongue ;  I'm  bound  to 
fpeak  ; 

My  miftref:  lies  here  murther'd  in  her  bed. 
All.  Oil  heavens  forefend ! 
s£miL  And  your  reports  have  fet  the  murther  on. 

Oth. 
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Oth.  Nay,  ftare  not,  mailers ;  it  is  true,  indeed. 

Gra.  'Tis  a  ftrange  truth. 

Mon.  Oh  monllrous  ad  ! 

AimiL  Villany  !  villany  !  villany ! 
I  think  upon't — I  think — Ifmeirt — Oh  villany  ! 

I  thought  fo  then  ;  I'll  kill  myfelf  for  grief ;  

Oh  villany,  viilany  ! 

lago.  What,  are  you  mad?  I  charge  you,  get  you 
home. 

JEmil  Good  gentlemen,  let  me  have  leave  to  fpeak  : 
'Tis  proper  I  obey  him,  but  not  now: 
Perchance,  lago,  I  wjli  ne'er  go  home. 

Oth .  Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  [Ochello/a/Zr  on  the  bed. 

JEmil.  Nay,  lay  thiee  down  and  roar  : 
For  thou  haft  kili'd  the  fweeteft  Innocent, 
That  e'er  did  lift  up  eye. 

Oth.  Oh,  me  was  foul !  [Rifing* 
I  fcarce  did  know  you,  Uncle  ;  there  lies  your  Niece, 
Whofe  breath,  indeed,  thefe  hands  have  newly  ftop'd  ; 
I  know,  this  act  ihews  horrible  and  grim. 

Gra  Poor  Defdemona!  I'm  glad  thy  father's  dead: 
Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him  ;  and  pure  grief 
Shore  his  old  thread  in  twain.    Did  he  live  now, 
This  fight  would  make  him  do  a  defprate  turn : 
Yea,  curfe  his  better  Angel  from  his  fide, 
And  fall  to  reprobation. 

Oth.  'Tis  pitiful  ;  but  yet  lago  knows, 
That  (he  with  Cajfio  had  the  acl  of  fhame 
A  thoufand  times  committed.    Cajfio  confefl  it ; 
And  (he  did  gratify  his  amorous  works, 
With  that  recognizance  and  pledge  of  love 
Which  I  hrft  gave  her  ,•  J  faw  it  in  his  hand  ; 
It  was  an  handkerchief,  an  antique  token 
My  father  gave  my  mother. 

jE??nL  Oh  heav'n  !  oh  heav'nly  Powers ! 

lago.  C  ome,  hold  your  peace. 

JEmil.  %  Twill  out,  'twill  out  f,  peace  ! 

No,  I  will  fpeak  as  liberal  as  the  air  ; 

Let  hr  av'n,  and  men,  and  devils,  let  them  all, 

All,  all  cry  fhame  againft  me,  yet  Til  fpeak. 

lage. 
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Jago.  Be  wife,  and  get  you  home. 
JEmiL  I  will  not.  [lago  offers  to  Jlab  his  wife. 

Gra.  Fie,  your  fword  upon  a  woman  ? 
JEmiL  Oh,  thou  dull  Moor!  that  handkerchief,  thou 
f peak' ft  of, 

I  found  by  fortune,  and  did  give  my  hufband ; 
For  often,  with  a  folemn  earneftnefs, 
(More  than,  indeed,  belong' d  to  fuch  a  trifle,) 
He  begg'd  of  me  to  ileal  it. 

Iago.  Villanous  whore ! 

JEmiL  She  give  it  CaJJio  ?  alas,  I  found  it, 
And  did  give't  my  hufband. 

lago.  Filth,  thou  Heft. 

JEmiL  By  heav'n,  I  do  not 5  I  do  not,  gentlemen  : 
Oh  murd'rous  coxcomb  !  what  mould  fuch  a  fool 
Do  with  fo  good  a  wife  ? 

Iago  breaks  through,  and  wounds  his  wife,  then 
runs  out. 

Oth.  A  re  there  no  ftones  in  heav'n, 
But  what  ferve  for  the  thunder  ?  precious  villain  f 

Gra,  The  woman  falls ;  fure,  he  has  kill'd  his  wife. 

JEmiL  Ay,  ay;  oh,  lay  me  by  my  miftrefs'  fide. 

Gra.  He's  gone,  but  his  wife's  kili'd. 

Mon.  'Tis  a  notorious  villain  ;  take  this  weapon. 
Which  I  have  here  recover' d  from  the  Moor : 
Come,  guard  the  door  without,  let  him  not  pafs, 
But  kill  him  rather  ;  Til  after  that  fame  villain, 
For  'tis  a  damned  Have.  [Exeunt  Mon.  and  Gra. 

Oth.  I  am  not  valiant  neither ; 
B-ut  every  puny  whipfter  gets  my  fword. 
But  why  ihould  honour  out-live  honefty  f 
Let  it  go  all. 

JEmiL  What  did  thy  Song  boad,  lady  ? 
Hark,  can'ft  thou  hear  me  ?  I  will  play  the  fwan, 
And  die  in  mufick;  Willow,  Willow,  Willow 
Moor,  me  was  chaft ;  me  lov'd  thee,  cruel  Moor; 
So  come  my  foul  to  blifs,  as  I  fpeak  true ; 
So  fpeaking  as  I  think,  alas,  I  die.  [iEmilia  dies. 

Oth.  I  have  another  weapon  in  this  chamber, 

Vol.  VIII.  P  ft 
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J  :  was  a  fvvord  of  Spain,  the  Ehro"s  temper; 
Oh,  here  it  is :  Uncle,  I  mint  come  forth. 

Gra.  [within.]  If  thou  attempt  it,  it  will  coil  thee 
dear; 

Thou  halt  no  weapon,  and  perforce  muft  fuffer. 

Oth.  Look  in  upon  me  then,  and  fpeak  with  me. 
Or,  naked  as  I  am,  I  will  affault  thee. 

Re-enter  Gratiano. 

Gra.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Oth.  Lo  !  I  have  a  weapon  : 
A  better  never  did  itfelf  fuftain 
Upon  a  foldier's  thigh.    I've  feen  the  day, 
That  with  this  little  arm,  and  this  good  fword, 
I've  made  my  way  thro'  more  impediments, 
Than  twenty  times  your  itop.    But,  oh  vain  boalll 
Who  can  controul  his  fate  ?  'tis  not  fo  now. 
Be  not  afraid,  tho'  you  do  fee  me  weapon'd  ; 
Here  is  my  journey's  end,  here  is  my  Butt, 
The  very  fea-mark  of  my  utmoft  fail. 
Do  you  go  back  difmay'd  ?  'tis  a  loft  fear : 
Man  but  a  rufli  againft  Othello 's  breaft, 
And  he  retires.    Where  fhould  Othello  go  ? 

Now  how  doit  thou  look  now  ?  oh  ill-ltarr'd 

Wench  ! 

Pale  as  thy  fmock  I  when  we  mail  meet  at  compt, 
This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  foul  from  heav'n, 
And  fiends  will  fnatch  at  it.    Cold,  cold,  my  Girl, 
Ev'n  like  thy  chaftity.    O  curfed  flave  ? 
Whip  me,  ye  Devils, 
From  the  poiTeilion  of  this  heav'nly  fight  ; 
Blow  me  about  in  winds,  roall  me  in  fulphur, 
Walli  me  in  fteep-down  gulfs  of  liquid  fire  ■ 
Oh  De (demon a  I  Defdemonal  dead,  dead!  oh,  oh! 

Enter  Lodovico,  Caflio  led  in  wounded,  Montano,  and 
J  ago  prifoner,  <with  Officers. 
Lod.  Where  is  this  rafh  and  molt  unfortunate  man  ? 
Oth.  That's  he,  that  was  Othello:  here  I  am. 
Lot.  Where  is  that  viper?  bring  the  villain  for;h. 

Otb> 
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Oth.  I  look  down  tow'rds  his  feet ;  but  That's  a 
fable. 

If  thou  beeft  a  Devil,  I  cannot  kill  thee. 

[Othello  wounds  Iago. 

Lod.  Wrench  his  fword  from  him. 

Iago.  I  bleed,  Sir,  but  not  kuTd. 

Oth.  I  am  not  forry,  neither :  I'd  have  thee  live  ; 
For,  in  my  fenfe,  Ms  happinefs  to  die. 

Lod.  Oh  thou,  Othello,  that  wall  once  fo  good, 

Fal'n  in  the  practice  of  a  curfed  flave,   »— » 

What  {hall  be  faid  to  thee  ? 

Oth.  Why,  any  thing  ; 
An  honourable  murth'rer,  if  you  will: 
For  nought  I  did  in  hate,  but  all  in  honour. 

Lod.  This  wretch  hath  part  confeil:  his  villany  : 
Did  you  and  he  confent  in  Cajfios  death  ? 

Oth.  Ay. 

Caf.  Dear  General,  I  never  gave  you  Caufe. 

Oth,  I  do  believe  it,  and  I  afk  your  pardon  : 
Will  you,  I  pray,  demand  that  demy- devil, 
Why  he  hath  thus  enfnar'd  my  foul  and  body? 

Iago.  Demand  me  nothing ;  what  you  know,  you 
know ; 

From  this  time  forth  I  never  will  fpeak  word, 

Lod.  What  ?  not  to  pray  ? 

Gra.  Torments  will  ope  your  lips, 

Oth.  Well,  thou  doll  beft. 

Lod.  Sir,  you  mall  underftand  what  hath  befal'n, 
Which,  as  I  think,  you  know  not ;  here's  a  letter, 
Found  in  the  pocket  of  the  flain  Rodorigo, 
And,  here,  another;  one  of  them  imports 
The  death  of  CaJJio  to  be  undertook 
By  Rodorigo. 

Oth.  O  villain ! 

Caf.  Moll  heathenilh  and  moftgrofs ! 

Lod.  Now,  here's  another  difcontented  paper, 
Found  in  his  pocket  too ;  and  this  it  feems, 
Rodorigo  meant  t'have  fent  this  damned  villain ; 
But  that,  belike,  Iago  in  the  interim 
.  Came  in  and  fatisfy'd  him. 

P  z  Oik 


340  Othello,  the 

Oth.  Oh  thou  pernicious  caitiff ! 
How  came  you,  Cajfio,  by  that  handkerchief 
That  was  my  wife's  ? 

Caf  I  found  it  in  my  chamber; 
And  he  himfelf  confeft  it  but  even  now, 
That  there  he  dropt  it  for  a  fpecial  purpofe, 
Which  wrought  to  his  defire. 

Oth.  Oh  fool,  fool,  fool ! 

Caf.  There  is,  befides,  in  Rodorigo's  letter, 
How  he  upbraids  I  ago  that  he  made  him 
Brave  me  upon  the  watch  ;  whereon  it  came 
That  I  was  caft ;  and  even  now  he  fpake, 
After  long  feeming  dead,  I  ago  hurt  him, 
Jago  fet  him  on. 

Lod.  You  mull  forfake  this  room,  and  go  with  us ; 
Your  Povv'r  and  your  Command  is  taken  off, 
And  Caffio  rules  in  Cyprus,   For  this  flave, 
If  there  be  any  cunning  cruelty, 
That  can  torment  him  much,  and  hold  him  long, 
It  (hall  be  his.    You  (hall  clofe  prifoner  reft,  • 
Till  that  the  nature  of  your  fault  be  known 
To  the  Venetian  State.    Come,  bring  him  away. 

Oth.  Soft  you ;  a  word  or  two,  before  you  go. 
I've  done  the  ftate  fome  fervice,  and  they  know't; 
No  more  of  that.    I  pray  you,  in  your  letters, 
When  you  mall  thefe  unlucky  deeds  relate, 
Speak  of  me  as  I  am  :  Nothing  extenuate, 
K  or  let  down  aught  in  malice.    Then  muft  you  fpeak 
Of  one  that  lov'd  not  wifely,  but  too  well ; 
Of  one,  not  eafily  jealous  ;  but  being  wrought, 
Perplexed  in  the  extream  j  of  one,  whofe  hand,  (30) 

Like 

(3c)  of  One,  ivbefe  Land, 

Like  tbebafe  Indian,  tbreiv  a  Pearl  atvay 
Richer  than  all  bis  Tribe.]  I  have  reftor'd,  Judian,  from 
the  Elder  Quarto,  as  the  genuine  and  more  eligible  Reading. 
Mr.  Pope  thinks,  tbis  iva%  occafioned  probably  by  the  Word  Tribe 
tfter  1  I  have  many  Reafons  to  oppofe  to  this  Opinion.  In 
the  itr A  Place,  the  rnoft  ignorant  Indian,  I  believe,  is  fo  far 

the 
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Like  the  bafe  Judian,  threw  a  Pearl  away 

Richer  than  all  his  tribe  ;  of  one,  whofe  eyes, 

Albeit  unufed  to  the  melting  mood, 

Drop  tears  as  faft  as  the  Arabian  trees 

Their  medicinal  gum.    Set  you  down  this  : 

And  fay  befides,  that  in  Aleppo  once, 

Where  a  malignant  and  a  turban'd  Turk 

Beat  a  Venetian,  and  tradue'd  the  State, 

I  took  by  the  throat  the  circumcifed  dog, 

And  fmote  him  thus.  [Stabs  him/elf. 

Lod,  Oh  bloody  period  ! 

Gra.  AH,  that  is  fpoke,  is  marr'd, 

Otb.  I  kift  thee,  ere  I  kill'd  thee,  —  No  way  but  this, 

[7iDefdem; 

Killing  myfelf,  to  die  upon  a  kifs.  [dies. 

the  Reverfe  of  the  DunghilUCock  in  the  Fable,  as  to  know  the 
Eflimation  of  a  Pearl,  beyond  that  of  a  Barley-corn.    So  that, 
in  that  refpect,  the  Thought  itfelf  would  not  be  juft.  Then, 
if  our  Author  had  defign'd  to  reflect  on  the  ignorance  of  the 
Indian,  without  any  farther  Reproach,  he  would  have  calPd  him 
rude,  and  not  bafe*    Again,  I  am  perfuaded,  as  my  Friend 
Mr.  Warburton  long  ago  obferv'd,  the  Phrafc  is  not  here  Un<* 
ral,  but  metaphorical :  and,  by  his  Pearl,  our  Author  very  pro- 
perly means  a  fine  Woman,    But  Mr.  Pope  objects  further  to 
reading  Judian,  becaufe,  to  make  Senfe  of  This,  *we  mufi  pre- 
fuppofe  fome  particular  Story  of  a  Jew  alluded  to  )  which  is  much 
left  obvious:  But  has  Shakefpeare  never  done  this,  but  in  this 
fingle  Inftance  ?    I  am  fatisfied,  in  his  Judian,  he  is  alluding 
to  Herod ;  who,  in  a  Fit  of  blind  Jealoufy,  threw  away  fuch  a 
Jewel  of  a  Wife  as  Mariamne  was  to  him.    What  can  be  more 
parallel  in  Circumftance,  than  the  Conduct  of  Herod  and  Othel- 
lo ?    Nor  was  the  Story  fo  little  obvious,  as  Mr.  Pope  feems  to 
imagine:  For,  in  the  Year  1613,  the  Lady  Elizabeth  Carew 
publifhM  a  Tragedy,  called  Mar  1  a  m,  the  fair  Queen  of  Je  wr  y9 
1  mall  only  add,  that  oar  Author  might  write  Judian,  or  Ju- 
4ean,  (if  that  mould  be  alledg'd  as  any  Objection)  inftead  of 
Judtean,  with  the  fame  Licenfe  and  Change  of  Accent,  as,  in 
his  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  he  fhortens  the  fecond  Syllable  of 
Euphrates  in  Pronunciation  :  which  was  a  Liberty  likewife  ta- 
ken by  Spenfer,  of  whom  our  Author  was  a  ftudious  Imitator, 

P  J  Caf. 


Othello,  . 


Caf.  This  did  I  fear,  but  thought  he  had  no  weapon^ 
For  he  was  great  of  heart. 

°Lod.  Oh  Spartan  dog!  [fa  la  go, 

More  fell  than  anguim,  hunger,  or  the  fea! 
Look  on  the  tragick  loading  of  this  bed  ; 
This  is  thy  work  ;  the  object  poifons  fight,  m 
Let  it  be  hid.    Gratiano,  keep  the  houfe, 
And  feize  upon  the  fortunes  of  the  Mcor, 
Por  they  fucceed  to  you.    To  you,  lord  Governor, 
.Remains  the  cenfure  of  this  heilifh  villain  : 
The  time,  the  place,  the  torture,  oh  !  inforce  it. 
My  fclf  will  flraigbt  aboard  ;  and  to  the  State 
This  heavy  act,  with  heavy  heart,  relate  [Exeunt, 
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ly  acted  by  the  Kings  Majefties  Servants  at  the  Globe. 
Written  by  W.  Shake-fpeare.  Newly  corrected,  aug- 
mented, and  amended.  'London,  printed  by  R.  Young  for 
John  Smethwicke,  and  are  to  be  fold  at  his  Shop  in  St, 
Dunfians  Churchyard  in  Fleet flreet,  under  the  Dyall, 
1637.  (Quarto.) 

The  Tragedy  of  Hamlet,  Prince  of  Denmark.  Newly 
imprinted  and  inlarged,  according  to  the  true  and  per- 
fect Copy  laft  printed.  By  William  Shakefpeare.  Lon- 
don, printed  by  R.  Tounge  for  John  Smethivicke,  &c. 
1637.  (Quarto.) 

The  Tragcedy  of  Othello,  the  Moore  of  Venice.  As 
it  hath  beene  diverfe  times  acted  at  the  Globe,  and  at 
the  Black  Friers,  by  his  Majefties  Servants.  Writ- 
ten by  William  Shakefpeare.  London,  printed  by 
A.  M.  for  Richard  Hawkins,  and  are  to  be  fold  at  his 
Shoppe  in  Chancery-Lane,  neere  Serjeants-Inne,  1630^ 
(Quarto.) 

Editions  of  ?:o  Authority. 

TH  E  Works  of  Mr.  William  Shakefpeare,  in  Six 
Volumes,  adorned  with  Cue?.  Revis'd  and  cor- 
rected, with  an  Account  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  the 
Author,  by  N.  Rov/e  Efq;    London,  printed  for  Ja- 

•  cob 


coo  Ton/on  within  Grays-Inn  Gate,  next  Grays-Inn  Lane, 
1709.  Ottawa. 
The  Same,  in  \2mo.  17 14. 

The  Works  of  Sbakefpeare,  in  Six  Volumes.  Collated 
and  corrected  by  the  former  Editions,  by  Mr.  Pope. 
London,  printed  for  Jacob  Ton/on  in  the  Strand,  1725, 
Quarto. 

The  Same,  in  izma.  1728. 


index 


INDEX 

OF  THE 
CHARACTERS,  SENTIMENTS, 

SIMILES, 
SPEECHES  and  DESCRIPTIONS 
I  M 

SHAKESPEARE. 


SECT.  L 

CHARACTERS 

OF 

HISTORICAL  PERSONS. 


A, 

rfRTHUR,  a  hope- 
ful  young  Prince, 
unfortunate. 
Alcibiades,  banifhM  for 
interceding  for  his 
Friend. 

-  *  vifits  Timon  with 
two  MilTes. 

-  -  exhorted  to  Cru- 
elty by  him,  and  the 
Women  to  Luft. 

-  -  conquers  Athens. 
Antony,  Mark,  his  Con- 

/erence  with  Brutus 
after  Cafar  was  mur- 
der'd. 

-  his  Reflections  on 
it,  when  alone. 

-  -  fpeak's  Cafar's 
Funeral  Oration, 


Play.        Vol.  Page.]  Perfon 


K.  John. 

Timon. 
ibid. 


ibid, 
ibid. 


Jul.  Cafar. 


150 
159 

160 
184 

44 
47 

50 


Antony, 


INDEX. 


Ant  any,  Mark,  bis  Elo- 
quence prais'd  by  Caf- 

JtUS, 

-  -  -  his  Valour  dege- 
•  nerates  into  Fondnefs 

for  Cleopatra. 

-  -  -  refolves  to  leave 
her. 

-  -  -  his  former  Era- 
very  defcrib'd  by  Oc- 
tai'ius  Cafar. 

-  -  -  Powpey's  Wifh,  that 

he  may  live  on  in  love 
and  luxury. 

-  -  -  quarrels  with  OEla- 
*vius,  which  ends  in 
a  Marriage  with  Oc- 
ttrvia. 

-  -  his  Genius  infe- 
rior to  0£iatvius>&. 

-  -  complains  of  Oc- 
tav jus's  ill  treatment 
to  0  Ravi  a* 

-  -  beaten  ktABium, 
and  defpairs  after  it. 

-  -  fends  to  Off  aw:  us 
to  treat,  and  is  re- 
fund. 

-  -  grows  jealous  of 
Cleopatra, 

-  -  beats  Cafar,  by 
Land,  and  meets  the 
Queen  in  Rapture. 

-  -  his  Fleet  revolt- 
ing, he  quarrels  again 
with  Cleopatra, 

-  -  being  told  me  is 
dead,  he  falls  on  his 
Sword. 

-  .  carried  to  Cleo- 
potra,  he  dies  in  her 
Arms. 


Play. 


Jul  Cafar. 


Ant,  and  Chop. 


Vol. 


Page. 
72 

85 
9* 

100 
105 

107 
116  ' 


'37 

,148 


150 
155 

166 

j 

170  j 

17s 

179 


-  -  Otlaviut 


/  N 


-  -  -  -  Oclavius  and 
his  Generals  lament 
and  praife  him. 

-  -  -  and  Cleopatra, 
Ajax,  his  Character. 


B. 

TYLancb,    her  Beauty 
^  and  Virtue. 
Burgundy ,  Duke  of,  a 

Falfe  Ally. 
Bccufcrd,  Cardinal.  vid. 

Wincbefier. 
Buckingham,    Duke  of, 

treacherous,  cruel, 

mercenary. 

-  -  -  in  Henry  Sth's 
Reign,  rafh,  choleric. 

-  -  -  -  his  Character 
given  by  Hen.  8. 

-  -  -  Condemn'd. 
Bullen,Anne)  her  Beauty, 

-  -  -  item. 

-  -  -  item. 

-  -  -  item* 

Brutus,  referVd  and  me- 
lancholic. 

-  -  -  fpirited  up  by  Caf- 
Jius  againft  Cafar. 

-  -  -  of  great  Authority 
with  the  People. 

^  -  -  his  felf-debate  up- 
on Cajar%  Death. 

»  -  -  -  opens  himfelf 
freely  to  the  Confpi- 
rators. 

-  -  -  declares  for  faving 
Antony, 

L  -  -  importun'd  by  his 
Wife  Psrtia* 


D 

Play. 


Troi.  and  CreJ, 


K.  John. 
i  Hen.  6. 


Richard  3. 

Hen,  8. 

ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid, 

Julius  Cafar, 


X. 

Vol.  Page. 


182 
187 
323 


361 
43i 


31 1 

318 

329 

328 

King. 

342 

Cham. 

359 

Suf. 

376 

2  &nt. 

8 

9 

zi 

Cafe. 

22 

26 

*7 

29 

I  N  D  E 


Brum,  his  Speech  to 
the  People,  to  juftify 
Czjars  Murder. 

<■  -  -  quarrels  with  Caf- 
Jius. 

-  -  -  relates  the  Death 
of  Portia, 

-  -  -  fees  Cafar's  Ghoft. 

-  -  -  takes  his  laft  fare- 
wel  of  Cajius. 

-  -  -  refolves  to  die, 
and  kills  himfelf. 

-  -  -  prais'd  by  Antony. 
Banquoy  his  Character 

{for  the  reft,  <vid. 
Macbeth.) 


/^Onftance,   a  Mother 

^  paiTionately  fond. 

Cade,  John,  a  bold  crafty 
Rebel. 

Clifford,  bold  and  re- 
vengeful. 

Cafar,  Julius. 

Catharine,  Queen  to  Hen- 
ryt. 

-  -  -  pitied  by  Anne 
Bulkn. 

-  -  -  her  fpeech  to  the 
King  before  her  Di- 
vorce. 

-  -  -  prais'd  by  the 
King. 

*  -  -  recommends  her 
Daughter  and  Ser- 
vants to  him. 

Cromwell,  Thomas. 

Cranmer's  Character  by 
Gardiner. 

-  -  -  by  Crcnivell, 


Play, 

Jul.  C*/. 


Macbeth* 

K.  John. 

2  Henry  6. 

3  Henry  6. 
Richard  3. 

Hen.  8. 

ibid. 

ibid, 
ibid. 


ibid, 
ibid. 

ibid, 
ibid. 


X. 

Vol.  Page. 


49 
60 

69 

74 
81 


6  301 
3 

5  50 

237 
335 
339 

344 

347 


383 
378 

3S6 
397 


...by 


INDEX. 


x  ray* 

Vol.  Page. 

•  -  -  by  tne  K.ing. 

lien,  o* 

5  39S 

—   -  ■•  his  Speech  over 

Princefs  E/ixabetb, 

ibid* 

402 

Eorioldfius,  brave,  proud, 

a  Contemner  of  the 

Populace. 

ConolanuSt 

6 

»  -  -  chides- his  Soldiers 

when  repulsed* 

IDlu* 

364 

•  *  -  his  Character* 

365 

•  -  -  his  Entry  into  Rome 

aitcr  a  v  iciory* 

38a 

•  "  "  Hla  r\ CllUI J o  iumm  u 

up  by  Cominius, 

38S 

"  -  -  approv  d  by  the 

Tribunes,  he  rails  at 

the  Populace* 

400 

Won!  (Yx '  A 

420 

hf    •  applies  to,  and  is 

kindly   received  by, 

Aujidiui* 

4-3° 

m  -  •  not  to  be  diverted 

by  his  Friends  from 

invading  Rome. 

443 

■=*  -  -  yields  to  his  Mo- 

ther s  Intreaties* 

455 

•  —  -  (lain  by  the  Envy 

and  Treachery  of  Au- 

jidius* 

464 

Csfar,  Julius,  fufpicious 

Ot  LaJJius. 

j u h us  Cafzr, 

7 

13 

-  -  -  refufeth  the  Crown 

that  was  offer'd. 

—  -  -  addicted  to  Super- 

ftition,  and  lov'd  Flat- 

tery* 

28 

-  -  -  dilluaaea  by  L>ai- 

pburnia  from  going  to 

the  Senate. 

33 

-  -  -  his  Contempt  of 

Death* 

33 

Perfon. 


Lar, 

Bru.  Mef* 
Com. 


C*f. 
Cafe. 

Cafe.  Dee. 


C*f. 


Vol.  VIII, 


-  firm 


INDEX. 


<*  -  «  firm  againft  thofc 
who  wrong  him. 

-  -  -  AfiafTinated. 

-  -  -  his  Ghoft  appears 
to  Brutus, 

CaJJius  confers  with  Bru- 
tus againft  Cxfar. 
•  -  -  his  Character. 

-  -  -  refolves  to  kill 
himfelf,  if  C&far  is 
made  King. 

.  -  -  his  Quarrel  with 
Brutus, 

-  -  -  ill  Omens  ft agger 
him,  tho'  an  Epicu- 
rean. 

-  -  -  prefages  he  mould 
die  on  his  Birth-day. 

 kills  himfelf. 

-  -  -  mourn'd  and  praisM 

by  Titinius,  MeJ'aJt 
and  Brutus, 

Cafcai  Character. 

Cleopatra,  the  Power  of 
her  Eeauty  over  An- 
tony, 

-  -  -  her  Character  of 
Antony  when  he  had 
left  her. 

-  -  -  her  failing  down 
the -Cydnus  defcrib'd 

[for  tlie  reft  'via'.  Antor.y. 

-  -  -  her  Lamentation 
over  the  dead  Body  of 
Antony. 

-  -  -  refolves  to  die. 

-  -  -  vifited  by  O&avius. 

-  -  -  affronted  by  her 
Treafurer  Seleucus. 

-  -  -  kills  herfelf  with 
Afpicks, 


Play. 

Jul.  C*f. 
ibid. 


Vol. 


Ant, 


and 


Page. 

40 

69 


13 

19 
60 

73 

76 
76 


77 
16 


86 
114 


113 


179 

186 
1S9 

190 
195 


I  N  D  E 

Play. 


T\0<wglas. 

**-^  Duncan,  King  of 
Scotland,  murder' d, 
vid.  Macbeth, 

E, 

TfDivard    the  black 
Prince. 
Eleanor,  Wife  of  Duke 
Humphrey,  ambitious, 
and  given  to  Super- 
ftition. 

-  *  -  walks  in  Proceflion 
for  Penance,  and  is 
banifti'd. 

Edward  4th.  amorous, 
brave,  fuccefsful. 

-  -  -  his  two  Sons. 

 murder'd. 

Edward?,  of  Wales,  Son 
to  Henry  6. 
Elizabeth,  propheti- 
cally   defcrib'd  by 
Crantner. 

»  -  -  complimented  by 
the  Title  of  the  Vef- 
tal  Queen. 

Enobarbus,  a  brave  Ro- 
man Captain. 

dies  with  grief  for 
deferting  Antony. 


IJAulconbridge,  boaft- 
ful,  brave  and  en- 
terprifing. 


1  Hen,  4. 


Richard  2. 

2  Hen,  6. 

2  Hen,  6. 

3  Hen,  6. 
Richard  3.  ^ 

Richard  3. 

Henry  8. 

iV.  Dr. 
Ant.  and  C/<r<?/>. 
ibid. 


K,  John. 

0.2 


Vol.  Page.  I  Perfoii, 


i54 


29 


3? 


*33 
235 
263 


402 


1  6q 


Hot. 


York, 


Ob, 


Fui'v 


Fulvias  Death 
Character. 


/^Lendoiver. 

-  -  -  defcrib'd  by 
Hotfpur. 
Gloucefter,  Humphrey,  D. 
of,  gives  up  his  white 
Staff. 

 fees  his  Dutchefs's 

Proceflion  for  Pe- 
nance. 

-  -  -  Accus'd  t©  the 
King  by  the  Queen 
and  others. 

-  -  -  Arretted  for  High 
Treafon,  he  defends 
himfelf. 

-  -  -  murdered  by 
ftrangling. 

Gardiner,  Bp.  of  Win- 
cbefter,  flattering  and 
cruel. 

H. 

T7ENRT$th,  whilft 
****  Prince. 

-  -  -  item. 

Hotfpur.  (vid.  Percy.) 
Henry  5th  in  Armour. 
Henry  4th  defcrib'd  by 
Hotfpur. 

 his  Son  Pr.  Henry. 

 item. 

Henry  5  th. 

-  -  item. 

Henry  6th,  meek,  reli- 
gious, unfortunate. 

Henry  8th.  vid.  Q^Catha- 
rine,  Anne  Eullen. 


I  N  D  E 

Play, 

and" 


1  Hen%  4. 
ibid. 

2  Jfc*..6. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid, 
ibid. 

Henry  8. 


Richard  2. 

1  Hen.  4. 

ibid. 

ibid, 
ibid. 

2  Hen.  4. 
Henry  5. 

I  Hen.  6. 

i,  2,  3  Hen.  6. 


A. 

Vol. 

Page. 

Per  for 

•  7 

92 

Ant, 

6 

4 

140 

5 

34 

33 

41 

43 

56 

War. 

397 

King. 

4 

77 

Baling. 

144 

K.  He  na 

Ifer. 

102 

171 

Ver. 

253 

K.  Hen, 

286 

Cant. 

388 

JOHN, 


INDEX. 


h 

^VOH^Kin^diffem 
J  bling,  cruel,  irrefo- 

lute,  unfortunate. 
Joan,  the  Maid  of  Or- 
leans, 

-  -  -  raifeth  Fiends. 

-  -  -  taken  Prifoner. 

-  -  -  Condemn'd  to  be 
burn'd. 

James  I.  King,  prophe- 
tically deferib'd  by 
Cranmer. 

Julio  Romano,  his  Cha- 
racter. 


T  EAR,  King,  chole- 
ric,   fickle,  mad, 
miferable. 
Lepidus^  Character  by 

Antony, 
*■  ~  -  by  Pompey. 

M. 

fi/fO r timer* 

*  ^*  Margaret,  Hen .  6 1 h ' s 
Queen,  enrag'd  with 
her  own  miferies, 
exults  at  others. 

ilfow,  Sir  Thomas, 


Play. 

Vol.  Page. 

1 

AT.  >&/t. 

3 

I  Hen.  6  . 

ibid. 

ibid. 

4 

394 
453 
454 

ibid. 

458 

Hen.  8. 
WiM.  Tale. 


K.  Lear. 

Jul  Cdfar. 
Ant.  and  Cleop. 


1  Hen.  4. 


Richard  3. 
ifcn.  8. 


Menenius  Agrippa,  his 

Fable  of  the  Belly 

and  Limbs. 

Coriol. 

-  -  -  his  Character  by 

himfelf. 

ibid. 

*  -  -  his  Character  of 

Csriolanus, 

ibid. 

Macbeth,  his  bravery  in 

Battel. 

Macbeth, 

Pcrfon, 


403 
I 

32S  I  3  Gent.- 


58 
ic5 


104 

371 

35* 
377 
409 
270 


hath 


INDEX. 


-  -  -  hath  his  Greatnefs 

foretold  by  Witches. 

-  -  -  the  conflict  of  his 

Mind  when  he  firft 
intended  to  kill  the 
King. 

-  -  -   his  Temper  de 
fcrib'd  by  his  Lady. 

Macbeth^  Lady,  refolves 
on  murdering  the 
Ring,  and  encourages 
Macbeth, 

 he  ftaggers  in  his 

Refoiution,  and  is 
confirmed  again  by 
his  Wife. 

-  -  -  his  Soliloquy  be- 
fore he  kills  the  King, 
and  horror  after. 

-  -  -  meditate*  Ban* 
fuo^s  Death,  and  em* 
ploys  murderer?, 

-  -  -  Banqu $  s Ghoft  ap- 
pears to  him. 

-  -  -  confults  theWitchei 
again. 

-  -  -  his  Character  by 

Malcolm. 

-  -  -  diftracled  with 
horror. 

-  -  -  defpairs  on  hear 
ing  the  Englijh  ad- 
vance againft  him. 

-  -  -  told  of  his  Lady's 
Death. 

 flain  by  Macduff. 


Play. 
Macbeth, 


N' 


N. 

Orthumherland's 
grief  for  Hotfpura 


Vol.^Page.  ] 
274 

277 
281 


2  Hen,  4  4 


284 


30X 
303  ' 

327 

327 
336 

337 

340 

344 


187 


1  N  D  E 

Play. 


^  item. 

Qftavius  Cafar,  his  in- 
terview with  Brutus 
and  CaJJius. 

[for  the  reft,  vide  Antony 
and  Cleopatra, 

P. 

JDErcy,  Harry  Hot/pur. 

 item. 

 item. 

 his  Death. 

» -  -  Character,  by  Lady 
Percy. 

fprtia,  a  Rman  Lady  of 
an  heroic  Spirit,  mid. 
Brutus. 

R» 

JJlcbard  the  Second, 
his  ill  Conduct. 

-  -  -  item. 

 item. 

*  -  -  item, 

Richard  1.  his  Character. 

Richard  III.  ambitious, 
brave,  diflfembling, 
cruel,  unfortunate. 

-  -  -  his  Birth  prodigi- 

ous. 

 his    Perfon  and 

Manners  defcrib'd  by 

Q^Margaret. 
 defcrib'd    by  his 

Mother,    the  D.  of 

York, 


X. 

Vol.  Page, 


Hen.  8. 

2  Gen.  Ver. 


Julius  Cafar. 


1  Hen.  4. 
ibid, 
ibid. 

2  Hen.  4. 
ibid. 


Richard  2. 
ibid, 
ibid. 
1  Hen.  4. 
K.  John. 
f  3  Hen.  6. 
)  and 
/  Richard  3. 

3  Hen,  6. 


Richard  3. 
ibid. 


0.4 


352 
186 


71 


93 
14.6 
16S 
187 

213 


24 
26 

31 

348 


186 


274 


Perfon, 

Song. 
Pro. 


&alijbnrf% 


INDEX. 


CAlifbury'-s  Death,  and 
°  Character. 
Suffolk,    proud,  falfc, 
enterprlflng. 

-  -  -  his  Death. 

T. 

rrMlhot,  when  Prifo- 
■*    ner  to  France. 

 flain  with  his  Son 

Tirrel,  James. 
Tlmen  of  Athens,  beg 
gar'd  by  Flatterers. 

-  -  -  item. 

-  -  -  his  laft  Entertain 
ment  for  the  Para 
fites. 

-  -  retires  and  makes 
cff  humanity. 

-  -  digging  for  Roots, 
finds  Cold. 

-  -  Tifited  by  Aid- 
biades,  excites  him  to 
cruelty. 

-  -  pinch'd  with  hun 
per,  his  reflections  on 
the  Earth. 

-  compares  himfelf 
with  Aftmantus 
~  -  he  gives  Gold  and 
encouragement  to  the 
Thieves. 

-  -  vifited  by  his  ho- 
neft  Steward. 

-  -  by  the  Poet  and 
Painter. 

-  -  by  the  Senators, 
intreating  him  to 
command  againA  Al- 
cibiaajs. 


Play. 


i  Hen.  6. 

2  Hen.  6. 
ibid. 


I  Hen,  6, 
ibid. 

Richard  3. 

Titncn. 
ibid. 


ibid. 


Vol 


■  Page. 


4C2 


Perron, 
Tal. 


69 


.  Tal. 

448 
65  Page 
1 22  Aperm 

:  1  2  -  Flair. 
29  I  Sen. 


J53 

159 
16c 


164 

165 1 

1  -I 

J73 
176 

1S0 


INDEX. 


-  -  -  his    Death  and 
Epitaph. 

V. 

TfOlumnia,   a  Mother 
of  an  heroic  Spirit. 

-  -  inftrucls  Coriolanut 

to  addrefs  the  People 
 diverts  him  from 

deftroying  Rome. 
/V^r/VsChaftity  praifed 

by  her  Hufband. 

W. 

ri/Incbefler,  Cardinal 
"    Beaufort's  Chara- 
cter. 

-  -  -  his  Death. 
Warwick,  brave  but  in- 

conftant. 
WoJfey,    Cardinal,  his 
Charafter  by  Norfolk, 
&c. 

-  -  -  his  Power  over 
the  King. 

-  -  -  upbraided  by 

Catharine. 

-  -  -  his  Refle&ion  on 
his  fall. 

-  -  -  his  Death  related, 
and  mix'd  Character. 


Play. 

Timon% 


Corioh 
ibid. 


ibid. 


1  Hen.  6. 

2  Hen,  6, 

2,  3  Hen.  6. 


yORK,  Archbifliop 
X  of. 

Torky  D.  of,  enterprif- 
ing,  valiant,  unfor- 
tunate, 


Henry  8. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid.. 

2  Hen.  4. 
2,  3  Htn.  6. 


Vol 

.  Page. 

6 

187 

36* 

411 

45i 

45 1 

4 

420 

5 

63 

309 

335 

345 

370 

379 

4 

*9 

3 

Perfon. 


SECT* 


I  N  D  E 

SECT.    II.  Play. 
INDEX  of  Manners, 
Pdiions,  and  their 
external  Effects. 

N.B.  The  Narr.es  of  the 
fSIiticus  Perform  to 
whom  tbefe  Cbara&ers 
are  apply"  d,  are.  annex- 
ed in  an  A'pkabeticjl 
Index  enjuing.  Vide 
Sea.  3. 

A. 

A  LLY,  a  perfidious 

one,  in  Burgundy. 
Ambition. 

-  -  -  cover'd  with  fpe- 
cious  Humility. 

-  -  -  jealous  of  a  fuccefs- 

ful  Friend. 
Ambitious  Woman  in 

Eleanor. 
Anger,  in  the  D.  of 

Buckingham. 

-  -  -  its  external  Ef- 
fects painted. 

Affliction. 

Admiration. 

Atheiftical  harden'd  Vil- 
lain, Vide  Barnar- 
dme. 

Avarice  and  Cruelty. 
Vide  Shyhck.  Vol.  2. 
Mer.  of  Vcn. 

B. 

"plfliop,  true  to  his  So- 

vereign,    Carlijle.        Richard  2. 

-  -  -  a  Rebels  Tor  A.         2  Hen.  4. 


X 

Vol 


1  Hen.  6. 
Hen.  8. 

Jul.  Cafar. 

Ant.  and  chop. 

2  Hen.  6. 

Hen.  %. 

ibid. 
Temp. 
ibid. 


Page. 


432 
372 

*5 
131 

12 
311 

365 

59 
64 


Per  foil, 


WoL 
Brut, 
Ven. 


\  WoL 
Pro, 


Boaftersj 


Boafters,  the  Dauphini 
Sec. 

Boafter,  the  Baftard. 
 defcrib'd. 


/^Ourtier  (a  bold  plain 

dealing)  Gaunt, 
 Kent. 

 an  accompliih'd 

one,  vide  Buckingham. 
Hen.  8. 

Courtfhip,  GlouceJler%  to 
Lady  Anne* 

m  -  -  honourable,  in- 
join'd  by  a  Father. 

 defcrib'd. 

-  -  -  a  beautiful  Scene 
betwixt  Romeo  and 
Juliet. 

Counfellor,  an  honeft 
one,  vide  Gonzxlo. 

Child,  the  Duty  it  owes 
a  Father. 

Country  Squire  in  Slen- 
der, 

Chaftiy  fcandaliz'd, 
beautifully  painted  in 
Hero. 

Chaftity,  vide  Valeria, 
Courage  in  old  Men. 
Courage. 

~  -  -  d.fferent  Notions 
•fit  in  a  Senator,  and 
a  General. 

Care  in  a  Merchant. 

Conftancy. 

D. 

DAughters  undutiful, 
in  Goneril  and  Re- 
gan, | 


T  fir  D  E  X, 

Play 


Hen.  5. 
K.  John, 
ibid. 


Richard.  2, 
K.  Lear, 


Richard  3, 
Temp. 

Midf.  N,  Dr. 


Rom,  and  Juk 


Midf.  N,  Dr. 


M.A.abt.Noth, 


Tarn,  of  the  Sec. 


Timon. 

Mer.  of  Ven, 
Ant,  and  C/leop. 


AT,  Lear, 


V/-\l 

v  01. 

Page. 

Perfon* 

4 

334 

5 

362 

4 

6 

5 

199 

Glo, 

1 

Prop, 

74 

Ege* 

8 

31 

1 

'. 

74 

The. 

.  2 

54 

.  2 

69 

Leon.  Ant* 

2 

370 

Pa, 

6 

148 

1  Sen,  Ak> 

2 

89 

Sal.  Sol. 

7 

193 

Chop,  .. 

6 

Daughter, 


INDEX. 


Daughter,    dutiful,  in 

Cordelia, 
Defpair,  in  the  Agonies 

of  Deatfc,  Cardinal 

Beaufort. 

-  -  -  of  Pardon. 


T  Iirr  arifing  from  an 

expefted  Evil. 
Father,  an  unnatural,  i 
York, 

Father's  Paflion  on  the 

ill    Condu&    of  a 

Daughter. 
-  -  -   fondnefj  for  his 

Child. 
French  Quack's  Airs,  in 

Dr.  Caius. 
Fury. 


ORavity  arTecled,  to 
^  be  thought  Wife. 
Grief. 

-  -  -  itsNature  to  mul- 
tiply affiiclions. 

-  -  -  beautifully  defcri- 
bed  in  Cordelia. 

-  -  •  at  parting  of  Lo- 
r.rs,       Marg.  and 

Suffolk. 

-  -  -  a  Mother's  for  her 
Son  murder'd. 

-  -  -  Wrought  tc  Rage 
in  Q^Margartt \ 


Play. 

AT.  Lear, 


2  Hen.  6. 
Wint,  rale. 


Henry  %. 


2  Hen.  4. 
Richard  2. 

M.A.abt.Noth. 

Wint.  "Tale. 

M.V/.o/IVindJ. 
Ant.  and  Chop 


Mer.  cf  Ven. 
Richard '2. 

bid. 

K,  Lear, 

2  Hen.  6. 

3  Hen.  6. 
Richard  3, 


Vol 
6 


Page. 


63 

280 


366 

187 

78 

I  67 

248 

158 


9i 
13 


33 
7* 

61 
183 

208 


Perform 
Pau> 

mi. 

North. 

I"  Leon. 
Leo.  Pi!. 

Ens. 


Gra. 
Dutch. 


Bujhy. 
Gent. 


Queen, 

Critf, 


Grief,  a  Father's  (an 
Old  General)  for  his 
Sons  and  Daughter. 

-  -  -  a  virtuous  Wife's 
wronged  by  her  Huf- 
band. 

-  -  -  aHufband'son  the 
murder  of  his  Wife 
and  Children. 

*  -  -  a  valiant  Father's 
for  the  Death  of  a 
brave  Son. 


N  D  E 

Play. 

Tit.  Andron, 
CymbeU 
Macbeth* 
ibid. 


X. 


H. 

TTOpe. 

item. 

Hoftefs  Quickly. 
Highway-man,  Gadjhill. 
Horror,  its  outward  ef- 
fects. 

-  -  -  raifed  in  the  Cha^ 
rafters  of  Aaron,  Ta- 
rncra,  and  Saturninus. 


JUftices ,      Country , 
Shallow  and  Silence, 
Inconftancy. 
Jealoufy,  in  Ford. 

 the  rife  and  growth 

of  it  chara&er'd  in 
Leontes. 

-  -  -  item. 

-  -  -  in  Poftbumus. 

m  -  -  the  motives*, 
growth,  and  fatal  ef- 
fe&s  of  it  admirably 
Aiew'd  in  Othello, 


Richard  2. 
Richard  3. 
2  Hen.  4. 
1  Hen.  4. 

Henry  8. 


Titus  Andr.on, 


a  Hen.  4. 
2  Gent.  Ver. 


Wint.Tale. 
Tro.  and  CreJ. 
CymbeU 


Othello. 


Vol. 

Page. 

Perfon. 

6 

222 

Tit, 

7 

251 

lmog<, 

6 

33i 

Macd, 

344 

Stw» 

4 

34 

Queen, 

c 

j 

288 

Richafda 

4 

5 

362 

Nor9 

6 

4 

1 

206 

Pr$> 

3 

7 

403 

S 

236 

INDEX. 


Joy,  excefs  produceth 

Tears. 
Ingratitude,  in  Lucullus 

Lucius,  Semprcnius. 


K. 

77*  Ing,  of  ram  ill  Cor. 
duel,   Richard  2. 

-  -  -  wife  and  valiant, 
Henry  4. 

-  -  -  weak,  choleric 
miferable,  Lear. 

-  -  -  meek,  religious, 
unfortunate,  in  Henrj 
6. 

-  -  -  amorous,  brave 
fuccefsful,  in  Ed- 
ward 4. 

-  -  bold,  crafty,  cruel 
diflembling    in  Ri- 
chard 3. 
.  -  -  brave,  religious 
fortunate,  in  Henry  7. 


Is  Ove,  exprefs'd  by  a 
Li  Soldier. 

-  -  virtuous. 

-  -  protefted  by  Ri- 
chard 3. 

-  -  the  firfl:  Motions 
cxprefs'd  by  Henry  8. 
vide  lAnne  Bullen, 

-  -  by  Miranda  and 
Ferdinand. 

.  -  the  Croftes  of  it. 

-  -  Appointment  pro- 
teftetl.  i 


Play. 


Timon, 


Richard  2, 
I  &  2  Hen,  4 
Lear, 


3  Hen,  6. 

Richard  3 
ibid. 


Henry  5. 
3  Hen.  6. 

Richard  3. 


Mid/,  N,  Dr, 
ibid. 


Vol. 

Page, 

f  Perfon, 

i  2 

6 

Leon* 

0 

„  „  r 

4 

6 

•   4>  5 

5 

4 

376 

K.Hen, 

5 

Wan 

281 

1 

77 

Ly/,  Hert 

78 

Her. 

INDEX. 


Play. 

Vol. 

Page. 

Perfon, 

Love,  its  nature. 

Midf.  N.  Dr. 

i 

8o 

He/. 

 Charm  to  enkindle 

it. 

ibid. 

89 

Ob. 

-  -  -  in  the  Queen  of 

Fairies,  beautifully 

Queen, 

imagin'd. 

ibid. 

102 

-  -  -  given  over. 

ibid. 

122 

Dem. 

-  -  -  chang'd  to  aver- 

Lyf. 

fion. 

ibid. 

97 

-  -  -  commended  and 

difprais'd. 

2  Gent.  Ver. 

144 

Val.  Pro, 

-  -  -  froward  and  dif- 

Jul. 

fembling. 

ibid. 

149 

-  -  -  expels  all  other 

Per. 

pamons. 

Mer.  of  Vcn. 

2 

131 

-  -  -  its  Original. 

As  you  like  it. 

324 

Rofa* 

-  -  -  its  feveral  Offices. 

ibid. 

335 

Si/. 

-  -  -  all  other  pafl'ions 

Duke, 

loft  in  it. 

Twelfth  Night. 

3 

102 

-  -  -  at  firft  fight. 

ibid. 

118 

on. 

-  -  -  in  Man  and  Wo- 

\Duhe, 

man,  eompar'd. 

ibid. 

129 

J 

-  -  -  conceal'd,  beauti- 

fully painted. 

ibid. 

Vio, 

-  -  -  in  a  young  brave 

General. 

Tro.  and  Cref. 

7 

319 

Tro. 

-  -  -  conftancy  in,  pro- 

tefted. 

368 

Tro.andCrt 

»  -  -  quitted  by  a  Sol- 

dier. 

376 

Pat. 

-  -  -  its  qualities. 

Rom.  and  Jul. 

8 

J3 

Rom, 

-  -  -  impatient  of  delay. 

C46 
I48 

Fri. 

55 

Jul. 

-  -  -  impatient  of  ab- 

fence. 

Othello. 

302 

Bian, 

Luft. 

MM.  of  Wind. 

i 

288 

Song, 

-  -  -  in  a  grave  Mini- 

c  324 

?  126 

fterof  State. 

Meaf.  for  Me  a f. 

Madnefs; 


/   A7   D  E 

Play. 


X. 


If. 


"X  rAdnefs,  re.-'  \-Les>-. 
counterfeit  in  £i- 

Mehnchc!) . 

-  -  -  fever*]   kinds  of 
it. 

Mother,  lamenting  her 
Sens. 

-  -  -  item. 
Murderer,  in 


P. 

■pEcar.trv.  in  Sir  H-gi. 
-  -  -  in  Anr.ad: .  /T; . : - 

Prince*  young:  and  va- 
liant, Prince  AVrrry  and 
Lar.caZfr. 

Prophetefs,  in  J:ar. 
Gr.'azs. 

Pride, 


"p  Ace,    irifiog  Gran 

-  -  -  arinr.c  in  a  Fafha 
frcm  theuncutifulnefs 
cf  his  Children. 

-  -  -  in  a  Sen  fcr  the 
murder  of  his  Father, 
in  Richard. 

Rebel,  crafty  and  timor- 
ous. ?,~:-:'c*Tr.kcrlsr.d. 

-  -  -  craf-y  and  refcI'Jte. 


r  Le*r. 
Com,  of  Er. 


Ukt  h 


R:' shard  3. 
ibid. 

Kicbsrd  2. 


1  and  2  H-sr.. 

I  her..  6. 
7r:,  tr.d  C-r 


i  and  2  -V.-r.  4. 
■id. 


Vol. 

Page 

c 

*  1 0 
j  ~ 

::c 

2-0 

85 

4 
1 

304  ' 

- 

I7> 

T 

6 

4 

brave 


INDEX. 


-  *  ►  brave  and  Indif- 
creet.  Hctfpur, 

Revenge,  implacable. 
S. 

OUperftition,  in  Glen 

doiver. 
Sifter,   tenderly  affecli 
cnate.  videlfabel. 

V. 

X7lllain,  falfe,  crafty, 
bold,    defcrib'd  in 
Edmund* 

-  •  •  the  murderer*  of 
Clarence. 

▼irtuoui  feverity  of 
Mind, 

W. 

Y\7lfe,  lamenting  her 
vy  Hufband. 
■  •  -  a  good  one.  vide 

Catharine,   Queen  tc 

Henry  8, 

-  -  -  complaining  of  the 
unkindnefs  of  her 
Hosband. 

-  -  -  the  ill  effects  of 
her  Jealoufy. 

-  -  -  complaining  of  be 

ing  forfaken  by  her 

Husband. 
Womankind,  their  Na 

ture. 
*  -  -  item, 


Play. 

i  and  2  Hen.  4 
Mer.  of  Ven, 


I  Hen,  4. 


K.  Lear. 
Richard  %. 
Meaf,ferMeaf. 

Richard  3. 


Com*  of  Errors. 
ibid. 

Macbeth. 

2  Gent.  Ver. 
Meaf.forMeaf, 


Vol.  Page. 


146 
.148 


Perfon, 


Ant. 
Gra. 


217 
309 

228 


Lucia 


Slueen* 


1 


190 
227 


322 

176 
330 


}Adr, 

Abb. 

L.  Mac  J, 

Val. 
Ifab. 


SECT, 


INDEX. 


SECT.  III. 

INDEX  of  fictitious 
Perfons,  with  the 
Chara&ers  afcrib'd 
to  them. 

A, 

JRviragus,  vide  Gui- 
derius. 

Antbonie,  a  cruel,  falfe 
ufurping  Brother. 

a  fevere  new 
Governor. 

Adrian  a,  a  pcevifli  Jea- 
lous Wife, 

A»tbeniot  a  Friend, 

Adam,  a  grateful  ol<) 
Servant. 

Sir  Andrew  Ague-cbeek, 
a  foclifli  Cowardly 
Knight. 

Apemar.tut,  a  Cynick. 

B. 

JZArnardine,     an  A- 

*^  theiftical  hardened 

Wretch. 
Stnedick,  Beatrice,  two 

Satirical  Wits. 
Belhrius,    fortitude  in 

difgrace. 


°  Man. 


Savage 


or  the  Country. 

Clown, 


Play. 


Vol, 


Tempeft. 

Me  a f.for  M eaf. 

Com.  cf  Errors, 
Mer,  of  Ven, 

As  you  like  it. 


Twelfth  Night, 
Timortt 


Meaf,  forMeaJ. 
M.A.abt.Notb. 
Cymbelinet 


Tempcf. 
ibid. 

As  you  like  it, 


Page.  Perfon* 


355 


16 
53 


item* 


INDEX. 


*  -  -  item. 

Clot  en,    Infolcnce  and 
Folly. 

Claudius,  Blood,  Inceft, 

and  Ufurpation. 
€rejfiday  a  Mifs. 


D. 

T\  Efdemona ,  Beauty 
*^  and  Innocence  fa- 

crificed  to  Jealoufy. 
t>eJdemona%  Character. 

-  item. 

-  item. 
*.  item. 

-  ittm, 
.  item, 
»  item.* 


1, 

YfDmund,    a  crafty, 

falfe,  tnterpriimg 
Villain, 
I^ax,  a  cruel  morofe 
Father, 


JfAlftoff,  Sir  Jtbn,  re 

•  folves  on  an  intrigue 
with  Mrs.  Ford,  and 
Mrs.  Page. 

•  -  -  his  Billet  Doux. 

-  -  -  fettles  an  Afligna- 
tion  with  Mrs.  £^/V£/^ 

»  -  -  his  Difcovory  of  it 
to  Ford,  difguis'd  like 
Brook, 


Play. 

Twelfth  Night. 

Cymbeline* 

Hamlet. 

Tro.  and  Cref. 


Vol.  Page. 
3 


Othello. 


K.  Lean 

Mid/,  N.  Dr. 


M.JV.  ofJVindj. 


Perfon* 


240 
246 
259 
269 
H% 
3°9 
334 


222 
228 

237 
242 


INDEX. 


»  -  -  hit  fir  A  ArMr#»f*  t 

"lay, 

0 

vo 

!.'  Page 

ua.TV.  of  Wind 

A  1 

252. 

lurpns  a,  ana  ei 

caDes  in  a  P.<i{Vpf 

111     ct  iJctJACC. 

255 

ino  «n.L.L.yuriL  OI  ni 

s 

beiril?  thrown  infr»  f K 

Thames, 

261 

-  -  -  another  Aflftgnatioi 

f 

l 

with  Mrs.  Quickly, 

202, 

—'  -  -  makes  a  full  rela 

tion    to  Ford  of  hij 

5 

former  difappointment 

263 

•  »  -  meets  with  iLfrc 

OJ'fi            H  1*1  f\       IC  aiyn.'n 

+  w  uf    «uu  id  again 

furnrie'rf 

•Ml  L/l  IS  Ui 

267 

cicdpco  unaiico- 

▼er  a  in  tne  aifguife 

i/i  an  vsia  vvoman* 

272 

•  •  •  his  Solilocjuy  on 

this  Ofcafinn 

279 

•  ■  -  a  ThirdMeeting  fet- 

ucu  wiin  ivirs,  S(UtCRiy, 

m   •»   _    Via       lofrp  »<-v    J7V „  J 

■  "  •»  itc  rcjdics  i0  t  era 

laic  UllappOini- 

roent. 

J 

*  ■  ■  he  mppfs  Itfra  tv-j 

iiw  iiiccis  iVirBt  JTQru 

in  Wi  h  A  fr  r  Pari* 
111  rr  InuJ Or  X^4lKe 

285 

► »  -  furpris*d  and  feiz'd 

hv  JV^r  Weirs! 

LfJ    IVXl  a  JTw'llt 

288 

'  *"       UJ9  tUUllv  OI  Lilie 

uciliiu  ia  dv  r#  nenry. 

T    Pffi*  A 

I  Jicn,  1, 

4 

94  . 

•      nc  »uiilci  to  4  XV O u- 

uviy  wini  iiic  rnncee 

98 

ins    none  idKcn 

iiuiii  linn  in  tne  /iu- 

v  /»n  fu  r*a  - 

v  CiiLurc, 

114 

•  m    inflllfr*  fht°  Prinr*» 
iiiiuita  viic  i  mile 

to  conceal  his  own 

Cowardife. 

124 

-  -  perfonatestheKing, 

to  chide  Pr.  Henry, 

132 

-  -  the  Tavern  Bill 

found  in  his  Pocket. 

136 

.  Perfon, 


•  -  -  his 


INDEX. 


-  -  his    Rallcry  on 

Bardolfs  red  Nofe. 

-  -  his  Quarrels  with 
the  Hoftefs. 

-  -  his  Defcription  of 
his  new-raisM  Com- 
pany. 

-  -  his  Defcription  of 
Honour. 

-  -  his  Behaviour  in 
the  Battle  at  Sbrewf- 
bury. 

-  -  wounds  Percy  after 
he  was  dead,  and  af- 
fumes  the  Merit  of 
killing  him. 

-  -  he  rails  at  his 
Page,  the  Prince  and 
the  Mercer. 

-  -  reprimanded  by 
the  Chief  Juftice. 

•  -  arretted  by  Mrs. 
Quickly. 

-  -  pleads  before  the 
Chief  Juftice. 

-  -  pacifies  Mrs.  Quick- 
ly ,  and  borrows  more 
Money. 

-  -  his  Letter  to  the 
Prince. 

-  -  treats  Boll  Tear- 
Jbeet. 

-  -  revenges  her  Qu  arrel 
on  PiftoU 

-  -  furpris'd  with  her 
by  the  Prince  whilft 
he  was  railing  at  him. 

-  -  inlifts  Soldiers  be- 
fore Juftice  Shallow, 

-  -  his  Character  of 
the  Juftice. 

-  -  takes  CoJcvile  Pri- 
soner, 


Play. 
I  Henry  4. 


Vol.  Page. 
149 


2  Henry  4. 


158 

169 

173 
177 

178 
X92 

203 
204 

206 
211 

220 

221 
232 
.237 
*49 


I  N  D  E 


X. 


»  -  -  his  Encomium  on 
the  Virtues  of  Sack. 

-  -  -  his  Character  of 
Juft'ce  Shallow  and 
his  Family. 

-  -  -  receives  news  of 
Henry  4th  his  Death 

-  -  -  prefents  himfelf  to 
H~rj  5. 

-  -  -  reprimanded  by 
the  Kine,  and  order'd 
to  the  Fleet. 

-  -  -  an  Account  of  his 
Sicknefs. 

-  -  -  of  his  Death. 
Fluellen,  flout  and  cho- 

lerick. 
Florizel,     conftant  in 
Love. 

Yhhthttf  a  frugal  honeft 

Steward. 
Fairies, 
friar. 


/^AdfrA'.l,  a  Highway - 
^  man. 

Gciver,  a  good  Officer. 

Gcrz.jk  ,  an  honeft 
Ccunfellcr. 

Guiaerius,  and  Arvira- 
gus,  native  Royalty 
exerting  itfelf  in  a 
low  favage  Life. 

Grave-digger. 

H. 

TJ ErmmJ  ccnftan:  in 
"  Lore, 

Hero,  Innocence  fcanda- 
Hz^d. 

Henmionej  wrong' d  In- 
nocence. 


Play. 
2  Her..  4. 


Vol. 
4 


Her.,  5. 


Her.. 


Wimt.  Tale. 


Rom. 
ibid. 


1  Her.,  4. 
Hen.  5. 


Hamlet. 


Midj.  h\  Dr. 
M.A.  cbt.Ktib 
Wint,  Talc, 


Page. 
251 


2-6 

277 
309 


^  1 


I  N  D  EX. 


ffamlttf  &n  accompVifriM 

riay.  v 

01 . 

Page. 

young  Prince  unfor- 

tunate. 

tiatniett 

<? 
o 

-  -  -  his  Soliloquy  on 

his  Mother's  Marriage 

with  his  Uncle. 

113 

m  -  -  fees  and  conver- 

fes  with  his  father's 

onoit. 

1 24 

•  -  -  addrelles  nimielr 

to   Ophelia  as  a  dif- 

tracted  Perfon. 

*35 

—  -  -   convcrfes  with 

Polomuz, 

x43 

m  -  -  with  Rojincratitz* 

and  Guildenjlem , 

144 

•  <■  —  his  Soliloquy  about 

his    own  Delay  to 

revenge  his  Father's 

Murder. 

x53 

«  -  -  his  Soliloquy  whilft 

he    meditated  Self- 

murder,  interrupted 

by  Ophelia* 

•  -  -  his  Character  by 

\j ppeua  • 

T  CO 

-  -  -  his  Advice  to  the 

Players  about  pronun- 

ciation and  aclion. 

IOO 

„  .  -  .    profefifeth  his 

Friend iTiip  to  Horatio r 

with  a  Deteftation  of 

Flattery. 

I  02 

-  -  -  difcovers  theKing's 

uuiiL  uy  nic  ridjf  i 

l68 

-  -  -  banters  the  Mef- 

fengers  the  K.  and 

fent  to  him. 

170 

—  -  -  debates  with  him- 

felf  whether  he  fhouid 

kill  the  King  at  his 

Praytrs. 

175 

-  -  -  upbraufo 


INDEX. 


~  -  -  upbraids  the  Queen 
with  her  Guilt,  when 
the  Ghoft  appears  a- 
gain  to  him. 

-  -  -  examin'd  by  the 
King,  banters  him, 
and  is  ordered  to  go 
to  England. 

 blames   his  owr 

Inactivity. 
-  -  converfeth  with 
the  Grave-maker,  and 
moralizeth  on  the 
Sculls. 

-  -  -  rights  with  Laertes 
in  the  Grave. 

-  -  -  relates  to  Horati 
the  King's  Order  to 
have  him  put  to  death 
in  England. 

-  -  -  banters  a  Fop  who 
brought  a  Challenge 
from  Laertes,  and  ac- 
cepts it. 

~-  -  -  afks  Laertes  par- 
don before  they  fight 
for  his  former  Rafh- 
nefs. 

-  -  -  kills  Laertes,  the 
King,and  dieshimfelf. 

Horatio,  a  fine  Characler 
of  Friendfhip. 


T  RIS,  or  thz  Rainbciv, 


Juno,  the  Bleflings 


M 

of  Marriage 
J/abel,  a  Sifter  tenderly 

affectionate. 
Don  John,  an  envious 

melancholy  Villain. 
Jaques,    a  melancholy 

Satirical  Character. 


Play. 
Hamlet. 


ibid. 

Tempejf. 
ibid. 

Me  a f.  for Me 'a f. 
M.A.abt,Notb. 
As  you  like  it 


Vol 

Page. 

8 

1 80 

188 

190 

206  . 

212 

214 

221 
225 

i 

52 

53 

2 

Perfoii. 


Imogen, 


Imogen,  Dirtrefs  in  a 
beautiful  Innocent 
Wife. 

Juliet,  beautiful,  con- 
Aant  and  unfortunate 
in  Love. 

lago,  a  confummate 
Villain. 

K. 

Katbariniy  a  Shrew. 
L. 

T  Aur.:?,  a  Clown. 
Luc:o)  a  half-witted 
Rake. 

Leznato,  a  brave  old 
Man,  and  a  tender 
Father. 

Leontes,  extremely  jea- 
lous. 

La-vinia,  beautiful,  in- 
nocent, and  greatly 
unfortunate. 

Laertes,  the  Duties  of  a 
Son  and  a  Brother. 

M. 

fl/TIranda,  beautiful 

and  innocent. 
Morocbius  (a  Moor)  his 
Perfon  and  Manners. 
Mahdio,    a  fantaftical 

Steward. 
MercutiOj  quarrelfome. 

N. 

Knife. 

Vol.  VIII. 


I  N  D  E 

Play. 


X. 

Vol. 'Page. 


Cymbcline, 

Rom.  and  J+l. 
Othello* 

7am,  of  the  Sb. 

2  Gent.  Vet. 
Meaf.  fo  rMea f, 

M.A.  abt.Notb. 
Wini.  Tale. 

Titus  Andr, 
Hamlet* 

Tempefi. 

Mer.  cfVen, 

Twelfth  Nigh*. 
Rem,  and  Jul. 


Rom.  and  Jul. 
R 


PeifoR, 


104 


Mor, 


Orlatdt-y 


INDEX. 


o. 


f\R1ando9    a  younger 

^  Brother  negledted  by 
the  Elder. 

Ophelia,  Beauty  and  In- 
nocence diftrafted 
with  Calamities. 

Ctbello,  his  Service  of 
importance  to  the 
State  own'd  by  la go. 

-  -  -  owns  himfelf  of 
Royal  Defcent,  and 
Love  the  fole  motive 
of  his  marrying  Def- 
demona. 

-  -  -  feiz'd  an^infulted 

by  her  Father. 

-  -  -  accus'd  by  bim 
before  the  Duke,  he 
relates  the  whole  pro- 
grefs  of  his  Amour. 

-  -  -  riefcrib'd  by  Iago, 
of  a  temper  eafy  and 
credulous. 

»  -  -  his  meeting  at  Cy- 
prus with  Defdemona. 

-  -  -  Iago  begins  to  work 

him  up  to  Jealoufy. 

-  -  -  his  Soliloquy  after 

it. 

-  -  -  his  Jealoufy  con- 
firm^, a  beautiful 
Scene. 

-  -  -  afks  Defdemona  for 
the  Handkerchief,tells 
the  virtues  of  it. 

 his  Pafiion  work'd 

up  by  Iago  till  befalls 
in  a  trance. 

•  -  -  liftens  to  Ca]Jioys 
difcourfe  with  Iago. 

...  wrought  up  to 


Play, 

As  you  Ike  ;V. 

Hamlet, 

Othello* 


Vol.TPage.  I  Perfon, 


237 

240 

^45 

256 
263 

285 

290 

292 

299 

305 
307 


INDEX. 


Fury,  he  refolves  to 
murder  Defdemona 
and  Cajjft9. 

-  -  -  fttikes  Defdemona, 

-  -  examines  her  and 
ts£.milia. 

-  —  kills  Defdemona, 

•  -  -  his  bitter  remorfe 
after. 

 he  kills  himfelf. 


pOjibumt/s,   fond  and 

^  jealous. 

Profpero)  a  Magician. 

Protheus,  falfe  to  his 
Friend  and  Miftrefs. 

Parol/eSy  a  lying  cow- 
ardly Captain. 

Pandarus,  a  He-Bawd. 


(f^Uickly,  a  Bawd.  | 

Queen,  ambition,  cruel- 
ty and  fallhood. 

R. 

7")  0/*//W,beautiful  and 
witty. 

Romeo,  paflionately  ten- 
der, and  unfortunate 
in  Loye. 


OTcorax,  a  Witch. 
&  Silvia,  beautiful  and 

conftant. 
Sbyhck,  a  Jew,  cruel 
and  covetous. 


Play. 

Othello, 


Cymbeline, 
Temptji. 

2  Gent,  Ver, 

^Ws  welt,  &c. 
Tro.  and  Crsf. 


Vol.  Page. 


309 
311 

3H 
332 


M.W.ofWindf^,  1 
1  &  2  Hen,  4,  4 

Cymbelint* 


As  you  like  it, 
Rom,  and  Jul, 

Tempejf, 

2  Gent,  Ver, 

Mer,  of  Ven, 
R  2 


33* 
34i 


Hut]'*, 


/   N   D  E 


4V  xHwrim,  a  rich  fcuylt 

Frr.e-rer  t:  L:ve. 
S  r         E-...C.  i  $::. 

5:::.f-  un.*:r:.- 

fonr«,  «i4r  Horror. 

i-.r.r  r, 


SECT.  IV. 


l  ?t-:!:n  :  :  :-*.::. 
*  Ai. :r.s  :: 

-n  v-V-h  Re:":/.: 


2  CV«s. 

~  ■.:  A'.:-:'.. 
Trt.  ad  Crtf. 


err*  c: 
Ac-srfiry,   :'r.e  A i  i r. 
•use j 

B. 

BAoifhtneat,  {in  Afrw- 
Usj  banilh  d.) 
Ear.*. zrr.tr.:,  c:r.f:rr- 
cd. 


A".  I/--. 

JkymBkt  it. 
.zA. 


INDEX. 


c. 

f^Ontent  in  a  private 
°  Life. 
Crown,  the  Pleafure  of 

wearing  one. 
Conference. 
-  -  -  item. 
Calumny,  unavoidable. 

Ceremony. 

Changes,  in  friendfhip 
and  hate. 

Confpiracy,  dreadful  till 
executed. 

Cowards  die  often. 

Conduct  in  War,  fupe- 
ricr  to  Action. 

Cbrifimm%  how  the  time 
is'  reverene'd, 

Court(hip,  advice  to 
young  Ladies  how  it 
mould  be  admitted. 

Cuckolds  make  them- 
selves. 


"pvYing  Words,  their 
^  force. 
Day,  happy. 
-  -  -  unfortunate. 
Death  invok'd. 
Doubt  and  Delay. 
Dependents,  not  to  be 

t©o  much  trufted  by 

great  Men. 
Duty  exprefs'd  with  fim- 

plicity  acceptable. 
Death,  the  terrors  of  it. 


Play. 


z  Hen.  6. 

3  Hen.  6. 
Richard  3. 
ibid, 

Meaf.fcrMeaf. 


Coriolanus. 

Jul.  Co? far. 
ibid. 

and  Cref. 


ibid. 
Otbelh. 


Richard  2* 
K.  John. 
ibid, 
ibid. 

Richard  3, 


Henry  %. 

Midf.  N.  Dr. 
M  eaf.forMeaf. 

*  3 


Vol 


Page, 


110 

218 

294 
346 


Perforu 


Iden. 


Rich. 
2  ViL 
K.  Rich, 
Duke. 
119]  Apem, 
121  limon* 


427 


Or, 


24  i  Brut, 
33  C*f- 


336 
108 


Afar. 


3*3 


u£mih 


Gaunt. 


*4 

370 

3S2  J  Conft, 
269  !  K.  R 


332  \  Buck. 

129  I  rhef. 
336  *  Claud, 
1 

 the 


»  -  -  the  defire  of  lov'd 
objects  heightened  by 
it. 

-  a  neceffary  end,  and 
{hould  not  be  fear'd. 

Delights,  violent,  not 
lading. 

Drunkennefs,  an  un- 
manly vice. 


I  N  D  E 

Play. 


TfClrpfes, 
*-J  ence. 


their  influ- 


F. 

Tj'Aclion,  how   to  be 

carried  on. 
 item. 

Favourites   of  Prlnces> 

wretched. 
Friend  (hip,    none  ob- 

ferv'd  in  Love. 
Fruition  more  languid 

than  Expectation. 
Fortune. 

Friendship  grounded  on 
lntereft  chang'd  with 
Fortune. 

Fly,  reflections  on  the 
killing  one. 

G. 

iOod  to  be  drawn  out 


GOod  to  b< 
of  Evil. 


Great  Men,  their  Fa- 
vours uncertain. 

Greatm-fr,  fubjecl  to 
Ccnfure. 


M.A.  abt.Noth, 
Julius  Cafar 
Rem,  etr.d  JW, 
OtbcUt. 

K.  Lear% 


i  Hen.  4 , 
ibid. 

Henry  3. 

M.A.*bt.Notb 

Mer.  of  Ven. 
ibid. 

Timon, 

Titus  Andron. 


Hen,  5. 
Richard  3. 
Me  a  (.for  Mcaj. 


X. 

Vol.  Page. 

61 

33 
4S 
277 

17 


156 
16S 


370 
22 

152 
156 

232 


4 

340 

K.  Hen, 

5 

250 

Hajl. 

1 

3  5° 

Duke, 

CM 


INDEX. 


Play. 

Vol. 

Page. 

Perfon* 

Cfold,  its  power  over 

Man. 

Timon. 

6 

I  ! 

J7  1 

Tim, 

-  -  -  item* 

ibid. 

170 

idem. 

-  -  -  item. 

ibid. 

177 

idem. 

Gieatnefs  meets  with 

Contempt   when  it 

declines. 

Tro.  andCref. 

7 

172 

AchiU 

Gold,  its  power. 

Cymbeline. 

231 

Clot. 

-  -  -  item. 

Rom.  and  cJui. 

8 

83 

Rom% 

Grief,  immoderate  dis- 

commended. 

Hamlet, 

in 

KJn^ 

H. 

TTOnour,  Man^s great- 

eft  Treafure. 

Richard,  2, 

A. 

10 

JMfoivbray 

Holy  War. 

i  Hen.  4. 

92 

K  Hen. 

Honour. 

ibid. 

108 

Hot. 

-  •  -  clefcrib'd. 

ibid. 

169 

Fal. 

-new-made  defcrib'd. 

AT.  John. 

3 

345 

Baji. 

-  •  -  ought  to  be  con- 

ferred on  Merit  only. 

IHer,  of  Ven, 

2 

122 

Arrag* 

«  -  -  due  to  perfonal 

Virtue,  not  to  Birth. 

AlVi  well,  Sec, 

3 

36 

King. 

-  -  -  continued  acls  ne- 

ceflary  to  preferve  its 

luftre. 

Tro.  and  Cref. 

7 

374 

Ulyff. 

Hypocrify, 

I; 

Hamlet. 

8 

156 

Pel. 

TNgratitude. 

K.  Lear. 

6 

27 

K.  Li  ear. 

Innocence. 

2  Hen,  6. 

5 

58 

K,  Hen. 

Imagination,  ftrong  in 

Levers,   Poets,  and 

Madmen. 

Midf.  N.  Dr, 

z 

126 

The/. 

K. 

TTlngs,  their  Right  di- 
*^  vine. 

Richard  z. 

4 

46 

AT.  Rich. 

[  -  -  their  Miferies, 

Hen,  5, 

346 

K.  Hen. 

R  4. 


INDEX. 


Play. 

item.  Richard  3. 

item.  Hen.  S. 

King-killing,  detefted.    Wir.t.  Taie. 


Vol. 


L. 

LI  F  E. 
 the  Necefta- 

ries  of  it  are  few. 

-  -  -  unpleafant. 

-  -  -  the  vicifiitudes  of 
it. 

-  •  -  moral  reflections 
on  the  vanity  of  it, 

-  -  -  item. 

Libels  a^cinil  the  State. 
Life,  the  morfnefs  and 
vanity  of  it. 


M. 


M  A  N* 

±yx  Marriage, 

Mercy    in  Govemcrs 

prais'd. 
Magiitrate,  the  Duty  of 

one. 

Munck,  different  effects 
cf  it. 

Man's  fuperiority  over 

Woman. 
Mediocrity,  the  happi- 

tft  flute. 
Mercy. 

Muiick,  finely  prais'd. 
Manage,     alters  the 

temper  cf  both  Sexes. 
Mind,    net   Drefs,  a- 

dorn*  the  Body. 


I  Hen.  4. 

K.   Lear,  6 

K.  Job*.  3 

Henry  S. 


Meaf.  for  Afar£ 
As  you  like  it 
Tit.  Ar.dr. 

Macbeth. 


K.  tear. 
1  Hen,  6, 


Meaf.  for  Meaf.  x 
ibid, 
ibid. 

Ccr:,  c  f  Errors.  3 

M:r.  of  Ven. 
ib!d. 
ibid. 

As  you  like  it. 
7»m.  oftbeSb. 


Page. 
217 

339 


Perform 
Brak. 
Ar.ne, 


2^4  Cam, 


rn 
3*4 


333 
296 

247 
340 


60 
464 

347 
349 
1S8 


1  ;o 
161 


4J3 


Hit. 

Lear, 
Lewis. 

mi, 

Duke. 

Jaques. 

Tarn. 

Mac, 


K,  Lear, 

Suff. 

Vab. 
Duke, 
idem, 
Luc. 

Mir; 

Per. 
L:r. 

Rofj. 

Pet. 

Melanchoh 


INDEX. 


Melancholy,  the  parent 

of  Error. 
Man,  the  dignity  of  his 

Nature. 

O. 

OAths,  illegal,  not 
Obligatory. 
-  -  -  to  Princes,  little  va- 
lifd  by  their  People. 
Ornament,    a  fpecious 

delufion. 
Opportunity,  to  be  feiz 
ed  on  in  all  Affairs. 


"DOwer,  impotence  of 

human. 
Poetry,    Hot/pur's  con 

tempt  of  it. 
Pardons  of  Popes  ridi 

cul'd. 

Poetry,  prevalent  with 

Women. 
Power,  abufe  of  it, 
Patience, 

 the  Theory  of 

rarely  practicable. 
Populace,   factious  a 

tickle. 
Providence  directs  c 

Actions. 
Preferment,  gain'd 

Favour  not  Merit. 
Patience. 

R. 


in  Rebellion. 


iPlay.       i  v 

ol.  F 

'ace.  | 

Perfon. 

Jul.  Caf. 

77 

Hamlet. 

146 

turn. 

3  Lltr.,  O0 

c 
j 

no 

Rich. 

IDICU 

142 

K.  Hen. 

Mer.  of  Ven. 

z 

130 

BaJJan* 

Jul  Ctfar. 

7 

67 

Brut.. 

A. 

Gaunt. 

I  Hen,  4* 

140 

Hot. 

K.  John. 

3 

K,  Jebn 

2    Lj cTllt  OI    r  Cf 

Meaf,  for  Meaf. 
Com,  of  Errors, 

i 

3 

1S6 

322 
189 

Pro. 

Ifab. 
Mr* 

M.  A.abt.Notb 

i 

°7 

Lson. 

1 

Coriol. 

.6 

354 

Mar. 

r 

Hamlet. . 

f  21/ 
t  22 

3  Ham. 

Othello. 
ibid. 

j  j 
279 

,  a  Hen.  4% 

4 

•191 

Men* 

*  s 


Repa« 


INDEX. 


Reputation, 
-  -  -  item. 


CPeech,   haughty,  difc. 
commanded. 


Phy. 

Othello. 
ibid. 


I  Hen,  4. 

Com.  of  Errors 


Shnder  (licks  long. 

1 \\  tefi    mors  eafy 

raclice.  j  0f 

Seafotf,     ne^efnry  to] 

give  every  thing  its] 

perfect  fir,  E?  ibid. 

Study,  dif|  rais'd,  Love*  s  Lab.  loft 

S.  !i'u.Jt   ; t. I vrr*d  to  a 

Court  Life  :  ^fj^w 

Satire  not  to  dcfcend  to] 

paricuhr  Perfcr.s.      !  ibid. 
Solitude  a  tine  Defcrip-j 

tionofit.  ;  Cymbehne. 

Slanders,  unavoidable,  ibid. 

T. 

np  Hcughts,  ineffeclual 
to   moderate  af- 
ifii&icmA     '  j  Richard  2, 

Thought  I  !  jfti.  4. 

Travel,    advantage    of.  _ 

-  -  -  a  Father's  advice  j 
to  his  Son  before  go- 
ing. Hamlet 


V. 


X 7lrfue,  to  be  employed 

for  the  pubiick. 
-  -  -  confpicuous    ex-  . 

pos'd  to  Envy.  j  As  you  like  it. 

Virtue  and  Vices  che- 1 

^rV^  man  s  U/c.       j  Ail's  will,  &c, 


McaJ.  for  Mcaj 


Vol 

.[Page. 

Perform 

8 

276 

287 

idem. 

4 

141 

V/or. 

3 

.03 

Bui, 

2 

95 

Por. 

161 

Par. 

*73 

Birotr, 

Duke  Sen 

294 

Jaques. 

7 

248 

Bit. 

2  £2 

Pif. 

4 

2 1 

Boliti 

,77 

Hot. 

1 

152 

\  Ant* 

0 

119 

Pol. 

I 

299 

Dulc. 

2 

,0,  1 
285  j 

3 

70  1 

I  Lord. 

Vitieuc 


Vitious  Perfons  infatu- 
ated by  Heaven. 

W. 


INDEX. 

Play. 
Ant.  and  Cleop 


WOrds  giveeafe  to 
Grief.  Richard  3. 

World,  the  Vanity  and 

Diflblution  of  it.  Temptfi. 
-  -  -  beautifully  paint- 
ed at  large.  ^         like  *« 
Wives,  the  Duty  they 
owe  to   their  Hus- 
bands.                     Tarn,  of  the  Sb, 

 advice  how  to  j 

choofe.  Twelfth-Night 


SECT.  V. 

SPEECHES. 

A  T  a  b  l  e  of  the 
moft  confiderable 
in  Shake/peart. 

£  XHORTATORT. 

Blfhop  of  Carlijles  in 
Defence  of  King 
Richard. 
Henry  tlfe  IV s  to  the 

Pr.  before  he  dy'd. 
Henry  Vth's  to  the  Chief 

Juftice. 
Canterbury^    to  excite 
Henry  V.  to  begin  a 
War. 

Henry  Vth's  to  his  Sol 
fliers. 


Richard  2. 
2  Hen,  4* 
ibid. 

Henry  5, 


Vol. 

Page. 

Perforu 

7 

150 

Ant* 

5 

273 

Queen* 

z 

55 

Pr,. 

,  2 

296 

Jaauth 

429 

Katb. 

3 

127 

DuU, 

4 

64 

259 

263 

289 

318 

I  N  D    E  X 


Play. 

item   to  Wejl-  j 
norland.  \  He„t  $t 

John's  ta  /7^r/  to* 
kill  yf/-rAar.  |  AT.  John. 

Bcflard's  to  K.  ^«  to ! 

right  the  Frew*,        j'  ibid- 
^ejri  of  Orleans  to  j5*r-j 
to  for  fake  the  K.J 
of  England's  Intereft.  i  Hen.  6. 
to  K.  Her.ry,  to 

rtir  him  up  to  Re- 

Q^Mur^r^  to  her  Sol- 
diers. 

Richmond  to  his  Soldi- 
ers, before  the  Battle 
of  Bofwortb.  Richard  3. 

Richard  the  Ill's  on  the 
fame  Occafion.  ibid. 

VI  TUP  ERATIVE. 

J^Qlingkroke    to  J5?.v/?y 
on  his  Injuries  re 

ceived.  Richard 2. 

Gaunt" 's  to  K.  Richard,  ibid. 
Jerk's  to  BoUngbrcke,  on 

Rebellion.  ibid. 
K.  #?/7r)>  to  his  Son.        I  Henry  4, 
Worccjler's  to  #£tfry  IV.  ibid. 
Arch-Bifhop  of  York's, 

on  the  inconitancy  of 

the  populace..  2  Zfrn,  4, 

We  ft  in  or  land's     t  O  the 

Arch-Eim.  on  taking 

Arms.  ibid, 
Lancafur's  on  the  fame 

Subject.  ibid, 
K.  Hen.  IV.  on  Avarice. 
-  -  -  item  to  Pr.  Henry 

when  he  had  taken 

^je  Ciovvn.  ibid. 


Vo 

L  Page. 

4 

3 

379 

405 

4 

43i 

5 

125 

"79 

296 

298 

4 

43 

27 

40 

144 

167 

201 

239 

245 
258 

259 

K»  Henry 


INDEX. 


K.  Henry  Fifth  to  Fal. 

M- 

_  -  -  -  -  to  Cambridge, 
Scroop,  and  Gray,  on 
their  Confpiracy. 

The  Conftable's  and 
Grandpree's  againft 
the  Englijb. 

K.  Lear's  againft  Wo- 
men. 

-  -  -  abufe  of  Power. 

Baftard  Fauhon  bridge's 
againft  the  French, 

Talbot's  to  his  Men  re- 
treating. 

Suffolk's  againft  D.  Hum- 
phrey. 

K.  Henry  to  Suffolk,  on 
D.  Humphrey's  Death. 
Margaret's  anfwer. 

.  . -  -  to  York  when  t  ak- 
en Prifoner,  and  his 
Reply. 

Edward,  and  Clarence  to 
Margaret. 

K.  Henry's  to  Gloucefter 
before  he  is  killed  by 
him. 

Margaret's  toEdward 
the  Fourth's  Queen, 
and  the  D.  of  York. 

(^Catharine's  to  the  two 
Cardinals. 

Timon's  to  his  falfe 
Friends. 

EXE  CRAH1VE. 

JJjchard  the  Second  to 
*■    England  on  his  Ar- 
rival. 


Play. 

Vol. 

Page 

2  Hen.  4. 

4 

276 

Hen.  5. 

305 

ibid. 

350 

KLear. 
ibid. 

6 

86 
87 

K.  John. 

3 

410 

I  Hen.  6. 

4 

403 

z  Hen.  6, 

5 

43 

ibid, 
ibid. 

3  Hen.  6. 

IIC 

ibid. 

129 

ibid. 

186 

Richard.  3 

271 

Hen.  8. 

353 

Timon. 

6 

153 

Richard  2» 

\ 

45 

INDEX. 


I       Play.  Vol. 
King  L€ary  againft  his  | 

Daughters.  '  AT.  Lear.  - 

Stffo.'k  on  his  Bar.ifh- 

ment.  2  Hen.  6.  5 

Lady  Anne  againft  Ri-\ 

chard  the  Third.         j  Richard  3. 
Margaret's  ag  ;r.ft4 

him   £fc.  ibid, 
9j*m»*s  on  the  Jlrie- 


-  -  -  on  Mankind. 

Coriolar.us,  on  the  Peo- 
ple of  who  ba- 
niih'd  him. 

DELIBERATIVE. 

77*  R: 'chard  in  Prifon. 
Prince  Rarry*%  en 
refolving  to  leave  his 
debauch'd way  cfLife. 

Lord  Bxrdc'pFs,  cn 
fighting  with  fuperior 
Forces. 

Burgundy's  for  Peace. 

The  Citizen's  for  a  Mar- 
riage betwixt  the 
Dauphin  and  Blar.cc, 

Agemfizr^nS,  Nr-ficr"1*, 
Ulyjjh's,  on  Ac  £1  lies' s 
defertion. 

NAR  R  A  7 IV  E. 

JLTOifpur's  to  the  King 
about  delivering 
Prifon  ers. 

The  Chief  Juftice^s  De- 
fence to  K.  Her.  5. 

Exeter  %,  of  the  I..  -..  tfl  • 
of  tftrA  and  Sufn'k.  I 


finer, 

ibid. 


Cofiel. 


Richard  2. 


1  4, 


2  i^zr.  ^ 
Ov.  5. 


TVs.  and  Ov/, 


1  Her.  4, 

2  £Eni.  4, 
Hen,  5, 


Page. 

<  47 

60 

198 
211 

'55 
id) 


82 


2CO 

374 
361 

33i 


ic3 
267 
369 


SU  of 


I   N  D  E 

Play. 


X. 

Vol. 


P.  of  York's,  of  a  Bat 
tie. 

Richard's  of  the  Duke 

of  York's  fighting. 
Clarence's     Dream  of 

drowning. 
Norfolk**   defcription  of 

ths  interview  betw  xt 

theK.  of  Englandhwd 

Fravce. 
K.  Henry  Eighth's  on  his 

Divorce. 
Antigonus*s   Account  cf 

a  Ghoft  appearing  to 

him. 

PATHETIC  K. 


RJcWII.ontheVa- 
n'fy  of  Power  and 
Mifery  of  Kings. 

-  -  -  on  the  fame,  re- 
nouncing Greatnefs 
in  Defpair. 

at  his  renouncing  the 
Crown. 
Lady   Percy's  to  Hot- 
fpur. 

-  -  —  to  Northumber- 
land. 

K.  Henry  Fourth,  on  the 
vicimtude  of  human 
Affairs. 

P.  Henry's  Defence  of 
himfelf. 

K.  hears  in  the  Storm. 

-  -  -  to  Cordelia . 

-  -  -  to  her  dying. 
Cer.ftancts  to  Salisbury. 


3  Hen.  6. 
ibid. 
I  Richard  3, 


Hem.  %. 
ibid. 

Winter  Tab* 


Richard  2. 

ibid, 
ibid. 

1  Hen,  4. 
z  Hen,  4* 

ibid. 

ibid. 

AT.  Lear. 

ibid.  . 
ibid. 

K,  John. 


Page. 

114 
ii 

9 

215 


3°7 
348 

282 


49 

56 
66 
119 

2  12 

227 
260 

S  54 
C58 

92 

i  105 
3  I  367 


-----  her  Speeches 
on  the  lofs  of  Arthur, 

Salisbury's   on  taking! 
Arms  againft.  hisKing. 

Suffolk's  to  Margaret,  in 
love  with  his  Prifcne 

Henry  Sixth's  on  Duke 
Humphrey's  difgrace. 

Suffolk  and  Marga 
ret,  parting 

Edward  Fourth  on  the 
Murder  of  Clarence, 

D.  of  Buckingham  s  after 
Condemnation. 
Catharine's  before  her 
Divorce. 

Cardinal  PVolJey's  to 
Cromivel. 

Catharine's  recom- 
mending her  Daugh 
ter  to  the  King. 

Helena's,  on  her  Hus 
band's  flying  from 
her  to  the  War. 

Hremione's  Defence 
when  impeach'd  of 
Adultery. 

M.  Antony's  on  Jar's 
Murder. 

-  -  -  his  Funeral  Ora- 
tion over  the  Body. 

SOLILOQUIES. 

K Hnry  the  Fourth, 
•  on  Want  of  fkep. 
Fr.  Henry,  on  the  Trou- 
bles attending  Great- 
nefs. 

Henry  Fifth,  on  the  Mi- 
icries  of  Kings. 


INDEX. 

Play. 
K.  John. 
ibid. 

1  Hen,  6, 

2  Hen.  64 
ibid. 

Richard  3. 
Hen.  8. 
ibid, 
ibid. 


ibid. 

AH' swell,  &c. 

m*U  Hale. 
Jul.  C*Jar. 
ibid, 

2  Hen.  4. 

ibid. 
Hen.  5. 


Vol. 

Page.  " 

3 

382 

406 

4 

5 

46 

60 

226 

331 

344 

37* 

383 

3 

5° 

275 

f  44 

7 

147 

j 

4 

226 

257 

346 

INDEX. 


Play. 

On  new-made  Honour, 

by  the  Bafiard.  AT.  John. 

On  Self-intereft,  by  the 

fame.  ibid. 
D.  of  Tory's  on  the  fur 
render  of  Anjou  to 
the  French.  %  Hen.  6. 

-  -  -  on  his  defign  to 
feize  the  Throne  for 
himfelf.  ibid. 
Voung  Clifford  on  the 
Death  of  his  Fa- 
ther, ibid. 
King  Henry's  on  the 
Happinefs  of  low 
life.  3  Hen*  6, 

after  he  loft 
the  Battle,  on  his 
Ongoing  te  Frence*  ibid, 
Ckucfjler'%  on  hia  de- 
formity, and  ambi- 
tion, 

Warwick* %  dyingSpieeh 
Richard  the  Third's  on 

his  deformity, 
Tirrer*  on  the  Murder 

of  K,  Edward's  two 

Sons 

Richmond's    the  Night 

before  a  Battle 
Richard  the  Third,  in 

defpair. 
Cardinal  Wolfey\  on  the 

vicifiitudes  of  life 
Profpero's  to  the  Spirits. 
AngeWs  on  temptation 
to  Luft  by  a  virtuous 
Beauty. 
Jachimo's    looking  on 

Imogen  a  deep, 
PcftbumuCs  againft  Wo- 
men, 


ibid, 
ibid. 

Richard  3. 


ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

Hen.  8. 
Temp  eft. 


Meaf.  {ox  Me  a  J, 
CymbeUne*  » 


INDEX. 


Jbmeo's  over  Juliet  in 

the  Vault. 
The  King's  defpairing 

of  Pardon  for  Inceft 

and  Murder. 

Play. 
R$m.  and  Jul. 

Hamlet, 

Vol. 
8 

Page. 
92 

J74 

N.  B.  The  Speeches  in 
Julius  Caefar,  Anto- 
ny and  Cleopatra, 
Macbeth,  Hamlet, 
and  Othello,  are 
chiefiy  placed  -under 
the  Titles  of  thofe 
Plays. 

SECT.  VI. 

1JNJL/&A  or  Deicrip- 
dons*  or  Images. 

I.  Defcriptions  of  Places. 

B. 

Bank,  flowry* 

Midf.  JV.  Dr. 

X 

9* 

Dover  Cliff. 

JC*  Lean 

6 

E. 

England  celebrated, 
.  -  -  difprais'd  by  the 
Conftable  of  France, 

-  -  -  defcrib'd  in  its  fi- 
tuation. 

-  -  -  only  conquer' d  by 
inteftine  Divifions. 

-  -  -  its  Intereft  in  rela- 
tion to  France, 

mm  m  its  fituation. 

Richard  z» 
Hen.  5. 
K.  John. 
ibid. 

3  Hen.  6. 
Cyntbtline, 

4 
3 
5 

*5 

'  3*7 

350 

419 

157 
242 

INDEX. 


F. 

Play. 

Vol. 

Page. 

Perfofi* 

A  Field  after  a  Battle. 

ifr*.  5. 

4 

363 

Mount* 

G. 

GUuceJIerJbire. 

\  Richard  2._ 

37 

North*. 

I. 

Xnchaitfed  Ifle. 

Temfreft. 

1 

45 

CaU 

K, 

2  /fctf.  6, 

5 

79 

Say. 

L# 

Lmbardy. 

2 

358 

Luctnti** 

JV/7<?,  its  flow  defcribU 

Ant.  and  C//^>. 

7 

126 

P. 

Pi/a, 

flf  the  Sh, 

2 

35* 

Luc* 

S. 

The  Severn. 
Salique  Land, 

I  Ifc*.  4, 
Hen.  5. 

4 

105 

289 

Hot. 
Canir 

T. 

Trent,  at  Burton* 
Tower  of  London. 

1  4, 

Richard  3. 

5 

139 

Hot* 

V. 

Vale,   a  dark  and  me- 
lancholy one. 

-T/Vtfj  Andron. 

6 

214 

Tarn. 

II.  Be* 


INDEX, 

Play.        Vol.j  Page.  Perfort. 


II.  Defcriptions  of 
Perfons 


APothecary,  his  P0 
verty  and  Shop  de 
fcrib'd. 


B. 

TJEautiful  Maid. 

~  ABi^opinArms 
Bedlam  Beggars. 
Beautiful  Perfon  petiti 

Oning, 
A  Bailiff, 

c. 

Commons  of  £W 
/W,  * 

"  "  "  their  Incon- 
stancy, 

Courtier,  an  unfuceefsfu] 
one. 

Cheats,  feveral  forts. 
Conrtabies  and  Watch 
men. 

Courtier,  humoroufly 

defcrib'd. 
Candidate  for  an  Of- 

/ice. 

D. 

ADeform'd  Perfon  | 
A  dying  Perfon  by 
Poifon,  in  K.  Jibn. 


Rom.  and  Jul, 


Tarn,  of  the  Sh, 
2  Hen,  4. 

K.  Lear, 
t  Gen  1  Vcr, 
Cm,  of  Errors, 


Richard %, 
1  Hen,  4. 

Hen,  8. 

Com,  of  Errors, 
M.A.  abt,Notb. 
As  you  like  Ufi 
Coriclanus, 

K.  John. 
ibid. 


4 

6  I 

i 
3 


87 


41S 
j  ^40 

180 


4 

36 

Ay** 

aci 

5 

34.2 

3  , 

186 

Ant* 

2 

I  339 
6  :  412 

3 1 36s 

416 

I 


flow. 


Pet, 

Weft, 

Edgar* 

Prp» 


Clo. 
Cor, 

Con/}, 


INDEX. 


 -  -  -  of  old  j 

age,  in  Prifon,  in 
Mortimer, 

-  -  -  -  by  ftrangling,  | 
in  D.  Humphrey. 


Beauford. 
Drunken  Men. 
Dying  of  Grief. 
Debtor. 
Duellift. 
Death,    in  a  beautiful 

Face. 

-  -  -  item. 

-  -  -  item. 


E« 

Tj Nglifhmen  in  prefe- 
^  rence  to  the  French, 

-  -  -  -  defcribM  by  the 
French, 

-  -  -  ridicul'd  for  fol- 
lowing French  Fa- 
(hions. 

-  -  -  for  hard  Drink- 
ing. 


F. 

AFoppifh  Courtier. 
Flatterers  of  great 
Men. 
Fairies. 

-  -  -  item,   Mab  the 

Queen  of 
Fairy -Mafquerade. 
Fortune-teller, 


|  Play. 

Vol. 

Page. 

Perfor 

{  i  Hen.  6. 

A 
T 

416 

;  2,  Hen.  6. 

r 
0 

Wdr. 

ibid. 

62 

Tempeft. 

I 

56 

Art, 

All's  iv ell 9  &C. 

3 

70 

1  Lord. 

1*1  mon. 

6 

I2Q 

Sen, 

Rom.  and  Jul. 

8 

4.0 

Afer, 

ibid. 

82 

^Cap. 

Cymbeline. 

7 

Arv, 

Rom.  and  Jul. 

f  8 

92 

Rom, 

Hen.  5. 

j  j  j 

it.  /ft*. 

1  Hen,  6, 

393 

Hen.  8. 

5 

322 

Othello. 

8 

270 

Iag9, 

1  Hen.  4. 

4 

103 

Hot. 

K.  Lear. 

3° 

Kent* 

Midf.  N.  Dr. 

8< 

Rom.  and  Jul, 

8 

23 

Merc* 

M.W.ofWind}. 

1 

286 

Com.  of  Errors. 

3 

231 

E.  Ant. 

General, 


G. 

Ceneral,  leading  a  Vic- 
torious Army. 


J  jYpocri 


H. 

ite. 
-  item, 
item. 


N  D  E 

Play. 

Corioh 


Richard  3. 
ibid. 

Rom.  and  Jul 


I. 

* 

T'RiJbmen, 
**  Ajirflice. 
A  Jefter. 

K. 

KING,  a  good  one 
defcrib'd. 
Knights  of  the  Garter, 

Kentijhmen. 
King,  a  good. 


T  Oyer,  banhVd. 
Lovers,  humoroufly 
defcrib'd. 
Lovers  parting. 

Lover,  defcrib'd. 

»—  -  item. 

-  -  -  item. 
 conftant. 

-  -  -  banifh'd. 

-  -  -  in  Solitude. 
Lover  defcrib'd. 
Lovers  parting. 


Richard  2. 
As  you  like  it. 
Twelfth  Night, 


Macheth, 
1  Hen.  6. 
3  Hen  6* 
ibid. 


Rom,  and  Jul 
ibid. 

Cymheline, 

As  you  like  it, 

2  Gent.  Vcr. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

As  you  like  it. 
Tro,  and  Cref. 


X. 

Vol.  Page,  f  Perfon* 
438  :  Com* 


214  Glo, 
250  Glo. 
58 


28 
296 
137 


328 

435 
110 
172 


61 

30 
209 
(  28$ 
I  296 

156 
166 
173 
178 
203 
309 
\  3*5 
I  3*7 


I  N  B  E 

Play. 


X 


M. 


MErTenger,  with  ill 
News. 
-----  item. 

  _  .  -   with  good 

News. 
A  Mad-man. 
A  Miferable  Mother  in 
C9nfl0.nct, 

-  Edward  the 

Fourth's  Widow. 
Mermaid. 
Melancholy-man, 


N 


N, 

Ews-  tellers. 
A  Nun, 

O. 


2  4. 

K.  John. 

2  4. 
K,  Lear. 

AT.  John, 

Richard  3. 

Hamlet, 


X,  John, 
Midf.  N.  Dr 


OLD  Man  opprefs'd  J  Com.  of  Errors, 
with  cares. 

-  vigorous  from  , 

temperance  in  Youth,  j  ^  20U  like 
Old  Man  in  the  extre 

mity  of  decay. 
Old  Men  fubject  to  in 
gratitude. 


P. 


POft-MefTenger. 
 fee  the  fame 

defcrib'd. 
Pedants,    in  Armado, 
H&Ioferxet;  Nathaniel, 


ibid. 
Timom 


2  Hen.  4. 
K,  Lear. 
Lovers  Lab.  loft,  a 


ol  ■ 

Page  j 

Perfosu 

4 

1S7 

North, 

3 

367 

i 

Conft. 

4 

K.  Hen* 

6 

80 

Cord. 

3 

382  ( 

v  pa// 

5 

270  ; 

Queen. 

1 

88 

Ob, 

S 

146 

Ham* 

396  1  Hub. 

75  ™<fi 


3  233 

^ !  286 
297 
137 


186 
43 


JEgeon. 

Adam. 

Jafttes* 
Tim, 

Trav, 
Kent. 


\ 

A  Quar- 


INDEX. 


A  Quarrelfome  Perfon. 
S. 

Q  Oldier  young,  brave 

and  unpolifh'd. 
Soldiers  in  Armour. 
Serving-man. 
Sea-faring   Perfons  ir 

di&efs. 
Savage  man.  -  -  -  *vid. 

Caliban, 
Swimmer, 
-  -  -  item, 
Sddier. 
School-boy, 
Shepherd. 


TWins,  their  likerefs 
defcnb'd  in  th^  two 
Anti-phdisi  and  Dro 
trjo's. 
Talkative  Coxcombs. 
Trojans* 


V. 

Jllain's  look. 
W. 


v 


"XX7  Itch.  i'id,  Sycorax. 
Woman  of  a  Sa- 
tirical WTit. 
-  -  -  -  item. 
Wife,  a  good  one. 


Play. 

Vol. 

Page. 

Perfon  3 

t\om%  ana  jui. 

8 

Mer, 

Tro.  and  Cref. 
I  Hen.  4. 
K.  Lear. 

7 
4 
6 

394 
157 

60 

uijjr. 

Ver, 
Edgar, 

1 

10 

Pro. 

Jul  C*far. 

Temp  eft. 

As  you  like  it,  1 

ibid.  i 

ibid. 

7 
1 

2 

11 
26 

296 
299 

Caf, 
Fran. 

Japsts 

£  idem* 

Com.    of  Err. 
Mer.  of  Ven. 
Tro,  and  Cref, 

3 

7 

H3 
337 

Lor, 
JEn. 

K,  John, 

3 

(393 
(397 

Temb, 
K.  John, 

M.A.abt.  Notht 
ibid 

Mer,  of  Ven, 

2 

24 
39 

I 

Bene, 
tiers. 

Woman 


I  H  D   E  X. 


Woman's  Man. 
Witches,     and  their 

Charms. 
Woman,  a  lewd  one. 


YOung  Gentleman, 
an  accomplifti'd. 
-  -  -  item. 

Youth,  a  pert  Preten- 
der. 

Younger  Brother,  kept 
without  Education. 

Youth,  a  beautiful  one 
defcrib'd. 

Young  Lady  playing  on 
the  Lute,  and  ting- 
ing. . 

Youth,  a  pert  one. 

 two  of  Royal 

Birth. 


Play. 
Love's  Lab.  loft, 

Macbeth. 

Tro.  and  CreJ. 


2  Gent.  Ver. 
Cymbeline. 

Mer.    of  Vtn 

As  you  like  it 

ibid. 

Tit.  Andron. 
Cymbcl* 

ibid. 


1IL  Defcriptionsof 
Tilings. 

A. 

AN  Army  disband- 
ed, 

-  -  -  Embarking. 

-  -  -  -  Enghjh,  new- 
rais'd. 

Angling. 

Ambitious  Lore. 

Art  and  Nature,  vid. 

Nature. 
Angling,  Cleopatra's. 

Tot,  vni, 


±  Hen.  4. 
Henry  5, 

K.  John. 
M.A.  abt.Notb, 
AlPs  <tveli,  &c. 


Ant.  and  Chop. 
S 


Vo 

I.  Page, 

Perfon 

2 

6 

243 

Biron. 

7 

392 

1 

164 

VaU 

7 

202 

1  CV«f» 

2 

141 

Per. 

205 

Orla, 

SIS 

Pbe. 

9 

221 

Mars 

7 

pi/. 

274 

Sei. 

4 

240 

TT  it 

Hajf. 

J1/ 

3 

if. 

35* 

Chat* 

2 

38 

Urf. 

3 

S 

7 

1*7 

'Beauty 


r  N  D  E 

Play, 


B 


Eauty,  vM,  EuIJert, 
Ann. 
irem. 
r.eg!e6ted. 
defcrib'd   by  R 


C. 

CHallenge,  the  Cere- 
monial of  one, 
Combat  in  the  Lifts^,  its 

Ceremony, 
Coronation,  the  Cere- 
monies of  one. 

D. 

DEnlal  of  Favours, 
Diamond-Ring. 

Death. 
Dreams. 


pNtry  of  K.  Richard 
and  Eclir.gbrike  in 
to  London, 
Earthquake. 

I5n try  of  Coriolar.us  in- 
to- Rcme  after  Vic- 
tory. 

-  -  -  Porrpey^ : 

Earth,  and  its  pro- 
dudfc 


Tempeft. 

2  Cer.t,  Ver. 

Rem,  and  Ju!, 


Richard  2. 
ibid. 
Hen.  8. 


Tirr.zn, 

Titus  Ar.drcn, 
CymUUnu 
Rem,  and  Jul. 


Richard  2. 
I  Hent  4. 

CorioL 
Jul.  Cafar. 

Rom.  and  Jul. 


X. 

Vol.  Page.  Perfon. 


1 

"p  Anions,  ol  Italy,  &c/|JZ'f£4rd  i,  j 


40 


I  09 
26 


5-4 


*37 
21S 
290 
22 


137 

3S2 

6 

37 


3  Go* 


Flav, 
Mar. 
Pcft. 
Mer. 


York. 
Hot. 


Bru. 
Mur, 

Friar* 


York. 


Factf 


I  N  D    E  X. 


Face  of  a  Perfon  near 
Death, 

-  -  -  ill-favoured. 

Friend/hip  betwixt  two 
young  Ladies. 

Friend. 

Fortune,  and  her  Vo- 
taries. 

Family,  ruin'd  by  pro- 
fufenefs. 


/"^Ratitude  in  an  Old 
^  Servant. 
Gentle  Temper. 

H. 


Play.        iVoI.  Page. 


lien.  8. 

Tempeft. 

Midf.  2V*.  Dr. 
Mer.  of  Ven, 

Timcn, 

ibid. 


At  yon  like  it. 
Hamlet. 


tTOrfe,  Richard^  rode 

by  Bolingbroke.       I  Richard  2 . 
Hounds,  and  Hunting; 
,  defcrib'd.  \Midf.  N.  Dr. 

Houfe-keeping,  rio-] 

tous.  j  Timor!, 

Hounds,  Horfes,  Hunt-. 

ing.  [  Titus  Andron. 

Hurricane.  |  Tro.  and  Cref. 

Horror  in   one  buried 


alive. 


TNfurreclion     of  the 
*  Populace. 
Interview  of  the  Kings( 

of     England  and 

France, 
Jefts  and  Jefter. 
Invention,  a  dull  one, 
Jealoufy  defcrib'd. 


Rom,  and  Jul. 


Richard  2, 


Hen.  8 . 
Love1*  Lab.  left. 
Othello. 
ibid. 

S  » 


5  :  & 

I    .  4 


ioS 

36 


V, 

156 


Peifon. 

Pat. 

Gonz.,' 


HeL 

.  **& 
39  P°r* 
Poet, 


**5 
213 


°5 

121 

135 

211 

40S 

79 


48 


308 
258 
261 
288 


r  N  D  E 

X. 

K. 

Play.  8 

TqL  1 

tag* 

Perfcn, 

J^IngVEvil,  and  its 

Kingdom,    opprsft  by 
an  Uiurper. 

Macbeth. 
ibid. 

6 

329 

S  325 

Mat. 

Mac. 

L. 

T   OVE,  humorourty 
J-^  defcrib'd. 

-  -  -  improves  all  our 
Faculties. 

-  -  -  fantaftical. 
Lionefs. 

Life,    a   pleafan*  one 
defcrib'd. 

-  -  -  in   a  wild  foli- 
tude. 

Love s  Lab.  left. 

ibi,d. 
ibid. 

As  JAM  like  it. 
Tarn,  of  the  SB. 
Timon* 

2 

6 

2C0 
224 
329 

$54 
165 

Birtr* 

idea, 
idem. 

on. 

Lord. 
Aptm* 

II. 

A/f  Afque,  rural. 
JV1  Moon. 
-  -  -  item. 

Mafquerade,    a  Scene 

of  one. 
Moon. 
Mufick. 

Martlets'  Nefts. 
Madnefs  for  grief  and 
love  in  Opte.'ta. 

Tempefi. 
Midf.  N.  Dr. 
ibid. 

MA.abt.Noth. 
As  you  tile  it. 
Twelfth- Night. 
Macbeth, 

Hamlet* 

i 

3 
6 

8 

S* 
73  . 
79 

19 
299 
101 
283 
C  192 
1  iq6 

Thef.  Hip 
Lyf. 

OrU. 
Duke. 
Ban* 

N. 

XjAture,  State  ef. 
i\  Nature  and  Art. 

Temp. 

Wint.  Tale. 

l 

3 

295 

G»n. 
Pol.  Per. 

0. 

A  K3  large,  old. 

As  you  like  it. 

2 

328 

01. 

Parting 


INDEX. 


p. 

•pArting  of  Lovers. 
A  Popularity. 
Pride. 
Peace. 

-  -  -  after  Civil  War. 
Prodigies. 

 item. 

-  -  -  item. 

-  -  -  item. 
Peace. 

-  -  -  betwixt  York  and 
Lancafter. 

Play,    a  bad  one 

fcrib'd. 
Pi&ure  of  a  beautiful 

Woman. 
Pictures  of  Adonis,  Ve- 

nuiy  Ic,  Daphne,  and 

Poetry. 
Prodigies. 

-  -  -  item. 
Pcifon . 


11  Umour. 

<*V  item. 

Rcfes,  Red  and  White, 

the  Badges  of  two 

Parties. 


A Song  {fVelJh.) 
Sleep. 

Signs  of  change  in  Go- 
vernment. 

Seep,. 


Play. 

Vol. 

Page, 

Perfon, 

Rom,  and  Jul 
Rkbard  2. 
ibid, 
ibid. 

I  Hen,  4. 
Richard  2. 

1  Henry  4. 

2  Hen.  4. 
Jul.  Ca?far. 
Richard  3. 

8 
4 

7 
5 

66 
23 

h> 

42 
1 37 

256 
17 
193. 

K.  Rich, 

£  idem. 

K.  Hen, 

Cap. 

Glend. 

CI.  and  GL 

Cafe. 

Ricbr 

it 

ibid.- 

Jo  I 

Ricbm, 

Midf.  N.  Dr.. 

r 

128 

Pbilojf. 

Mer,  of  Ven. 

% 

*31 

Pafr 

! 

Tam.  of  the  Sh, 
Timon. 
Jul.  Ctfar. 
Ham  let* 
ibid. 

6 

7 

8 

354 
112 

11  I 
j  j 

107  ! 
203 

Poet. 
Calph. 
liorat*. 
Laer* 

2  Hen.  4, 
ibid. 

4 

229 

War, 

1  Hen.  6, 

412 

1  Hen.  4, 

2  4, 

226 

Mort.&G/e. 
K.  Hen.- 

Richard  3* 
MVjf.  A7.  Dr. 

5 

1  1 

232 
Mi 

3  Cit. 
0b.~ 

S  3 


INDEX. 


A   Stream  beautifully 

defcrib'd. 
Sleep,  found. 
Stag,  in  the  Chafe. 
Snake. 
Sound  fleep. 
Storm  at  Sea. 

T. 


fTIME,  the  feeming 
inequality  of  its 
Motion. 


T7lfion,  of  good  Spi- 

rife. 
Virginity. 
A  Victory  long  difput- 
ed. 

-  -  -  and  purfuit  of  the 
conquer'd. 

W, 

TX7AR,  the  progno 
VV   fticks  of  it. 

-  -  -  preparation  for. 
 ill  effecls  of. 

-  -  -  item. 
A  Wreck. 
 item. 

-  -  -  -  defcrib  d  by  a 
Clown. 

White  Hand. 
Wonder  proceeding  from 

fudden  joy. 
WUc  Hand. 


Play. 

2  Gent,  Ver, 
Me  a  J,  for  Meaf. 
As  you  like  it, 
ibid. 

Jul,  Cafar. 
Othello, 


Vol. 


As  you  like  it. 


Hen,  8. 
/flfs  well,  Sec, 

Macbeth, 

Cymbtline* 


Richard  2. 
Hen.  5. 
ibid. 

2  Hit.  6. 

Terr.peft. 

Com,  of  Errors 

PTint,  Tale. 
ibid. 

ibW. 

Trc,  and  Cref. 


Page. 


53 
283 
328 

29 
257 


Perform 


307 


381 
9 

270 
288 


29? 
374 

95 

jSi 
284 

303 

326 
320 


IV.  De- 


INDEX. 


Play. 

Vol. 

Page. 

Perfoit. 

XV,     17  tlv  I  1  LHlvJIis  Ui 

J.  liilCo  ctllU  utaions. 

v/iiAK,  unfruitful  ana 

ijCKly. 

"Ml AC  AT 
iviiiij ,  iv.  ur. 

I 

o  0 

^ueertt 

Spring. 

Love* $  Lob ,  loji , 

2 

Song, 

Winter. 

Ai you  like  it. 

252 

Duke  Stx* 

-  -  -  item. 

Love  s  Lab,  loft. 

26o 

Day-break, 

4 

I42 

Lriena, 

-  -  -  item. 

i  ri  en.  Of 

40  O 

nea. 

*  •  •  item* 

Rirh/irA  i 

5 

291 

-  »  -  item. 

T\AiAf  AT    n  m 

i 

114 

*UCk* 

-  -  -  item. 

ivi.yi.  aot,£wotD» 

2 

O  O 

D.J  - 

rearo. 

-  -  -  item. 

■i  ru»  dim  s*,rej , 

7 

382 

-  -  -  item. 

Rom,  and  ^»7. 

8 

66 

•  -  -  item. 

LI  (unlet , 

108 

nor , 

Morning. 

Richard  "Z, 

4 

i\iccara. 

A  low' ring  Morning. 

I  Hen,  4» 

A..  C2T  x 

3  6. 

5 

119 

J\JCD  + 

Morning. 

i  empejj. 

i 

V  I 

-  -  -  item. 

Mi' AC  AT 
iviiaj,  jv,  ur. 

f  14 

A  pleafant  Morning. 

^Titus  Andron, 

c 
o 

212 

1  am* 

-  •  -  item. 

Horn,  ana 

o 

5 

37 

I  ri , 

o  u  11  -i  lung. 

*  i  f«j  smaron. 

5 

206 

Aar 

-  -  -  item. 

Kom,  ana  Jul, 

O 
o 

1 1 

Ben,Mounl 

£>vciuij^}  aiali-Ollv. 

Richard  2« 

5 

2S.9 

R  icb 

iv.  joun* 

3 

4*3 

I$elun» 

lf±Ul  U  t  i  u  . 

I  AXur 

iNignt,  in  a  Lamp. 

Henry  ^. 

4 

33s 

Cborus, 

_         —  _  Ar\rmv 

•  -  -  -  liurmy. 

AT.  Lfjr 

D 

5* 

(~2p»t  it**,* 
Kjeni,  f±e?!T9 

Midnight. 

X\.,  JrQvff, 

3 

30O 

a..  j(,bn% 

-  -  -  item. 

_   r/„_  /- 
2  /jf^n.  0. 

5 

22 

Bohng% 

-  -  -  item. 

ibid. 

65 

Capt. 

Night. 

i 

IOo 

Her 

-  -  -  item. 

lOlQ. 

J37 

-  -  -  a  beautiful  de-  / 

j 

fcriptionof  a  Moor 

2 

light. 

ri 

C  161 

-  -  -  tempeftuou*. 

Jul,  Caf, 

7 

16 

Cafe, 

-  •  -  item* 

6 

r  293 

Len, 

1*97 

OldM.&  K. 

Night, 


INDEX. 


flight. 
*  -  -  item* 
-  -  -  item. 
Midnight. 

SECT.  VII. 

INDEX  of 
Similes  and 
fions. 

fome 
Allu- 

A. 

Authority,  compared 
**  to  a  Farmer's  Dog. 
Anger,  to  a  high  met- 
tled Horfe. 

-  -  -  to  boiling  Water. 
Ambition,  to  the  Dream 

©f  a  Shadow. 

B. 

*   A   Doubtful  Battle,  to 
a  Swan  fwimming 
againrt  a  Stream. 

-  -  -  to  a  cloudy  Morn- 
ing and  a  ftormy  Sea. 

Beautiful  Maid,    to  a 
Siren, 

C. 

A>Ourage  compar'd  to 
t  ?H  a  Falcon. 

-  -  -  -  to  a  Captive  fet 
free. 

Contention,  to  a  Horfe 
broke  loofe. 


Play, 

Macbeth, 
Tro.  and  Cref, 
Rom,  and  Ja> 
Hamlet, 


K,  Lear. 

Hen,  8. 
ibid. 

Hamlet \ 


3  Hen.  6. 
ibid. 

Com.  of  Error:, 

Richard  2. 
ibid.. 
2  Hen,  4. 


Vol. 

rage 

1  Pprforr 

6 

7 

418 

Achih- 

8 

55 

172 

Ham* 

6 

7 

Lear, 

Nor. 

5 

idem.. 

8 

Guild, 

5 

114 

York, 

132 

K,  Hen. 

3 

S,  Anty 

4 

15 

B  cling, 

16 

Mowbray 

186 

,  North.  , 

I   N  D  E 

I  P^y. 

Confideratfon,   to  an1 

Angel.  Hen.  5. 

Catharine,  Queen,  to  a 

Lilly.  \  Hen.  8. 

A  Crowd  difpers'd,  to 

wild  Geefe.  |  Midf.  N.  Dr. 

Courtfhip,  the  degrees  of  < 

it  compared  to  Dances. x M.  A.  abt.  Notb 


X. 

Vol. 


DIflimulation,    to  a 
Snake. 

£. 

TJNgland  to  an  Eagle. 

Scotland to  aWeazel. 
Queen  Elizabeth,  to  the 
Maiden  Pbcenix. 

F, 

T^Ather  (good)  of  a 
bad  Son,  to  the  clear 
Spring  of  a  muddy 
Stream. 

Favourites,  to  a  new- 
trimm'd  Mefiel ;  and 
their  Enviers  to  rave- 
nous Fifties. 

.  -  -  [to  Honey-fuckles 
excluding  the  Sun. 

G. 

/^Arden,  comparM  to 
*"7  Government,  in  dif- 

order. 
Government,  to  Bees. 
Glory,  to  a  circle  in  the 

Water. 


2  Hen.  6. 


Hen.  5. 
Hen.  8, 


4 

286 

Cant, 

5 

356 

Queen. 

1 

ic3 

Puck. 

2 

*9 

%Beat. 

Richard  2. 


Hen.  8. 
M.A.  abt.Noth. 


Richard  z. 
Hen.  5. 

1  Hen.  6. 


Page.  Perfon, 


47 

293 
403 


79 

317 
3* 


59 
294 

39* 


Ely. 
Crartt 


Doling 

rVol. 

Hen,- 


Cant, 
Putef. 


Gene-* 


INDEX. 


General,  an  Old,  to  a 
Winter  Lion. 

H. 

TTEnry,  Prince,  com 
•*      paring  himfelf  to 
the  Sun  in  Clouds. 

-  -  -  -  fo  rich  Ore  in  a 
dark  Soil. 

•  -  -  to  Mars. 

-  -  -  to  a  Strawberry 
growing  among  Weeds, 

Heart,  a  penitent  one, 
to  a  ripe  Mulberry. 

i. 

TNfkjrre&ion,     to  2 

*  Storm. 

-  -  -  -  to  Bees. 

King  James  I,  to  a  Ce- 
dar. 


V  Ing  Richard,  com 
par'd  to  a  falling 
Star  and  the  fetting 
Su-n. 

King's  return  to  his 
Country  compar'd  to 
a  Mother's  meeting 
her  Child. 

L. 


Play. 
2  Hen.  6. 


1  Hen,  4. 

fir*.  5.  TroU 
Hen.  5, 

CorioL 


2  f&f,  4. 
a  1Z».  6. 

Hen.  8. 


Richard,  2 


ibid. 


T  OVE,  compar'd  to] 

^    a  canker  in  a  Bud.5  2  Gen.  Ver. 

-  -  -  -  to  Wea-! 

ther.  I  ibid. 

•  -  -  to  a  waxen  image  J  ibid. 


Vol. 
5 


Page.  I  Perfon. 
c8  I  York* 


2S4 


2S7 


4  **5 

5  1  55 

403 


4* 


45 


145 

154 
i63 


Lover,, 


I  N  D   E  X. 


Lover,  to  a  Camelion 

Love,  cpmpar'd  to  a  Fi- 
gure on  Ice. 

Lover  fuccefsful,  to  a 
Conqueror. 

~  -  -  -  his  thoughts,  to 
the  inarticulate  Joys 
of  a  Crowd. 

'  M. 

TVyrlnd,  in  doubt,  som- 
par'd  to  the  Tide. 
Maids  to  Flies. 

O. 

f"\Pportunity,  to  the 
V  Tide. 


P. 


"DRomifes,  to  the  Gar- 
den  of  Adonis, 


73  Ebels,  returning  to 
*^    Allegiance,  com- 
pared to  a  Flood. 
Heafon  returning,  to  the 
Morning. 

S. 

QUN  rifing  in  a  cloudy 
°  Sky,  toK*  Richard  to 

difcontent. 
Sun  rifing  after  a  dark 

Night,  to  the  Refto 

ration    of  a  lawful 

King, 


Play. 
2  Gent,  of  Vtr* 

ibid. 

Mer.  of  Ven* 
ibid. 


2  lien,  4. 
Henry  5. 


Jul  Cdfdr. 


1  Hen,  6. 


K.  John. 

Tempej}. 


Richard  2. 


ibido 


Vol.  Page 
159 

1S4 
132 

133 


214 
381 


67 


404 


3  4i3 


4  53 


J      !  4$ 


AT.  Rich. 
Spies, 


INDEX 


Spies,  to  limM  twigi. 
Soldiers,  to  Bees. 


'"pReafon,  compar'd  to 
X     a  Fox. 

Tears,   to  Devr  on  a 
Lilly. 

W. 

TJfOrcefter,  E>  of,  in 
Rebellion,  com- 

parM  to  a  Meteor. 
Warwick's  Death,  to  the 

fall  of  a  Cedar. 
Wolfey,  Cardinal,  to 

falling  Angel. 
Wanderer,  to  a  drop  of 

Water  in  the  Ocean. 
World,  compared  to  a 

Stage. 
Widow,  to  a  Turtle. 

y. 

*yCrk,  D.  of,  righting, 
*     to  a  Lion  among  a 
lierd  of  Nett. 


Play, 
a  Hen.  6. 


I  Hen,  4, 

T/7. 


3  6. 

Hen. 

Csw.  of  Errors. 

As  you  like  it. 
Wint.  Tale. 


2  Her..  6» 


Vol 

5 
6 


Page, 
18 
250 


170 

22c 


166 

177 

37« 

185 

296 
335 


119 


Perfons 

Stiff. 
Gntb% 


(ft* 


AT.  Hpfr» 

Ant. 
Pau. 


Rich* 


f  i  n  i  r, 


